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TALES OF MY LANDLORD 

ifinst &txitfi 



Hear, Land o' Cakes and blither Scots, 
Frae Maidenkirk to Johnny Groat's, 
If there's a hole in a' yonr coats, 

I rede ye tent it ; 
A chiel's amang you takin' notes, 

An' faith hell prent it ! 

Bfbns. 



Ahora bieti, dixo il Cfura, trctedme, senor huisped, aqitesos Ivbros^ que 
lo8 quiero ver. Que me place, respondid el, y enirando en su aposeiUo, 
iajc6 dd una maletilla vieja eerrada con vma cadenilla, y ahrUndola hall6 
en ella tree libros grandee y unos papeles de muy huena letra eserUos de 
mano,—I>ON Quixote, Parte I. Gapitulo zzzii. 

It is mighty well, said the priest ; pray, landlord, bring me those 
books, for I have a mind to see them. With all my heart, answered the 
host ; and going to his chamber, he brought out a little old cloke-bag, 
with a padlock and chain to it, and opening it, he took out three large 
volumes, and some manuscript papers written in a fine character. — 
Jabyis'b TranskUion, 



INTEODUCTION TO OLD MORTALITY 

Thb remarkable person called by the tiUe of Old Mortality 
was well known in Scotland about the end of the last century. 
His real name was Robert Paterson. He was a native, it is 
said, of the parish of Glosebum, in Dumfriesshire, and prob- 
ably a mason by profession — at least educated to the use of 
the chisel. Whether family dissensions, or the deep and 
enthusiastic feeling of supposed duty, drove him to leave his 
dwelling, and adopt the singular mode of life in which he 
wander^, like a palmer, through Scotland, is not known. It 
could not be poverty, however, which prompted his journeys, 
for he never accepted anything beyond the hospitality which 
was willingly rendered him, and when that was not proffered, 
he always had money enough to provide for his own humble 
wants. His personal appearance, and favourite, or rather sole, 
occupation, are accurately described in the preliminary chapter 
of the following work. 

It is about thirty years since, or more, that the Author met 
this singular person in the churchyard of Dunnottar, when 
spending a day or two with the late learned and excellent 
clergyman, Mr. Walker, the minister of that parish, for the 
purpose of a close examination of the ruins of the Castle of 
Dunnottar, and other subjects of antiquarian research in that 
neighbourhood. Old Mortality chanced to be at the same 
place, on the usual business of his pilgrimage ; for the Castle 
of Dunnottar, though lying in the anti-covenanting district of 
the Meams, was, wiUi the parish churchyard, celebrated for the 
oppressions sustained there by the Cameronians in the time of 
James II. 

It was in 1685, when Atgyle was threatening a descent 
upon Scotland, and Monmouth was preparing to invade the 
west of £ngland, that the privy council of Scotland, with cruel 
precaution, made a general arrest of more than a hundred 
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persons in the southern and western provinces, supposed, from 
their religious principles, to be inimical to government, to- 
gether with many women and children. These captives were 
driven northward like a flock of bullocks, but with less pre- 
caution to provide for their wants, and finally penned up in 
a subterranean dimgeon in the Castle of Dunnottar, having a 
window opening to the front of a precipice which overhangs 
the German Ocean. They had suflered not a little on the 
journey, and were much hurt both at the scofls of the northern 
Prelatists, and the mocks, gibes, and contemptuous times 
played by the fiddlers and pipers who had come from every 
quarter as they passed, to triiunph over the revilers of their 
calling. The repose which the melancholy dungeon afforded 
them was anything but imdisturbed. The guards made them 
pay for every indulgence, even that of water ; and when some 
of the prisoners resisted a demand so unreasonable, and insisted 
on their right to have this necessary of life untaxed, their 
keepers emptied the water on the prison floor, saying, 'If 
they were obliged to bring water for the canting Whigs, they 
were not bound to afford them the use of bowls or pitchers 
gratis.' 

In this prison, which is still termed the Whigs' Vault, 
several died of the diseases incidental to such a situation ; and 
others broke their limbs, and incurred fatal injury, in desperate 
attempts to escape from their stem prison-house. Over the 
graves of these unhappy persons, their friends, after the Kevolu- 
tion, erected a monument with a suitable inscription. 

This peculiar shrine of the Whig martyrs is veiy much 
honoured by their descendants, though residing at a great dis- 
tance from the land of their captivity and death. My friend, 
the Rev. Mr. Walker, told me that, being once upon a tour in 
the south of Scotland, probably about forty years since, he had 
the bad luck to involve himself in the labyrinth of passages 
and tracks which cross, in eveiy direction, the extensive waste 
called Lochar Moss, near Dimifries, out of which it is scarcely 
possible for a stranger to extricate himself; and there was 
no small difficulty in procuring a guide, since such people as 
he saw were engaged in digging their peats — a work of 
paramount necessity, which will hardly brook interruption. 
Mr. Walker could, therefore, only procure unintelligible direc- 
tions in the southern brogue, which differs widely from that of 
the Meams. He was beginning to think himseU in a serious 
dilemma, when he stated his case to a farmer of rather the 
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better class, who was employed, as the others, in digging his 
winter fuel. The old man at first made the same excuse with 
those who had already declined acting as the traveller's guide ; 
but perceiving him in great perplexity, and paying the respect 
due to his profession, ' You are a clergyman, sir T he said. Mr. 
Walker assented. * And I observe from your speech that you 
are from the north ? ' * You are right, my good friend,' was the 
reply. * And may I ask if you have ever heard of a place called 
Dunnottar V * I ought to know something about it, my friend,' 
said Mr. Walker, ' since I have been several years the minister 
of the parish.' ' I am glad to hear it,' said the Dumfriesian, 
' for one of my near relations lies buried there, and there is, I 
believe, a moniunent over his grave. I would give half of what 
I am aught to know if it is still in existence.' * He was one of 
those who perished in the Whigs' Vault at the castle ? ' said the 
minister ; ' for there are few southlanders besides lying in our 
churchyard, and none, I think, having monuments.' 'Even 
sae — even sae,' said the old Cameronian, for such was the 
farmer. He then laid down his spade, cast on his coat, and 
heartily offered to see the minister out of the moss, if he should 
lose the rest of the day*8 dargtte. Mr. Walker was able to 
requite him amply, in his opinion, by reciting the epitaph, 
which he remembered by heart. The old man was enchanted 
with finding the memoiy of his grandfather or great-grandfather 
faithfully recorded amongst the names of brother sufferers; 
and rejecting all other offers of recompense, only requested, 
after he had guided Mr. Walker to a safe and dry road, that he 
would let him have a written copy of the inscription. 

It was whilst I was listening to this stoiy, and looking at 
the monument referred to, that I saw Old Mortality engaged in 
his daily teak of cleaning and repairing the ornaments and 
epitaphs upon the tomb. His appearance and equipment were 
exactly as described in the Novel. I was very desirous to see 
something of a person so singular, and expected to have done 
so, as he took up his quarters with the hospitable and liberal- 
spirited minister. But though Mr. Walker invited him up 
after dinner to partake of a glass of spirits and water, to which 
he was supposed not to be very averse, yet he would not speak 
frankly upon the subject of his occupation. He was in bad 
humour, and had, according to his phmse, no freedom for con- 
versation with us. 

His spirit had been sorely vexed by hearing, in a certain 
Aberdonian kirk, the psalmody directed by a pitch-pipe, or 
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some similar instrument, which was to Old Mortality the 
abomination of abominations. Perhaps, after all, he did not 
feel himself at ease with his company ; he might suspect the 
questions asked by a north-country minister and a young 
barrister to savour more of idle curiosity than profit. At any 
rate, in the phrase of John Bunyan, Old Mortality went on his 
way, and I saw him no more. 

The remarkable figure and occupation of this ancient pilgrim 
was recalled to my memoiy by an account transmitted by my 
friend, Mr. Joseph Train, supervisor of excise at Dumfries, to 
whom I owe many obligations of a similar nature. From this, 
besides some other circumstances, among which are those of the 
old man's death, I learned the particulars described in the text. 
I am also informed that the old palmer's family, in the third 
generation, survives, and is highly respected both for talents 
and worth. 

While these sheets were passing through the press, I 
received the following communication from Mr. Train, whose 
imdeviating kindness had, during the intervals of laborious 
duty, collected its materials from an indubitable source : — 

'In the course of my periodical visits to the Glenkens, I 
have become intimately acquainted with Robert Paterson, a son 
of Old Mortality, who lives in the little village of Balmaclellan ; 
and although he is now in the seventieth year of his age, 
preserves all the vivacity of youth — has a most retentive 
memory, and a mind stored with information far above what 
could be expected from a person in his station of life. To 
him I am indebted for the following particulars relative to his 
father and his descendants down to the present time. 

* Robert Paterson, alias Old Mortality, was the son of Walter 
Paterson and Margaret Scott, who occupied the farm of Hag- 
gisha, in the parish of Hawick, during nearly the first half of 
Qie 18th century. Here Robert was bom, in the memorable 
year 1715. 

'Being the yoimgest son of a numerous family, he, at an 
early age, went to serve with an elder brother, named Francis, 
who rented, from Sir John Jardine of Applegarth, a small tract 
in Corncockle Moor, near Lochmaben. During his residence 
there he became acquainted with Elizabeth Gray, daughter of 
Robert Gray, gardener to Sir John Jardine, whom he after- 
wards married. His wife had been for a considerable time a 
cook-maid to Sir Thomas Kirkpatrick of Closebum, who pro- 
cured for her husband, from the Duke of Queensberry, an 
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adyantageous lease of the freestone quarry of Gatelowbrigg, in 
the parish of Morton. Here he built a house, and had as much 
land as kept a horse and cow. My informant cannot say with 
certainty the year in which his father took up his residence at 
Gatelowbrigg, but he is sure it must have been only a short 
time prior to the year 1746, as, during the memorable frost in 
1740, he says his mother still resided in the service of Sir 
Thomas Eirkpatrick. When the Highlanders were returning 
from England on their route to Glasgow, in the year 1745-46, 
they plundered Mr. Paterson's house at Gatelowbrigg, and 
carried him a prisoner as far as Glenbuck, merely because he 
said to one of the straggling army that their retreat might 
have been easily foreseen, as the strong arm of the Lord was 
evidently raised, not only against the bloody and wicked house 
of Stewart, but against all who attempted to support the abom- 
inable heresies of the Church of Rome. From this circiun- 
stonce it appears that Old Mortality had, even at that early 
period of his life, imbibed the religious enthusiasm by which he 
afterwards became so much distinguished. 

' The religious sect called Hill-men, or Cameronians, was at 
that time much noted for austerity and devotion, in imitation 
of Cameron, their founder, of whose tenets Old Mortality be- 
came a most strenuous supporter. He made frequent journeys 
into GraUoway to attend their conventicles, and occasionally 
carried with him gravestones from his quarry at Gatelowbrigg, 
to keep in remembrance the righteous whose dust had been 
gathered to their fathers. Old Mortality was not one of those 
religious devotees who, although one eye is seemingly turned 
towards heaven, keep the other steadfastly fixed on some sub- 
lunaiy object. As his enthusiasm increased, his journeys into 
Galloway became more frequent ; and he gradiudly neglected 
even the common prudential duty of providing for his oflFspring. 
From about the year 1758, he neglected wholly to return from 
Galloway to his wife and five children at Gatelowbrigg, which 
induced her to send her eldest son Walter, then only twelve 
years of age, to Galloway in search of his father. After travers- 
ing nearly the whole of that extensive district, from the Nick 
of Benncorie to the Fell of Barhullion, he foimd him at last 
working on the Cameronian monuments, in the old kirkyard of 
Kirkchrist, on the west side of the Dee, opposite the town of 
Kirkcudbright. The little wanderer used all the influence in 
his power to induce his father to return to his family ; but in 
vain. Mrs. Paterson sent even some of her female children into 
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Galloway in search of their father, for the same purpose of 
persuading him to return home ; but without any success. At 
last, in the summer of 1768, she removed to the little upland 
village of Balmaclellan, in the Glenkens of Galloway, where, 
upon the small pittance derived from keeping a little school, 
she supported her numerous family in a respectable manner. 

'There is a small monumental stone in the farm of the 
Caldon, near the House of the Hill, in Wigtonshire, which is 
highly venerated as being the first erected, by Old Mortality, 
to the memory of severed persons who fell at that place in 
defence of their religious tenets in the Civil War, in the reign 
of Charles Second.* 

'From the Caldon, the labours of Old Mortality, in the 
course of time, spread over nearly all the Lowlands of Scotland. 
There are few churchyards in Ayrshire, Galloway, or Dimifries- 
shire, where the work of his chisel is not yet to be seen. It is 
easily distinguished from the work of any other artist by the 
primitive rudeness of the emblems of death, and of the inscrip- 
tions which adorn the ill -formed blocks of his erection. This 
task of repairing and erecting gravestones, practised without 
fee or reward, was the only ostensible employment of this 
singular person for upwards of forty years. The door of every 
Cameronian's house was indeed open to him at all times when 
he chose to enter, and he was gladly received as an inmate of 
the family ; but he did not invariably accept of these civilities, 
as may be seen by the following account of his frugal expenses, 
found, amongst other little papers (some of which I have like- 
wise in my possession), in his pocket-book after his death : — 

GaUJumse qf Fleet, Ath Fttmuvry 1796. 

KoBERT Patebson dcUoT to Margaret Ghrystalb 

To drye Lodffinge for seven weeks £0 4 1 

To Four Auchletsof Ait Meal 3 4 

To 6 Lippies of Potatoes 18 

To Lena Money at the time of Mr. Reid*s Sacrament .060 
To 3 Chappins of Yell with Sandy the Eeelman t . .009 

£0 15 5 
Received in paH . 10 

Unpaid . . £0 5 5 

* The house was stormed by a Captain Orchard or Urquhart, who was shot in the 
attack. 

t A well-known humorist, still alive, popularly called by the name of Old Keely- 
bags, who deals in the keel or chalk with which formers mark their flocks. 
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* This statement shows the religious wanderer to have been 
very poor in his old age ; but he was so more by choice than 
through necessity, as at the period here alluded to his children 
were all comfortably situated, and were most anxious to keep 
their father at home, but no entreaty could induce him to 
alter his erratic way of life. He travelled from one church- 
yard to another, mounted on his old white pony, till the last day 
of his existence, and died, as you have described, at Bankhill, 
near Lockerby, on the 14th February 1801, in the eighty-sixth 
year of his age. As soon as his body was found, intimation 
was sent to his sons at Balmaclellan ; but, from the great depth 
of the snow at that time, the letter communicating the par- 
ticulars of his death was so long detained by the way that the 
remains of the pilgrim were interred before any of his relations 
could arrive at Bankhill. 

' The following is an exact copy of the account of his funeral 
expenses, the original of which I have in my possession : — 

Memorandiun of the Funral Charges of Robert Paterson, who dyed at 
Bankhill on the 14th day of Febmary 1801 

To a Coffon £0 12 

To Hunting for do 2 8 

To a Shirt for him 5 

To a pair of Cotton Stockings 2 

To Bread at the Founral 2 6 

To Chise at ditto 8 

To 1 pint Rume 4 6 

To 1 pint Whiskie 4 6 

To a man goin^ to Annan 2 

To the grave diger 10 

To Linnen for a sheet to him 2 8 

£2 1 10 
Taken off him when dead 17 6 

£0 14 4 

*The above account is authenticated by the son of the 
deceased. 

* My friend was prevented by indisposition from' even going 
to Bankhill to attend the funeral of his father, which I regret 
very much, as he is not aware in what churchyard he was 
interred. 

' For the purpose of erecting a small moniunent to his memory, 
I have made every possible inquiry, wherever I thought there 
was the least chance of finding out where Old Mortality was 
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laid ; but I have done so in vain, as his death is not registered 
in the session-book of any of the neighbouring parishes.* I am 
sorry to think that in all probability this singular person, who 
spent so many years of his lengthened existence in striving 
with his chisel and mallet to perpetuate the memory of many 
less deserving than himself, must remain even without a single 
stone to mark out the resting-place of his mortal remains. 

* Old Mortality had three sons, Robert, Walter, and John ; 
the former, as has been already mentioned, lives in the village 
of Balmaclellan, in comfortable circumstances, and is much 
respected by his neighbours. Walter died several years ago, 
leaving behind him a family now respectably situated in this 
point. John went to America in the year 1776, and, after 
various turns of fortune, settled at Baltimore.' 

Old Nol himself is said to have loved an innocent jest 
(see Captain Hodgson's Memoirs). Old Mortality somewhat 
resembled the Protector in this turn to festivity. Like Master 
Silence, he had been merry twice and thrice in his time ; but 
even his jests were of a melancholy and sepulchral nature, and 
sometimes attended with inconvenience to himself, as will 
appear from the following anecdote : — 

The old man was at one time following his wonted occupation 
of repairing the tombs of the martyrs, in the churchyard of 
Girthon, and the sexton of the parish waa plying his kindred 
task at no small distance. Some roguish urchins were sporting 
near them, and by their noisy gambols disturbing the old men 
in their serious occupation. The most petulant of the juvenile 
party were two or three boys, grandchildren of a person well 
known by the name of Cooper Climent. This artist enjoyed 
almost a monopoly in Girthon and the neighbouring parishes 
for making and selling ladles, caups, bickers, bowls, spoons, 
cogues, and trenchers, formed of wood, for the use of the coimtry 
people. It must be noticed that, notwithstanding the excel- 
lence of the cooper's vessels, they were apt, when new, to impart 
a reddish tinge to whatever liquor was put into them, a circum- 
stance not uncommon in like cases. 

The grandchildren of this dealer in wooden work took it 
into their head to ask the sexton what use he could possibly 

* This good iutentdon was, however, carried out. A headstone was erected, November 
1860, to the memory of Old Mortality in the churchyard of Caerlavrock, where there is 
satisfkctory proof of his having been interred in the month of February 1801. Mr. 
Train seems to have been misled in his information respecting the name of the village 
where Robert Faterson died. There is now strong evidence that not Banlchill, but 
Bankend, about fifteen miles from Bankhill, was the place where Old Mortality 
breathed his last {Laing\ 
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make of the numerous fragments of old coffins which were 
thrown up in opening new graves. * Do you not know,' said 
Old Mortality, 'that he sells them to your grandfather, who 
makes them into spoons, trenchers, bickers, bowies, and so 
forth ? ' At this assertion, the youthful group broke up in great 
confusion and disgust, on reflecting how many meals they had 
eaten out of dishes which, by Old Mortality's account, were 
only fit to be used at a banquet of witches or of ghouls. 
They carried the tidings home, when many a dinner was spoiled 
by the loathing which the intelligence imparted; for the 
account of the materials was supposed to explain the reddish 
tinge which, eyen in the days of the cooper's fame, had seemed 
somewhat suspicious. The ware of Cooper Climent was re- 
jected in horror, much to the benefit of his riyals the muggers, 
who dealt in earthenware. The man of cutty-spoon and ladle 
saw his trade interrupted, and learned the reason, by his 
quondam customers commg upon hun in wrath to return the 
goods which were composed of such \mhallowed materials, 
and demand repayment of their money. In this disagreeable 
predicament, the forlorn artist cited Old Mortality into a 
court of justice, where he proved that the wood he used in his 
trade was that of the staves of old wine-pipes bought from 
smugglers, with whom the country then aboimded, a circum- 
stance which fully accounted for their imparting a colour to 
their contents. Old Mortality himself made the fullest de- 
claration that he had no other purpose in making the assertion 
than to check the petulance of the children. But it is easier 
to take away a good name than to restore it. Cooper Climent's 
business continued to languish, and he died in a state of 
poverty. 
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CHAPTER I 



PRELIMINARY 



Why seeks he with unwearied toil 
Through death's dim walks to urge his way, 

Reclaim nis long-asserted spoil, 
And lead oblivion into day ? 

Langhorne. 

'MoBT readers,' says the Manuscript of Mr. Pattieson, 'must 
have witnessed with delight the joyous burst which attends 
the dismissing of a village school on a fine summer evening. 
The buoyant spirit of childhood, repressed with so much 
difficulty during the tedious hours of discipline, may then be 
seen to explode, as it were, in shout, and song, and frolic, as the 
little urchins join in groups on their playground, and arrange 
their matches of sport for the evening. But there is one 
individual who partakes of the relief afforded by the moment of 
dismission, whose feelings are not so obvious to the eye of the 
spectator, or so apt to receive his sympathy. I mean the 
teacher himself, who, stiinned with the hum, and suffocated 
with the closeness of his schoolroom, has spent the whole day 
(himself against a host) in controlling petulance, exciting indiffer* 
ence to action, striving to enlighten stupidity, and labouring to 
soften obstinacy ; and whose very powers of intellect have been 
confoimded by hearing the same dull lesson repeated a hundred 
times by rote, and only varied by the various blunders of the 
reciters. Even the flowers of classic genius, with which his 
solitary fancy is most gratified, have been rendered degraded in 
his imagination by their connexion with tears, with errors, and 
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with punishment; so that the Eclogues of Virgil and Odes of 
Horace are each inseparably aUied in association with the 
sullen figure and monotonous recitation of some blubbering 
schoolboy. If to these mental distresses are added a delicate 
frame of body, and a mind ambitious of some higher distinc- 
tion than that of being the tyrant of childhood, the reader 
may have some slight conception of the relief which a soli- 
tary walk in the cool of a fine summer evening affords to the 
head which has ached, and the nerves which have been shat- 
tered, for so many hours in plying the irksome task of public 
instruction. 

* To me these evening strolls have been the happiest hours 
of an imhappy life; and if any gentle reader shall hereafter 
find pleasure in perusing these lucubrations, I am not unwilling 
he should know that the plan of them has been usually traced 
in those moments when relief from toil and clamour, combined 
with the quiet scenery around me, has disposed my mind to 
the task of composition. 

'My chief haunt, in these hours of golden leisure, is the 
banks of the small stream which, winding through a " lone vale 
of green bracken," passes in front of the village school-house of 
Gandercleugh. For the first quarter of a mile, perhaps, I may 
be disturbed from my meditations in order to return the scrape 
or doffed bonnet of such stragglers among my pupils as fish 
for trouts or minnows in the little brook, or seek rushes and 
wild flowers by its mai^n. But beyond the space I have 
mentioned the juvenile anglers do not after sunset voluntarily 
extend their excursions. The cause is, that farther up the 
narrow valley, and in a recess which seems scooped out of 
the side of the steep heathy bank, there is a deserted burial- 
ground, which the little cowards are fearful of approaching in 
the twilight. To me, however, the place has an inexpressible 
charm. It has been long the favourite termination of my walks, 
and, if my kind patron forgets not his promise, will (and prob- 
ably at no very distant day) be my final resting-place after my 
mortal pilgrimage.* 

'It is a spot which possesses all the solemnity of feeling 
attached to a burial-ground, without exciting those of a more 
unpleasing description. Having been very little used for many 
years, the few hillocks which rise above the level plain are 
covered with the same short velvet turf. The monimients, of 
which there are not above seven or eight, are half sxmk in 

* See Peter F&tUeeon's Qn.Y9, Note 1. 
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the ground and overgrown with moss. No newly -erected 
tomb disturbs the sober serenity of our reflections by reminding 
us of recent calamity, and no rank -springing grass forces 
upon our imagination the recollection, that it owes its dark 
luxuriance to the foul and festering remnants of mortality 
which ferment beneath. The daisy which sprinkles the sod, 
and the harebell which hangs over it, derive their pure nourish- 
ment from the dew of heaven, and their growth impresses us 
with no degrading or disgusting recollections. Death has 
indeed been here, and its traces are before us; but they are 
softened and deprived of their horror by our distance from 
the period when they have been first impressed. Those who 
sleep beneath are only connected with us by the reflec- 
tion, that they have once been what we now are, and that, 
as their relics are now identified with their mother earth, 
ours shall at some future period undei^o the same trans- 
formation. 

'Yet, although the moss has been collected on the most 
modem of these humble tombs during four generations of man- 
kind, the memory of some of those who sleep beneath them is 
still held in reverent remembrance. It is true that, upon the 
largest, and, to an antiquary, the most interesting monument of 
the group, which bears the effigies of a doughty knight in his 
hood of mail, with his shield hanging on his breast, the armorial 
bearings are defaced by time, and a few worn-out letters may be 
read at the pleasure of the decipherer, Dns. Jolum de Hamel^ 
or Johan de Lamel, And it is also true that of another 
tomb, richly sculptured with an ornamental cross, mitre, and 
pastoral stafl^, tradition can only aver that a certain nameless 
bishop lies interred there. But upon other two stones which 
lie beside may still be read in rude prose and ruder rhyme 
the history of those who sleep beneath them. They belong, we 
are assured by the epitaph, to the class of persecuted Presby- 
teriaJiB who afforded a melancholy subject for history in t^e 
times of Charles II. and his successor.*^ In returning from the 
battle of Pentland Hills, a party of the insuigents had been 
attacked in this glen by a small detachment of the king's 
troops, and three or four either killed in the skirmish, or shot 
after being made prisoners, as rebels taken with arms in their 
hands. The peasantry continued to attach to the tombs of 
those victims of prelacy an honour which they do not render 

* James, Seventh King of Scotland of that name, and Second according to the 
nnmeration o/t the Kings of England.— J. C. 
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to more splendid mausoleums ; and, when they pomt them out 
to their sous, and narrate the fate of the sufferers, usually con- 
clude by exhorting them to be ready, should times call for it, 
to resist to the death in the cause of civil and religious liberty, 
like their brave forefathers. 

'Although I am far from venerating the peculiar tenets 
asserted by those who call themselves the followers of those 
men, and whose intolerance and narrow-minded bigotry are at 
least as conspicuous as their devotional zeal, yet it is without 
depreciating the memory of those sufferers, many of whom 
united the independent sentiments of a Hampden with the 
suffering zeal of a Hooper or Latimer. On the other hand, it 
would be unjust to forget that many even of those who had 
been most active in crushing what they conceived the rebellious 
and seditious spirit of those unhappy wanderers, displayed 
themselves, when called upon to suffer for their political and 
religious opinions, the same daring and devoted zeal, tinctured, 
in their case, with chivalrous loyalty, as in the former with 
republican enthusiasm. It has often been remarked of the 
Scottish character, that the stubbornness with which it is 
moulded shows most to advantage in adversity, when it seems 
akin to the native sycamore of their hills, which scorns to be 
biassed in its mode of growth even by the influence of the 
prevailing wind, but, shooting its branches with equal bold- 
ness in every direction, shows no weather-side to the storm, 
and may be broken, but ca,n never be bended. It must be 
imderstood that I speak of my countrymen as they fall under 
my own observation. When in foreign countries, I have been 
informed that they are more docile. But it is time to return 
from this digression. 

' One summer evening as, in a stroll such as I have described, 
I approached this deserted mansion of the dead, I was some- 
what surprised to hear soimds distinct from those which usually 
soothe its solitude, the gentle chiding, namely, of the brook, and 
the sighing of the wind in the boughs of three gigantic ash-trees, 
which mark the cemetery. The clink of a hammer was on this 
occasion distinctly heard ; and I entertained some alarm that 
a march dike, long meditated by the two proprietors whose 
estates were divided by my favourite brook, was about to be 
drawn up the glen, in order to substitute its rectilinear 
deformity for the graceful winding of the natural boundary.* 
As I approached I was agreeably undeceived. An old man was 

* See A March-Dike Boundary. Note 2. 
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seated upon the monument of the slaughtered Presbyterians, 
and busily employed in deepening with his chisel the letters of 
the inscription which, announcing in Scriptural language the 
promised blessings of futurity to be the lot of the slain, 
anathematised the murderers with corresponding violence. A 
blue bonnet of unusual dimensions covered the grey hairs of the 
pious workman. His dress was a laige old-fashioned coat of the 
coarse cloth called " hodden-grey," usually worn by the elder 
peasants, with waistcoat and breeches of the same ; and the 
whole suit, though still in decent repair, had obviously seen a 
train of long service. Strong clouted shoes, studded with hob- 
nails, and "gramashes" or "leggins," made of thick black cloth, 
completed his equipment. Beside him fed among the graves a 
pony, the companion of his journey, whose extreme whiteness, 
as well as its projecting bones and hollow eyes, indicated its 
antiquity. It was harnessed m the most simple manner, with 
a pair of branks, a hair tether, or halter, and a '^sunk," or cushion 
of straw, instead of bridle and saddle. A canvass pouch hung 
around the neck of the animal, for the purpose, probably, of 
containmg the rider's tools, and anything else he might have 
occasion to carry with him. Although I had never seen the 
old man before, yet from the singularity of his employment and 
the style of his equipage, I had no difficulty in recognising a 
religious itinerant whom I had often heard talked of, and who 
was known in various parts of Scotland by the title of Old 
Mortality. 

* Where this man was bom, or what was his real name, 
I have never been able to learn ; nor are the motives which 
made him desert his home and adopt the erratic mo4e of life 
which he pursued known to me except very generally. Accord- 
ing to the belief of most people, he was a native of either the 
county of Dumfries or Galloway, and lineally descended from 
some of those champions of the Covenant whose deeds and 
sufferings were his favourite theme. He is said to have held, at 
one period of his life, a small moorland farm ; but, whether from 
pecimiaiy losses or domestic misfortime, he had long renounced 
that and every other gainful calling. In the language of 
Scripture, he left his house, his home, and his kinged, and 
wandered about until the day of his death, a period of nearly 
thirty years. 

' During this long pilgrimage, the pious enthusiast regulated 
his circuit so as annually to visit the graves of the unfortunate 
Covenanters who suflPered by the swoni, or by the executioner, 
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during the reigns of the two last monarchs of the Stewart Ime. 
These are most numerous in the western districts of Ayr, 
Galloway, and Dumfries ; but they are also to be found in other 
parts of Scotland, wherever the fugitives had fought, or fallen, 
or suffered by military or civil execution. Their tombs are 
often apart from all human habitation, in the remote moors and 
wilds to which the wanderers had fled for concealment. But 
wherever they existed, Old Mortality was sure to visit them 
when his annual round brought them within his reach. In the 
most lonely recesses of the moimtains the moor-fowl shooter 
has been often surprised to find him busied in cleaning the 
moss from the grey stones, renewing with his chisel the half- 
defaced inscriptions, and repairing the emblems of death with 
which these simple monuments are usually adorned. Motives 
of the most sincere, though fanciful, devotion induced the old 
man to dedicate so many years of existence to perform this 
tribute to the memory of the deceased warriors of the church. 
He considered himself as fulfilling a sacred duty, while renewing 
to the eyes of posterity the decaying emblems of the zeal and 
sufferings of their forefathers, and thereby trimming, as it were, 
the beacon-light which was to warn future generations to defend 
their religion even imto blood. 

' In all his wanderings the old pilgrim never seemed to need, 
or was known to accept^ pecuniary assistance. It is true, his 
wants were very few ; for wherever he went, he found ready 
quarters in the house of some Cameronian of his own sect, or of 
some other religious person. The hospitality which was reveren- 
tially paid to him he always acknowledged by repairing the grave- 
stones ^if there existed any) belonging to the family or ancestors 
of his nost. As the wanderer was usually to be seen bent on 
this pious task within the precincts of some country church- 
yard, or reclined on the solitary tombstone among tibe heath, 
disturbing the plover and the black-cock with the clink of his 
chisel and mallet, with his old white pony grazing by his side, 
he acquired, from his converse among the dead^ the popular 
appellation of Old Mortality. 

' The character of such a man could have in it little connexion 
even with innocent gaiety. Yet^ among those of his own 
religious persuasion, he is reported to have been cheerful. The 
descendants of persecutors, or those whom he supposed guilty 
of entertaining similar tenets, and the scoffers at religion by 
whom he was sometimes assailed, he usually termed the genera- 
tion of vipers. Conversing with others, he was grave and 
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sententious, not without a cast of seyerity. But he is said 
never to have been observed to give way to violent passion, 
excepting upon one occasion, when a mischievous truant-boy 
defaced with a stone the nose of a cherub's face which the old 
man was engaged in retouching. I am in general a sparer of 
the rod, notwithstanding the maxim of Solomon, for which 
schoolboys have little reason to thank his memory; but on 
this occasion I deemed it proper to show that I did not hate 
the child. But I must retiun to the circimistances attending 
my first interview with this interesting enthusiast. 

' In accosting Old Mortality, I did not fail to pay respect to 
his years and his principles, beginning my address by a respect- 
ful apology for interrupting his labours. The old man inter- 
mitted the operation of the chisel, took off his spectacles and 
wiped them, then, replacing them on his nose, acknowledged 
my courtesy by a suitable return. Encouraged by his affability, 
I intruded upon him some questions concerning the sufferers 
on whose monument he was now employed. To talk of the 
exploits of the Covenanters was the delight, as to repair their 
monuments was the business, of his life. He was profuse in the 
communication of all the minute information which he had 
collected concerning them, their wars, and their wanderings. 
One would almost have supposed he must have been their 
contemporary, and have actually beheld the passages which he 
related, so much had he identified his feelings and opinions with 
theirs, and so much had his narratives the circumstantiality of 
an eye-witness. 

* " We," he said, in a tone of exultation — " we are the only 
true Whigs. Carnal men have assumed that triumphant appel- 
lation, following him whose kingdom is of this world. Which 
of them would sit six hours on a wet hillside to hear a godly 
sermon % I trow an hour o't wad staw them. They are ne'er 
a hair better than them that shamena to take upon themsells 
the persecuting name of bluidthirsty Tories. Self-seekers all 
of them, strivers after wealth, power, and worldly ambition, 
and forgetters alike of what has been dree'd and done by the 
mighty men who stood in the gap in the great day of wrath. 
Nae wonder they dread the accomplishment of what was 
spoken by the mouth of the worthy Mr. Peden — that precious 
servant of the Lord, none of whose words fell to the ground 
— ^that the French monzies sail rise as fast in the glens of 
Ayr and the Kens of Galloway as ever the Highlandmen did 
in 1677. And- now they are gripping to the bow and to the 
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spear, when they suld be mourning for a sinfu' land and a 
broken Covenant." 

' Soothing the old man by letting his peculiar opinions pass 
without contradiction, and anxious to prolong conversation with 
so singular a character, I prevailed upon him to accept that 
hospitality which Mr. Gleishbotham is always willing to extend 
to those who need it. In our way to the schoolmaster's house 
we called at the Wallace Inn, where I was pretty certain I 
should find my patron about that hour of the evening. After 
a courteous interchange of civilities, Old Mortality was, with 
difficulty, prevailed upon to join his host in a single glass of 
liquor, and that on condition that he should be permitted to 
name the pledge, which he prefaced with a grace of about five 
minutes, and then, with bonnet doffed and eyes uplifted, drank 
to the memory of those heroes of the Kirk who had first uplifted 
her banner upon the moimtains. As no persuasion could prevail 
on him to extend his conviviality to a second cup, my patron 
accompanied him home, and accommodated him in the " pro- 
phet's chamber," * as it is his pleasure to call the closet which 
nolds a spare bed, and which is frequently a place of retreat 
for the poor traveller. 

* The next day I took leave of Old Mortality, who seemed 
affected by the unusual attention with which I had cultivated 
his acquaintance and listened to his conversation. After he 
had mounted, not without difficulty, the old white pony, he 
took me by the hand, and said, '^ The blessing of our Master be 
with you, yoimg man! My hours are like the ears of the 
latter harvest, and your days are yet in the spring ; and yet 
you may be gathered into the gamer of mortality before me, 
for the sickle of death cuts down the green as oft as the ripe, 
and there is a colour in your cheek that, like the bud of the 
rose, serveth oft to hide the worm of corruption. Wherefore 
labour as one who knoweth not when his Master calleth. And 
if it be my lot to return to this village after ye are gane hame 
to your ain place, these auld withered hands will frame a stane 
of memorial, that your name may not perish from among the 
people." 

'I thanked Old Mortality for his kind intentions in my 
behalf, and heaved a sigh, not, I think, of regret so much as of 
resignation, to think of the chance that I might soon require 
his good offices. But though, in all human probability, he did 
not err in supposmg that my span of life may be abridged in 

* See Note 8. 
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youth, he had overestimated the period of his own pilgrimage 
on earth. It is now some years since he has been missed in all 
his usual haunts, while moss, lichen, and deer-hair are fast 
ooTering those stones to cleanse which had been the business 
of his life. About the b^inning of this century he closed his 
mortal toils, being found on the highway near Lockerbie, in 
Dumfries-shire, exhausted and just expiring. The old white 
pony the companion of all his wanderings, was standing by the 
side of his dying master. There was found about his person a 
sum of money sufficient for his decent interment^ which serves 
to show that his death was in no ways hastened by violence or 
by want. The common people still regard his memory with 
great respect ; and many are of opinion that the stones which 
he repaired will not again require the assistance of the chisel. 
They even assert that on the tombs where the manner of 
the martyrs' murder is recorded, their names have remained 
indelibly legible since the death of Old Mortality, while 
those of the persecutors, sculptured on the same monuments, 
have been entirely defaced. It is hardly necessary to say 
that this is a fond imagination, and that, since the time of 
the pious pilgrim, the monuments which were the objects of 
his care are hastening, like aU earthly memorials, into ruin or 
decay. 

'My readers will of course imderstand that in embodying 
into one compressed narrative many of the anecdotes which I 
had the advantage of deriving from Old Mortality, I have been 
far from adopting either his style, his opinions, or even his 
facts, so far ajs they appear to have been distorted by party 
prejudice. , I have endeavoured to correct or verify them from 
the most authentic sources of tradition, afforded by the repre- 
sentatives of either party. 

*0n the part of the Presbyterians, I have consulted such 
moorland farmers from the western districts as, by the kind- 
ness of their landlords, or otherwise, have been able, during the 
late general change of property, to retain possession of the 
grazings on which their grandsires fed their flocks and herds. 
I must own, that of late days, I have found this a limited 
source of information. I have, therefore, called in the supple- 
mentary aid of those modest itinerants whom the scrupulous 
civility of our ancestors denominated travelling merchants, but 
whom, of late, accommodating ourselves in this as in more 
material particulars, to the feelings and sentiments of our 
more wealthy neighbours, wo have learned to call packmen or 
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pedlars. To country weavers travelling in hopes to get rid of 
their winter web, but more especially to tailors, who, from their 
sedentary profession, and the necessity in our oountir of exer- 
cising it by temporary residence in the families by whom they 
are employed, may be considered as possessing a complete 
register of rural traditions, I have been indebted for many 
illustrations of the narratives of Old Mortality, much in the 
taste and spirit of the original. 

' I had more diffictilty in finding materials for correcting the 
tone of i^axtiaMtj which evidently pervaded those stores of tradi- 
tional learning, in order that I might be enabled to present 
an \mbiassed picture of the manners of that unhappy period, 
and at the same time to do justice to the merits of both parties. 
But I have been enabled to qualify the narratives of Old 
Mortality and his Oameronian friends by the reports of more 
than one descendant of ancient and honourable families, who, 
themselves decayed into the humble vale of life, yet look 
proudly back on the period when their ancestors fought and 
fell in behalf of the exiled house of Stewart. I may even boast 
right reverend authority on the same score ; for more than one 
nonjuring bishop, whose authority and income were upon as 
apostolical a scale as the greatest abominator of Episcopacy 
could well desire, have deigned, while partaking of the humble 
cheer of the Wallace Inn, to furnish me with information 
corrective of the facts which I learned from others. There 
are also here and there a laird or two who, though they 
shrug their shoulders, profess no great shame in their fathers 
having served in the persecuting squadrons of Earlshall and 
Claverhouse. From the gamekeepers of these gentlemen, an 
office the most apt of any other to become hereditary in such 
families, I have also contrived to collect much valuable in- 
formation. 

'Upon the whole, I can hardly fear that at this time, in 
describing the operation which their opposite principles pro- 
duced upon the good and bad men of both parties, I can be 
suspected of meaning insult or injustice to either. If recollec- 
tion of former injuries, extra-loyalty, and contempt and hatred 
of their adversaries, produced rigour and tyranny in the one 
party, it will hardly be denied, on the oitier hand, that, if 
the zeal for God's house did not eat up the Conventiclers, it 
devoured at least, to imitate the phrase of Dryden, no small 
portion of their loyalty, sober sense, and good breeding. We 
may safely hope that the souls of the brave and sincere on 
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either side have long looked down with surprise and pity upon 
the ill-appreciated motives which caused their mutual hatred 
and hostility while in this valley of darkness, blood, and tears. 
Peace to their memory ! Let us think of them as the heroine 
of our only Scottish tragedy aitreats her lord to think of her 
departed sire : — 

O rake not up the ashes of our fathers ! 
Implacable resentment was their crime, 
And grievoas has the expiation been.* 



CHAPTER II 

Summon an hundred horse by break of day, • 
To wait our pleasure at the castle gates. 

Douglas, 

Under the reign of the last Stewarts there was an anxious 
wish on the part of government to counteract, by every means 
in their power, the strict or puritanical spirit which had been 
the chief characteristic of the republican government, and to 
revive those feudal institutions which united the vassal to the 
liege lord, and both to the crown. Frequent musters and 
assemblies of the people, both for militanr exercise and for 
sports and pastimes, were appointed by authority. The inter- 
ference in the latter case was impolitic, to say the least ; for, 
as usual on such occasions, the consciences which were at first 
only scrupulous became confirmed in their opinions, instead 
of giving way to the terrors of authority; and the youth of 
both sexes, to whom the pipe and tabor in England, or the 
bagpipe in Scotland, would have been in themselves an irresist- 
ible temptation, were enabled to set them at defiance from 
the proud consciousness that they were at the same time 
resisting an act of council. To compel men to dance and be 
merry by authority has rarely succeeded even on board of 
slavcHships, where it was formerly sometimes attempted by way 
of inducing the wretched captives to agitate their limbs and 
restore the circulation during the few minutes they were per- 
mitted to enjoy the fresh air upon deck. The rigour of the 
strict Calvinists increased in proportion to the wishes of the 
government that it should be relaxed ; a Judaical observance 
of the Sabbath, a supercilious condemnation of all manly 
pastimes and harmless recreations, as well as of the profane 
custom of promiscuous dancing — that is, of men and women 
dancing together in the same party, for I believe they admitted 
that the exercise might be inoffensive if practised by the parties 
separately — distinguishing those who professed a more than 
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ordinary share of sanctity. They discouraged, as far as lay in 
their power, even the ancient * wappenschaws,* as they were 
termed, when the feudal array of the county was called out, 
and each crown -vassal was required to appear with such 
muster of men and armour as he was bound to make by his 
fief, and that imder high statutory penalties. The Covenanters 
were the more jealous of those assemblies, as the lord-lieutenants 
and sheriffii imder whom they were held had instructions from 
the government to spare no pains which might render them 
agreeable to the young men who were thus summoned together, 
upon whom the military exercise of the morning, and the 
sports which usually closed the evening, might naturally be 
supposed to have a seductive effect. 

The preachers and proselytes of the more rigid Presbyterians 
laboured, therefore, by caution, remonstrance, and authority, 
to diminish the attendance upon these summonses, conscious 
that in doing .so they lessened not only the apparent, but the 
actual strength of the government, by impeding the extension 
of that esprit de corps which soon \mites young men who are in 
the habit of meeting together for manly sport, or military 
exercise. They, therefore, exerted themselves earnestly to pre- 
vent attendance on these occasions by those who could find any 
possible excuse for absence, and were especially severe upon 
such of their hearers as mere curiosity led to be spectators, or 
love of exercise to be partakers, of the array and the sports 
which took place. Such of the gentry as acceded to these 
doctrines were not always, however, in a situation to be ruled 
by them. The commands of the law were imperative ; and the 
privy council, who administered the executive power in Scotland, 
were severe in enforcing the statutory penalties against the 
crown-vassals who did not appear at the periodical wappen- 
schaw. The landholders were compelled, therefore, to send ^eir 
sons, tenants, and vassals to the rendezvous, to the nimiber of 
horses, men, and spears at which they were rated ; and it fre- 
quently happened that, notwithstanding the strict charge of their 
elders to return as soon as the formal inspection was over, the 
yoimg men-at-arms were imable to resist the temptation of shar- 
ing in the sports which succeeded the muster, or to avoid listen- 
ing to the prayers read in the churches on these occasions, and 
thus, in the opinion of their repining parents, meddling with the 
accursed thing which is an abomination in the sight of the Lord. 

The sheriff of the county of Lanark was holding the wappen- 
schaw of a wild district, called the Upper Ward of Clydesdale, 
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on a haugh or level plain near to a royal borough, the name of 
which is no way essential to my story, on the morning of the 
5th of May 1679, when our narrative commences. When the 
musters had been made and duly reported, the young men, as 
was usual, were to mix in various sports, of which the chief was 
to shoot at the popinjay,* an ancient game formerly practised 
with archery, but at this period with fire-arms. This was the 
figure of a bird decked with party-coloured feathers, so as to 
resemble a popinjay or parrot. It was suspended to a pole, 
and served for a mark, at which the competitors discharged 
their fusees and carabines in rotation, at the distance of sixty or 
seventy paces. He whose ball brought down the mark held 
the proud title of Captain of the Popinjay for the remainder of 
the day, and was usually escorted in triumph to the most repu- 
table change-house in the neighbourhood, where the evening 
was closed with conviviality, conducted imder his auspices, and, 
if he was able to sustain it, at his expense. 

It will, of course, be supposed that the liadies of the country 
assembled to witness this gallant strife, those excepted who 
held the stricter tenets of Puritanism, and would therefore 
have deemed it criminal to afford countenance to the profane 
gambols of the malignants. Landaus, barouches, or tilburies, 
there were none in those simple days. The lord -lieutenant of 
the county (a personage of ducal rank) alone pretended to the 
magnificence of a wheel-carriage, a thing covered with tarnished 
gilding and sculpture, in shape like the viilgar. picture of Noah's 
ark, dragged by eight long-tailed Flanders mares, bearing eight 
* insides ' and six * outsides.' The insides were their Graces in 
person, two maids of honour, two children, a chaplain scuffed 
into a sort of lateral recess, formed by a projection at the door 
of the vehicle, and called, from its appearance, the boot, and 
an equerry to his Grace ensconced in the corresponding con- 
venience on the opposite side. A coachman and three pos- 
tilions, who wore short swords and tie-wigs with three tails, 
had blunderbusses slung behind them, and pistols at their 
saddle-bow, conducted the equipage. On the foot-board, behind 
this moving mansion-house, stood, or rather hung, in triple 
file, six lacqueys in rich liveries, armed up to the teeth. The 
rest of the gentry, men and women, old and young, were on 
horseback, followed by their servants ; but the company, for 
the reasons already assigned, was rather select than numerous. 

Near to the enormous leathern vehicle which we have 

* See Note 4. 
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attempted to describe, vindicating her title to precedence over 
the untitled gentry of the country, might be seen the sober 
palfrey of Lady Margaret Bellenden, bearing the erect and 
primitive form of Lady Margaret herself, decked in those 
widow's weeds which the good lady had never laid aside since 
the execution of her husband for his adherence to Montrose. 

Her grand-daughter, and only earthly care, the fair-haired 
Edith, who was generally allowed to be the prettiest lass in the 
Upper Ward, appeared beside her aged relative like Spring 
placed dose to Winter. Her black Spanish jennet, which she 
managed with much grace, her gay riding-dress, and laced side- 
saddle, had been anxiously prepared to set her forth to the 
best advantage. But the clustering profusion of ringlets, 
which, escaping from imder her cap, were only confined by a 
green ribbon from wantoning over her shoulders ; her cast of 
features, soft and feminine, yet not without a certain expression 
of playful archness, which redeemed their sweetpess from the 
chaise of insipidity sometimes brought against blondes and 
blue-eyed beauties, — these attracted more admiration from the 
western youth than either the splendour of her equipments or 
the figure of her palfrey. 

The attendance of these distinguished ladies was rather 
inferior to their birth and fashion in those times, as it consisted 
only of two servants on horseback. The truth was, that the 
good old lady had been obliged to make all her domestic 
servants turn out to complete the quota which her barony 
ought to furnish for the muster, and in which she would not 
for the imiverse have been found deficient. The old steward, 
who, in steel cap and jack-boots, led forth her array, had, as he 
said, sweated blood and water in his efforts to overcome the 
scruples and evasions of the moorland farmers, who ought to 
have furnished men, horse, and harness, on these occasions. 
At last, their dispute came near to an open declaration of 
hostilities, the incensed Episcopalian bestowing on the recusants 
the whole thunders of the commmation, and receiving from 
them in return the denunciations of a Calvinistic excommunica- 
tion. What was to be done? To pimish the refractory 
tenants would have been easy enough. The privy coimcil 
would readily have imposed fines, and sent a troop of horse to 
collect them. But this would have been calling the huntsman 
and hounds into the garden to kill the hare. 

*For,' said Harrison to himself, *the carles have little 
eneugh gear at ony rate, and if I call in the redcoats and take 
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away what little they have, how is my worshipful lady to get 
her rents paid at Candlemas, which is but a difficult matter to 
bring round even in the best of times 1 ' 

So he armed the fowler and falconer, the footman and the 
ploughman, at the home farm, with an old drunken Oayaliering 
butler, who had served with the late Sir Richard imder^ 
Montrose, and stunned the family nightly with his exploits at 
Kilsyth and Tippermuir, and'vho was the only man in the 
party that had ^e smallest zeal for the work in hand. In this 
manner, and by recruiting one or two latitudinarian poachers 
and black-fishers, Mr. Harrison completed the quota of men 
which fell to the share of Lady Maj^garet Bellenden, as life- 
rentriz of the barony of Tillietudlem and others. But when the 
steward, on the morning of the eventful day, had mustered his 
troupe dcT^e before the iron gate of the Tower, the mother of 
Ouddie Headrigg, the ploughman, appeared, loaded with the 
jack-boots, buff coat^ and oUier accoutrements which had been 
issued forth for the service of the day, and laid them before 
the steward, demurely assuring him that^ 'whether it were 
the colic, or a qualm of conscience, she couldna tak upon her 
to decide, but sure it was, Cuddie had been in sair straits a' 
nighty and she couldna say he waa muckle better this morning. 
The finger of Heaven,' she said, 'was in it, and her bairn 
should gang on nae sic errands.' Pains, penalties, and threats 
of dismission were denounced in vain : the mother was 
obstinate, and Cuddle, who underwent a domiciliair visitation 
for the purpose of verifying his state of body, oould^ or would, 
answer only by deep groans. Mause, who had been an ancient 
domestic in the family, was a sort of favourite with Lady 
Margaret and presumed accordingly. Lady Margaret had her- 
self set forth, and her authority could not be appealed to. In 
this dilemma, the good genius of the old butler suggested an 
expedient. 

' He had seen mony a braw callant, far less than Guse Gibbie, 
fight brawly under Montrose. What for no tak Guse Gibbie t ' 

This was a half-witted lad, of very small stature, who had a 
kind of charge of the poultry under the old henwife ; for in a 
Scottish family of that day there was a wonderful substitution 
of labour. This urchin, being sent for from the stubble-field, 
was hastily muffled in the buff coat, and girded rather to than 
toith the sword of a full-grown man, his little legs plunged into 
jack-boots, and a steel cap put upon his head, which seemed, 
from its size, as if it had been intended to extinguish him. 
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Thus aoooutred he was hoisted, at his own earnest request, 
upon the quietest horse of the party; and prompted and 
supported by old Gudyill the butler as his front file he passed 
muster tolerably enough, the sheriff not caring to examine 
too closely the recruits of so well -affected a person as Lady 
Margaret Bellenden. 

To the above cause it was owing that the personal retinue 
of Lady Margaret, on this eventful day, amounted only to two 
lacqueys, with which diminished train she would on any other 
occasion have been much ashamed to appear in public. But 
for the caiuse of royalty she was ready at any time to have 
made the most unreserved personal sacrifices. She had lost 
her husband and two promising sons in the civil wars of that 
imhappy period ; but she had received her reward, for, on his 
route tiirough the west of Scotland to meet Cromwell in the 
unfortunate field of Worcester, Charles the Second had actually 
break&uited at the Tower of Tillietudlem ; an incident which 
formed from that moment an important era in the life of 
Lady Margaret^ who seldom afterwards partook of that meal, 
either at home or abroad, without detailing the whole circum- 
stances of the royal visit, not forgetting the salutation which 
his Majesty conferred on each side of her face, though she 
sometimes omitted to notice that he bestowed the same favour 
on two buxom serving-wenches who appeared at her back, 
elevated for the day into the capacity of waiting gentle- 
women. 

These instances of royal favour were decisive ; and if Lady 
Margaret had not been a confirmed Royalist already, from sense 
of high birth, influence of education, and hatred to the opposite 
party, through whom she had suffered such domestic calamity, 
the having given a breakfast to majesty, and received the royal 
salute in return, were honours enough of themselves to omite 
her exclusively to the fortunes of the Stewarts. These were 
now, in all appearance, triumphant ; but Lady Margaret's zeal 
had adhered to them through the worst of times, and was 
ready to sustain the same severities of fortune should their 
scale once more kick the beam. At present she enjoyed, in 
full extent, the military display of the force which stood 
ready to support the crown, and stifled as well as she could 
the mortification she felt at the unworthy desertion of her own 
retainers. 

Many civilities passed between her ladyship and the re- 
presentatives of sundry ancient loyal families who were upon 

VI a 
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pieoe the green adventurer struck the popinjay, bemg the first 
palpable hit of the day, though several balls had passed very 
near the mark. A loud shout of applaiuse ensued. But the 
sucoess was not decisive, it being necessary that each who 
followed should have his chance, and that those who succeeded 
in hitting the mark should renew the strife among themselves, 
till one displayed a decided superiority over the others. Two 
only of those who followed in order succeeded in hitting the 
popinjay. The first was a yoimg man of low rank, heavily 
built, and who kept his face muffled in his grey cloak; the 
second a gallant young cavalier, remarkable for a handsome 
exterior, sedulously decorated for the day. He had been since 
the miister in close attendance on Lady Margaret and Miss 
Bellenden, and had left them with an air of indifiPerence when 
Lady Mai^aret had asked whether there was no yoimg man of 
family and loyal principles who would dispute the prize with 
the two lads who had been successful. Li half a minute young 
Lord Evandale threw himself from his horse, borrowed a gun 
from a servant, and, as we have already noticed, hit the mark. 
Great was the interest excited by the renewal of the contest 
between the three candidates who had been hitherto successful. 
The state equipage of the Duke was, with some difficulty, put 
in motion, and approached more near to the scene of action. 
The riders, both male and female, turned their horses' heads in 
the same direction, and all eyes were bent upon the issue of the 
trial of skill. 

It was the etiquette in the second contest, that the com- 
petitors should take their turn of firing after drawing lots. 
The first fell upon the young plebeian, who, as he took his stand, 
half imcloaked his rustic coimtenance, and said to the gallant in 
green, ' Ye see, Mr. Henry, if it were ony other day, I could hae 
wished to miss for your sake ; but Jenny Dennison is looking 
at us, sae I maun do my best.' 

He took his aim, and his bullet whistled past the mark so 
nearly that the pendulous object at which it was directed was 
seen to shiver. Still, however, he had not hit it, and, with a 
downcast look, he withdrew himself from further competition, 
and hastened to disappear from the assembly, as if fearful of 
being recognised. The green chaMew next advanced, and his 
ball a second time struck the popinjay. All shouted ; and from 
the outskirts of the assembly arose a cry of, 'The good old 
cause for ever ! ' 

While the dignitaries bent their brows at these exulting 
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shouts of the disaffected, the young Lord Evandale advanced 
again to the hazard, and again was successfuL The shouts and 
congratulations of the well-affected and aristocratical part of 
the audience attended his success, but still a subsequent trial 
of skill remained. 

The green marksman, as if determined to bring the afi&dr to 
a decision, took his horse from a person who held him, having 
previously looked carefully to the security of his girths and the 
fitting of his saddle, vaulted on his back, and motioning with 
his hand for the bystanders to make way, set spurs, pas^ the 
place from which he was to fire at a gallop, and, as he passed, 
threw up the reins, turned sideways upon his saddle, discharged 
his carabine, and brought down the popinjay. Lord Evandale 
imitated his example, although many around him said it was 
an innovation on the established practice, which he was not 
obliged to follow. But his skill was not so perfect, or his horse 
was not so well trained. The animal swerved at the moment 
his master fired, and the ball missed the popinjay. Those who 
had been surprised by the address of the green marksman were 
now equaUy pleased by his courtesy. He disclaimed all merit 
from the last shot, and proposed to his antagonist that it should 
not be counted as a hit, and that they should renew the con- 
test on foot. 

* I would prefer horseback, if I had a horse as well bitted, 
and, probably, as well broken to the exercise, as yours,' said the 
young Lord, addressing his antagonist. 

' Will you do me the honour to use him for the next trial, 
on condition you will lend me yours ? * said the young gentle- 
man. 

Lord Evandale was ashamed to accept this courtesy, as con- 
scious how much it would diminish the value of victory ; and 
yet, imable to suppress his wish to redeem his reputation as a 
marksman, he added, ' that although he renounced all preten- 
sions to the honour of the day (which he said somewhat scorn- 
fully), yet, if the victor had no particular objection, he would 
willingly embrace his obliging offer, and change horses with 
him for the purpose of trying a shot for love.' 

As he said so, he looked boldly towards Miss Bellenden, and 
tradition says, that the eyes of the young tirailleur travelled, 
though more covertly, in the same direction. The young 
Lord's last trial was as unsuccessful as the former, and it was 
with difficulty that he preserved the tone of scornful indifference 
which he had hitherto assumed. But, conscious of the ridicule 
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which attaches itself to the resentment of a losing party, he 
returned to his antagonist the horse on which he had made his 
last unsuccessful attempt, and received back his own ; giving, 
at the same time, thanks to his competitor, who, he said, had 
re-established his favourite horse in his good opinion, for he had 
been in great danger of transferring to the poor nag the blame 
of an inferiority, which every one, as well as himself, must now 
be satisfied remained with the rider. Having made this speech 
in a tone in which mortification assumed the veil of indifference, 
he mounted his horse and rode off the ground. 

As is the usual way of the world, the applause and attention 
even of those whose wishes had favoured Lord Evandale were, 
upon his decisive discomfiture, transferred to his triumphant 
rival. 

' Who is he ? what is his name ? * ran from mouth to mouth 
among the gentry who were present, to few of whom he was 
personally known. His style and title having soon transpired, 
and being within that class whom a great man might notice 
without derogation, four of the Duke's friends, with the 
obedient start which poor Malvolio ascribes to his imaginary 
retinue, made out to lead the victor to his presence. As they 
conducted him in triumph through the crowd of spectators, and 
stunned him at the same time with their compliments on his 
success, he chanced to pass, or rather to be led, immediately in 
front of Lady Maigaret and her grand-daughter. The Captain 
of the Popinjay and Miss Bellenden coloured like crimson, as the 
latter returned, with embarra.ssed courtesy, the low inclination 
which the victor made, even to the saddle-bow, in passing her. 

* Do you know that young person ? * said Lady Margaret. 

*I — I — have seen him, madam, at my imcle's, and — and 
elsewhere occasionally,' stammered Miss Edith Bellenden. 

* I hear them say around me,' said Lady Margaret, ' that the 
young spark is the nephew of old Milnwood.' 

* The son of the late Colonel Morton of Milnwood, who com- 
manded a regiment of horse with great courage at Dunbar and 
Inverkeithing,' said a gentleman who sate on horseback beside 
Lady Margaret. 

*Ay, and who, before that, fought for the Covenanters both 
at Marston Moor and Philiphaugh,' said Lady Margaret, sighing 
as she pronounced the last fatal words, which her husUmd's 
death gave her such sad reason to remember. 

'Your ladyship's memory is just,' said the gentleman, 
smiling, *but it were well all that were forgot now.' 
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* He ought to remember it, Gilbertsdeugh,' returned Lady 
Margaret, 'and dispense with intruding himself into the 
company of those to whom his name must bring unpleasing 
recollections.' 

* You forget, my dear lady,' said her nomenclator, * that the 
young gentleman comes here to discharge suit and service in 
name of his imcle. I would every estate in the coimtry sent 
out as pretty a fellow.' 

' His imcle, as well as his umquhile father, is a Roundhead, 
I presume,' said Lady Margaret. 

'He is an old miser,' said Gilbertscleugh, 'with whom a 
broad piece would at any time weigh down political opinions, 
and, therefore, although probably somewhat against the grain, 
he sends the young gentleman to attend the muster to save 
pecuniary pains and penalties. As for the rest, I suppose the 
youngster is happy enough to escape here for a day horn, the 
dulness of the old house at Milnwood, where he sees nobody 
but his hypochondriac uncle and the favourite housekeeper.' 

'Do you know how many men and horse the lands of 
Milnwood are rated at)' said the old lady, continuing her 
inquiry. 

' Two horsemen with complete harness,' answered Gilberts- 
cleugh. 

'Our land,' said Lady Maigaret, drawing herself up with 
dignity, 'has always furmshed to the muster eight men, cousin 
Gilbertscleugh, and often a voluntary aid of thrice the number. 
I remember his sacred Majesty King Charles, when he took his 
disjune at Tillietudlem, was particular in inquiring ' 

' I see the Duke's carriage in motion,' said Gilbertscleugh, 
partaking at the moment an alarm common to all Lady 
Margaret's friends, when she touched upon the topic of the 
royal visit at the family mansion — ' I see the Duke's carriage 
in motion ; I presume your ladyship will take your right of 
rank in leaving the field. May I be permitted to convoy your 
ladyship and Miss Bellenden home ? Parties of the wild Whigs 
have been abroad, and are said to insult and disarm the well- 
affected who travel in small nimibers.' 

'We thank you, cousin Gilbertscleugh,' said Lady Maigaret ; 
' but as we shall have the escort of my own people, I trust we 
have less need than others to be troublesome to our friends. 
Will you have the goodness to order Harrison to bring up our 
people somewhat more briskly ; he rides them towards us as if 
he were leading a funeral procession.' 



• 
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The gentleman in attendanoe communicated his lady's orders 
to the trusty steward. 

Honest Harrison had his own reasons for doubting the 
prudence of this command; but, once issued and received, 
there was a necessity for obeying it. He set off, therefore, at 
a hand -gallop, followed by the butler, in such a military 
attitude as became one who had served under Montrose, and 
with a look of defiance, rendered sterner and fiercer by the 
inspiring fumes of a gill of brandy, which he had snatched a 
moment to bolt to the king's health and confusion to the 
Covenant, during the intervals of military duty. Unhappily 
this potent refi^hment wiped away from the tablets of his 
memory the necessity of paying some attention to the dis- 
tresses and difficulties of his rear-file, Groose Gibbie. No 
sooner had the horses struck a canter than Gibbie's jack-boots, 
which the poor boy*s legs were incapable of steadying, began 
to play alternately against the horse's flanks, and, being armed 
with long-rowelled spurs, overcame the patience of the animal, 
which bounced and plunged, while poor Gibbie's entreaties for 
aid never reached the ears of the too heedless butler, being 
drowned partly in the concave of the steel cap in which his 
head was immersed, and partly in the martial tune of the 
* Gallant Grsemes,' which Mr. Gudyill whistled with all his power 
of lungs. 

The upshot was that the steed speedily took the matter 
into his own hands, and having gambolled hither and thither 
to the great amusement of all spectators, set off at full speed 
towards the huge family coach already described. Gibbie's pike, 
escaping from its sling, had fallen to a level direction across his 
hands, which, I grieve to say, were seeking dishonourable safety 
in as strong a grasp of the mane as their muscles could manage. 
His casque, too, had slipped completely over his face, so that he 
saw as little in front as he did in rear. Indeed, if he could, it 
would have availed him little in the circumstances; for his 
horse, as if in league with the disaffected, ran full tilt towards 
the solenm equipage of the Duke, which the projecting lance 
threatened to perforate from window to window, at the risk of 
transfixing as many in its passage as the celebrated thrust of 
Orlando, which, according to the Italian epic poet, broached as 
many Moors as a Frenchman spits frogs. 

On beholding the bent of this misdirected career, a panic 
shout of mingled terror and wrath was set up by the whole 
equipage, iusides and outsides at once, which had the happy 
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effect of avertdng the threatened misfortune. The capricious 
horse of Goose Gibbie was terrified by the noise, and stumbling 
as he turned short round, kicked and plunged violently as soon 
as he re^i^red. The jack-boots, the original cause of the 
disaster, maintaining the reputation they had acquired when 
worn by better cavaliers, answered every plunge by a fresh 
prick of the spurs, and by their ponderous weight kept their 
place in the stirrups. Not so Goose Gibbie, who was fairly 
spumed out of those wide and weighty greaves, and precipitated 
over the horse's head, to the infinite amusement of all the 
spectators. His lance and helmet had forsaken him in his fall, 
and, for the completion of his disgrace. Lady Margaret Bellen- 
den, not perfectly aware that it was one of her own warriors 
who was furnishing so much entertainment, came up in time 
to see her diminutive man-at-arms stripped of his lion's hide — 
of the buff-coat, that is, in which he was muffled. 

As she had not been made acquainted with this metamor- 
phosis, and could not even guess its cause, her surprise and 
resentment were extreme, nor were they much modified by the 
excuses and explanations of her steward and butler. She made 
a hasty retreat homeward, extremely indignant at the shouts 
and laughter of the company, and much disposed to vent her 
displeasure on the refractory agriculturist whose place Goose 
Gibbie had so imhappily supplied. The greater part of the 
gentry now dispersed, the whimsical misfortune which had 
befallen the genidanrmerie of Tillietudlem furnishing them 
with huge entertainment on their road homeward. The horse- 
men also, in little parties, as their road lay together, diverged 
from the place of rendezvous, excepting such as, having tried 
their dexterity at the popinjay, were, by ancient custom, 
obliged to partake of a grace-cup with their captain before 
their departure. 



CHAPTER IV 

At fairs he play'd before the spearmen. 

And eaily graithed in their gear then, 

Steel bonnets, pikes, and swords shone clear then 

As ony bead ; 
Kow wha sail play before sie weir-men, 

Since Habbie's dead ? 

EUgy on Habibie Simpson, 

Thb cavalcade of horsemen on their road to the little borough- 
town were preceded by Niel Blane, the town-piper, mounted on 
his white gaUoway, armed with hia dirk and broadaword, and 
bearing a chanter streaming with as many ribbons as would 
deck out six country belles for a fair or preaching. Niel, a 
clean, tight, well-timbered, long-winded fellow, had gained the 

official situation of town-piper of by his merit, with all the 

emoluments thereof; namely, the piper's croft, as it is still 
called, a field of about an acre in extent, five merks, and a new 
livery-coat of the town's colours, yearly ; some hopes of a dollar 
upon the day of the election of magistrates, providing the pro- 
vost were able and willing to afford such a gratuity ; and the 
privilege of paying, at all the respectable houses in the neigh- 
bourhood, an annual visit at spring-time, to rejoice their hearts 
with his music, to comfort his own with their ale and brandy, 
and to beg from each a modicum of seed-corn. 

In addition to these inestimable advantages, Niel's personal 
or professional accomplishments won the heart of a jolly widow 
who then kept the principal change-house in the borough. Her 
former husband having been a strict Presbyterian, of such note 
that he usually went among his sect by the name of Oaius the 
Publican, many of the more rigid were scandalised by the pro- 
fession of the successor whom his relict had chosen for a second 
helpmate. As the * browst' or brewing of the Howff retained, 
nevertheless, its unrivalled reputation, most of the old customers 
continued to give it a preference. The character of the new 
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landlord, indeed, was of that accommodating kind which enabled 
him, by close attention to the helm, to keep his little vessel 
pretty steady amid the contending tides of faction. He was 
a good-humoured, shrewd, selfish sort of fellow, indififerent alike 
to the disputes about church and state, and only anxious to 
secure the good-will of customers of every description. But his 
character, as well as the state of the country, will be best un- 
derstood by giving the reader an account of the instructions 
which he issued to his daughter, a girl about eighteen, whom 
he was initiating in those cares which had been faithfuUy dis- 
charged by his wife, until about six months before our story 
commences, when the honest woman had been carried to the 
kirk-yard. 

' tfenny,' said Niel Blane, as the girl assisted to disencumber 
him of his bagpipes, 'this is the first day that ye are to take 
the place of your worthy mother in attending to the public ; a 
douce woman she was, civil to the customers, and had a good 
name wi' Whig and Tory, baith up the street and down the 
street. It will be hard for you to fill her place, especiaUy on 
sic a thrang day as this ; but Heaven's will maim be obeyed. 
Jenny, whatever Milnwood ca's for, be sure he maun hae% for 
he's the Captain o' the Popinjay, and auld customs maun be 
supported ; if he canna pay the lawing himsell, as I ken he's 
keepit imco short by the head, 111 find a way to shame it out 
o' his uncle. The curate is playing at dice wi' Comet Grahame. 
Be eident and civil to them baith; clergy and captains can 
gie an unco deal o' fash in thae times, where they take an ill- 
will. The dragoons will be crying for ale, and they wunna 
want it) and maunna want it; they are imruly chields, but 
they pay ane some gate or other. I gat the humlie-cow, that's 
the best in the byre, frae black Frank Inglis and Sergeant 
Bothwell for ten pund Scots, and they drank out the price at 
ae downsitting.' 

* But, father,' interrupted Jenny, * they say the twa reiving 
loons drave the cow frae the gudewife o' Bell's Moor, just because 
she gaed to hear a field-preaching ae Sabbath afternoon.' 

* Whisht ! ye silly tawpie,' said her father, * we have naething 
to do how they come by the bestial they sell ; be that atween 
them and their consciences. Aweel, take notice, Jenny, of 
that dour, stour-looking carle that sits by the cheek o' the 
ingle and turns his back on a' men. He looks like ane o' the 
hiU-folk, for I saw him start a wee when he saw the redcoats, 
and I jaloose he wad hae liked to hae ridden by, but his horse^ — 
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it's a gude gelding — was ower sair travailed ; he behoved to 
stop whether he wad or no. Serve him cannily, Jenny, and wi' 
little din, and dinna bring the sodgers on him by speering ony 
questions at him ; but let na him hae a room to himsell, they 
wad say we were hiding him. For yoursell, Jenny, yell be 
civil to a' the folk, and take nae heed o' ony nonsense and 
daffing the young lads may say t'ye. Folk in the hostler line 
maun pit up wi' muckle. Your mither, rest her saul, could 
pit up wi' as muckle as maist women, but afif hands is fair 
play ; and if ony body be uncivil ye may gie me a cry. Aweel, 
when the malt begins to get aboon the meal, they'll begin to 
speak about government in kirk and state, and then, Jenny, 
they are like to quarrel. Let them be doing : anger's a drouthy 
passion, and the mair they dispute, the mair ale theyll drink ; 
but ye were best serve them wi' a pint o' the sma' browst, it 
will heat them less, and theyll never ken the difference.' 

' But, father,' said Jenny, ' if they come to lounder ilk ither, 
as they did the last time, suldna I cry on you f ' 

* At no hand, Jenny ; the redder gets aye the warst lick in 
the fray. If the sodgers draw their swords, yell cry on the 
corporal and the guard. If the country folk tsJs, the tangs and 
poker, ye'll cry on the bailie and town-officers. But in nae 
event cry on me, for I am wearied wi' doudling the bag o' wind 
a' day, and I am gaun to eat my dinner quietly in the spence. 
And, now I think on't, the Laird of Lickitup— that's him that 
was the laird — ^was speering for sma' drink and a saut herring. 
Oie him a pu' be the sleeve, and round into his lug I wad be 
blythe o' his company to dine wi' me ; he was a gude customer 
anes in a day, and wants naething but means to be a gude ane 
again : he likes drink as weel as e'er he did. And H ye ken 
ony puir body o' our acquaintance that's blate for want o' 
siller, and has far to gang hame, ye needna stick to gie them 
a waught o' drink and a bannock ; we'll ne'er miss't, and it 
looks creditable in a house like ours. And now, hinny, gang 
awa' and serve the folk ; but first bring me my dinner, and twa 
chappins o' yill and the mutchkin stoup o' brandy.' 

Having thus devolved his whole cares on Jenny as prime 
minister, Niel Blane and the drdevant laird, once his patron, 
but now glad to be his trencher-companion, sate down to enjoy 
themselves for the remainder of the evening, remote from the 
bustle of the public room. 

All in Jenny's department was in full activity. The knights 
of the popinjay received and requited the hospitable entertain- 
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ment of their captain, who, though he spared the cup himself, 
took care it should go round with due celerity among the rest, 
who might not have otherwise deemed themselyes hs^dsomely 
treated. Their numbers melted away by degrees, and were at 
length diminished to four or five, who began to talk of breaking 
up their party. At another table, at some distance, sat two of 
the dragoons whom Niel Blane had mentioned, a sergeant and 
a private in the celebrated John Grahame of Clayerhouse's 
regiment of Life Guards. Even the non-commissioned officers 
and privates in these corps were not considered as ordinary 
mercenaries, but rather approached to the rank of the French 
mousquetaires, being regarded in the light of cadets, who 
performed the duties of rank-and-file with the prospect of 
obtaining commissions in case of distinguishing themselves. 

Many young men of good families were to be found in the 
ranks, A circumstance which added to the pride and self -con- 
sequence of these troops. A remarkable instance of this 
occurred in the person of the non-commissioned officer in 
question. His real name was Francis Stewart; but he was 
universally known by the appellation of Bothwell, being line- 
ally descended from the last earl of that name, not the 
infamous lover of the unfortunate Queen Mary, but Francis 
Stewart, Earl of Bothwell, whose turbulence and repeated 
conspiracies embarrassed the early part of James Sixth's reign, 
and who at length died in exile in great poverty. The son of 
this earl had sued to Charles I. for the restitution of part of 
his father's forfeited estates ; but the grasp of the nobles to 
whom they had been allotted was too tenacious to be un- 
clenched. The breaking out of the dvil wars utterly ruined 
him, by intercepting a small pension which Charles I. had 
allowed him, and he died in the utmost indigence. His son, 
after having served as a soldier abroad and in Britain, had 
passed through several vicissitudes of fortune, was fain to con- 
tent himself with the situation of a non-commissioned officer in 
the Life Guards, although lineally descended from the royal 
family, the father of the forfeited Earl of Bothwell having been 
a natural son of James V. * Great personal strength, and 
dexterity in the use of his arms, as well as the remarkable 
circumstances of his descent, had recommended this man to the 
attention of his officers. But he partook in a great degree of 
the licentiousness and oppressive disposition which the habit of 
acting as agents for government in levying fines, exacting 

* See Sei-geant Botbwell. Note 6. 
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free quarters, and otherwise oppressing the Presbyterian recu- 
sants, had rendered too genenJ among these soldiers. They 
were so much accustomed to such missions, that they conceiyed 
themselyes at liberty to commit all manner of license with 
impunity, as if totally exempted from all law and authority, 
excepting the command of their officers. On such occasions 
Bothwell was usually the most forward. 

It is probable that Bothwell and his companions would not 
so long have remained quiet but for respect to the presence 
of their comet) who commanded the small party quartered 
in the borough, and who was engaged in a game at dice with, 
the curate of the place. But both of these being suddenly 
called from their amusement to speak with the chief magistrate 
upon some urgent business, Bothwell was not long of evincing 
his contempt for the rest of the company. 

* Is it not a strange thing, Halliday,' he said to his comrade, 
' to see a set of bumpkins sit carousing here this whole eyening 
without having drunk the king's health 1 ' 

'They have drank the kmg's health,' said Halliday. 'I 
heard that green kail-worm of a lad name his Majesty's health.' 

'Did he?' said Bothwell. 'Then, Tom, well have them 
drink the Archbishop of St. Andrews' health, and do it on their 
knees too.' 

'So we will, by G — ^,' said Halliday; 'and he that refuses it, 
well have him to the guard-house, and teach him to ride the 
colt foaled of an acorn, with a brace of carabines at each foot 
to keep him steady.' 

' Right, Tom,' continued Bothwell ; ' and, to do all things in 
order, I'll begin with that sulky blue-bonnet in the ingle-nook.' 

He rose accordingly, and taking his sheathed broadsword 
under his arm to support the insolence which he meditated, 
placed himself in front of the stranger noticed by Niel Blane, 
in his admonitions to his daughter, as being, in all probability, 
one of the hill-folk, or refractory Presbyterians. 

' I make so bold as to request of your precision, beloved,' 
said the trooper, in a tone of affected solemnity, and assuming 
the snuffle of a country preacher, * that you will arise from your 
seat, beloved, and, having bent your hams until your knees do 
rest upon the floor, beloved, that you will turn over this mea- 
sure, called by the profane a gill, of the comfortable creature, 
which the carnal denominate brandy, to the health and glorifi- 
cation of his Grace the Archbishop of St Andrews, the worthy 
primate of all Scotland.' 
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All waited for the stranger's answer. His features, austere 
even to ferocity, with a cast of eye which, without being 
actually oblique, approached nearly to a squint^ and which gave 
a yeiy sinister expression to his countenance, joined to a frame, 
square, strong, and muscular, though something imder the 
middle size, seemed to announce a man unlikely to understand 
rude jesting, or to receive insults with impunity. 

' And what is the consequence,' said he, ' if I should not be 
disposed to comply with your uncivil request f ' 

'The consequence thereof, beloved,' said Bothwell, in the 
.same tone of raillery, 'will be, firstly, that I will tweak thy 
proboscis or nose. Secondly, beloved, that I will administer 
my fist to thy distorted visual optics ; and will conclude, be- 
loved, with a practical application of the flat of my sword to 
the shoulders of the recusant.' 

' Is it even so f ' said the stranger ; * then give me the cup ' ; 
and, taking it in his hand, he said, with a peculiar expression 
of voice and manner, ' The Archbishop of St. Andrews, and the 
place he now worthily holds; may each prelate in Scotland 
soon be as the Right Reverend James Sharp ! ' 

' He has taken the test,' said Halliday exultingly. 

* But with a qualification,' said Bothwell ; ' I don't under- 
stand what the devil the crop-eared Whig means.' 

' Come, gentlemen,' said A(orton, who became impatient of 
their insolence, 'we are here met as good subjects, and on a 
merry occasion ; and we have a right to expect we shall not be 
troubled with this sort of discussion.' 

Bothwell was about to make a surly answer, but Halliday 
reminded him in a whisper that there were strict injunctions 
that the soldiers should give no offence to the men who were 
sent out to the musters agreeably to the council's orders. So, 
after honouring Morton with a broad and fierce stare, he said, 
* Well, Mr. Popinjay, I shall not disturb your reign ; I reckon 
it will be out by twelve at night. Is it not an odd thing, 
Halliday,' he continued, addressing his companion, ' that they 
should make such a fuss about cracking ofi* their birding-pieces 
at a mark which any woman or boy could hit at a day's practice ? 
If Captain Popinjay now, or any of his troop, would try a 
bout, either with the broadsword, backsword, single rapier, or 
rapier and dagger, for a gold noble, the first^rawn blood, there 
would be some soul in it ; or, zounds, would the bumpkins but 
wrestle, or pitch the bar, or putt the stone, or throw the axle- 
tree, if (touching the end of Morton's sword scornfully with his 
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toe) they carry things about them that they are afraid to 
draw.' 

Morton's patience and prudence now gave way entirely, and 
he was about to make a very angry answer to BothweU's in- 
solent observations when the stranger stepped forward. 

* This is my quarrel,' he said, ' and in the name of the good 
cause I will see it out myself. Hark thee, friend (to Both- 
well), wilt thou wrestle a fall with me f ' 

* With my whole spirit, beloved,' answered Bothwell ; * yea, 
I will strive with thee, to the downfall of one or both.' 

* Then, as my trust is in Him that can help,' retorted his 
antagonist, ' I will forthwith make thee an example to all such 
railing Rabshakehs.' 

With that he dropped Ins coarse grey horseman's coat from 
his shoulders, and extending his strong brawny arms with a 
look of determined resolution, he offered himself to the contest. 
The soldier was nothing abashed by the muscular frame, broad 
chest, square shoulders, and hardy look of his antagonist, but 
whistling with great composure, unbuckled his belt, and laid 
aside his military coat. The company stood roimd them, 
anxious for the event. 

In the first struggle the trooper seemed to have some 
advantage, and also in the S6Con<^ though neither could be 
considerod as dedsive. But it was plain he had put his whole 
strength too suddenly forth against an antagonist possessed of 
great endurance, skill, vigour, and length of wind. In the 
third close the countiyman lifted his opponent fairly from the 
floor and hurled him to the ground with such violence that he 
lay for an instant stunned and motionless. His comrade 
Halliday immediately drew his sword: *You have killed my 
sergeant,' he exclaimed to the victorious wrestler; 'and by aU 
that is sacred you shall answer it ! ' 

* Stand back ! ' cried Morton and his companions. ' It was all 
fair play ; your comrade sought a fall, and he has got it.' 

'That is true enough,' said Bothwell, as he slowly rose; 
' put up your bilbo, Tom. I did not think there was a crop-ear 
of them aU could have laid the best cap and feather in the 
King's Life Guards on the floor of a rascally change- house. 
Hark ye, friend, give me your hand.' The stranger held out 
his hand. ' I promise you,' said Bothwell, squeezing his hand 
very hard, ' that the time will come when we shall meet again 
and try this game over in a more earnest manner.' 

'And 111 promise you,' said the stranger, returning the 
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grasp with equal firmness, ' that when we next meet I will lay 
your head as low as it lay even now, when you shall lack the 
power to lift it up again. 

* Well, beloved,' answered Bothwell, * if thou be'st a Whig, 
thou art a stout and a brave one, and so good even to thee. 
Hadst best take thy nag before the Comet makes the roimd ; 
for I promise thee he has stay'd less suspicious-looking persons/ 

The stranger seemed to think that the hint was not to be 
neglected; he flung down his reckoning, and going into the 
stable, saddled and brought out a powerful black horse, now 
recruited by rest and forage, and turning to Morton, observed, 
'I ride towards Milnwood, which I hear is your home; will 
you give me the advantage and protection of your company ) ' 

' Certainly,' said Morton, although there was something of 
gloomy and relentless severity in the man's manner from which 
his mind recoiled. His companions, after a courteous good- 
night, broke up and went off in different directions, some 
keeping them company for about a mile, until they dropped 
off one by one, and the travellers were left alone. 

The company had not long left the Howff, as Blane's public- 
house was called, when the trumpets and kettle-drums sounded. 
The troopers got under arms in the market-place at this un- 
expected summons, while, with faces of anxiety and earnest- 
ness. Comet Grahame, a kinsman of Claverhouse, and the 
provost of the borough, followed by half a dozen soldiers and 
town -officers with halberts, entered the apartment of Niel 
Blane. 

' Guard the doors ! ' were the first words which the Comet 
spoke ; ' let no man leave the house. So, Bothwell, how comes 
this ) Did you not hear them sound boot and saddle ? ' 

' He was just going to quarters, sir,' said his comrade ; ' he 
has had a bad fall.' 

' In a fray, I suppose ) ' said Grahame. * If you neglect duty 
in this way, your royal blood will hardly protect you.' 

* How have I neglected duty 1 ' said Bothwell, sulkily. 
'You should have been at quarters. Sergeant Bothwell,' 

replied the officer ; ' you have lost a golden opportimity. Here 
are news come that the Archbishop of St. Andrews has been 
strangely and foully assassinated by a body of the rebel Whigs, 
who pursued and stopped his carriage on Magus Muir, near the 
town of St. Andrews, dragged him out, and despatched him 
with their swords and daggers.' * 

* See Assassination of Archbishop Sharp. Note 6. 
VI 3 
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All stood aghast at the intelligenoe. 

' Here are their descriptions,' continued the Comet, pulling 
out a proclamation ; ' the reward of a thousand merks is on each 
of their heads.' 

< The test, the test, and the qualification 1 ' said Bothwell to 
Hallidaj ; * I know the meaning now. Zoimds, that we should 
not have stopt him I Ck), saddle our horses, Halliday. Was 
there one of the men, Comet, very stout and square-made, 
double-chested, thin in the flanks, hawk-nosed ) ' 

'Stay, stay,' said Comet Grahame, 'let me look at the 
paper. Hackston of Rathillet, tall, thin, black-haired.' 

' That is not my man,' said Bothwell. 

'John Balfour, called Burley, aquiline nose, red-haired, five 
feet eight inches in height ' 

'It \b he — it is the very man!' said Bothwell; 'skellies 
fearfully with one eye 1 ' 

'Right,' continued Grahame; 'rode a strong black horse, 
taken from the primate at the time of the murder.' 

' The very man,' exclaimed Bothwell, ' and the very horse I 
He was in this room not a quarter of an hour since.' 

A few hasty inquiries tended still more to confirm the 
opinion that the reserved and stem stranger was Balfour of 
Burley, the actual commander of the band of assassins who, 
in the fury of misguided zeal, had murdered the primate whom 
they accidentally met as they were searching for another 
person against whom they bore enmity.'^ In their excited 
imagination the casual rencoimter had the appearance of a 
providential interference, and they put to death the archbishop, 
with circumstances of great and cold-blooded cruelty, under 
the belief that the Lord, as they expressed it, had delivered 
him into their hands.! 

'Horse, horse, and pursue, my lads!' exclaimed Comet 
Grahame ; ' the miudering dog's head is worth its weight in 
gold.' 

* Bee SherilM)epate Oarmlchael. Note 7. 
t See Maiderera of Archbishop Sharp. Note 8. 



CHAPTER V 

Arouse thee, youth ! It is no human call : 
God's church is leaguer'd, haste to man the wall ; 
Haste where the red-cross banners wave on high, 
Signal of honoured death or victory ! 

James Ditff. 

Morton and his oompanion had attained some distanoe from 
the town before either of them addressed the other. There 
was something, as we have observed, repulsive in the manner 
of the stranger which prevented Morton from opening the eon- 
yersation, and he himself seemed to have no desire to talk, 
until, on a sudden, he abruptly demanded, 'What has your 
father's son to do with such profane mummeries as I find you 
this day engaged in ? ' 

'I do my duty as a subject^ and pursue my harmless 
recreations accordmg to my own pleasure,' replied Morton, 
somewhat offended. 

' Is it your duty, think you, or that of any Christian young 
man, to bear arms in their cause who have poured out the 
blood of God's saints in the wilderness as if it had been water ) 
Or is it a lawful recreation to waste time in shooting at a bunch 
of feathers, and close your evening with wine-bibbing in public- 
houses and market-towns, when He that \a mighty is come into 
the land with His fan in His hand, to purge the wheat from the 
chaff? ' 

'I suppose from your style of conversation,' said Morton, 
' that you are one of those who have thought proper to stand 
out against the government. I must remind you that you are 
unnecessarily using dangerous language in the presence of a 
mere stranger, and that the times do not render it safe for me 
to listen to it.' 

' Thou canst not help it, Henry Morton,' said his companion ; 
' thy Master has His uses for thee, and when He calls, thou must 
obey. Well wot I thou hast not heard the call of a true 
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preacher, or thou hadst ere now been what thou wilt assuredly 
one day become.' 

* We are of the Presbyterian persuasion, like yourself,' said 
Morton ; for his uncle's family attended the ministry of one of 
those numerous Presbyterian clergymen, who, complying with 
certain regulations, were licensed to preach without interruption 
from the government. This ' indulgence,' as it was called, made 
a great schism among the Presbyterians, and those who accepted 
of it were severely censured by the more rigid sectaries, who 
refused the proffei^ed terms. 

The stranger, therefore, answered with great disdain to 
Morton's profession of faith. 'That is but an equivocation 
— a poor equivocation. Ye listen on the Sabbath to a cold, 
worldly, time-serving discourse from one who forgets his 
high commission so much as to hold his apostleship by the 
favour of the courtiers and the false prelates, and ye call 
that hearing the Word! Of all the baits with which the 
devil has fished for souls in these days of blood and dark- 
ness, that Black Indulgence has been the most destructive. 
An awful dispensation it has been, a smiting of the shepherd 
and a scattering of the sheep upon the mountains, an up- 
lifting of one Christian banner against another, and a fight- 
ing of the wars of darkness with the swords of the children 
of light!' 

'My uncle,' said Morton, 'is of opinion that we enjoy a 
reasonable freedom of conscience under the indulged clergymen, 
and I must necessarily be guided by his sentiments respecting 
the choice of a place of worship for his family.' 

' Your uncle,' said the horseman, ' is one of those to whom 
the least lamb in his own folds at Milnwood is dearer than the 
whole Christian flock. He is one that could willingly bend 
down to the golden calf of Bethel, and would have fished for 
the dust thereof when it was ground to powder and cast upon 
the waters. Thy father was a man of another stamp.' 

' My father,' replied Morton, ' was indeed a brave and gallant 
man. And you may have heard, sir, that he fought for that 
royal family in whose name I was this day carrying arms.' 

*Ay, and had he lived to see these days, he would have 
cursed the hour he ever drew sword in their cause ; but more 
of this hereafter. I promise thee full surely that thy hour 
will come, and then the words thou hast now heard will stick 
in thy bosom like barbed arrows. My road lies there.' 

He pointed towards a pass leading up into a wild extent of 
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dreary and desolate hills; but as he was about to turn his 
horse's head into the rugged path which led from the highroad 
in that direction, an old woman wrapped in a red cloak, who waa 
sitting by the cross-way, arose, and approaching him said, in a 
mysterious tone of voice, * If ye be of our ain folk, gangna up 
the pass the night for your lives. There is a lion in the path 
that is there. The curate of Brotherstane and ten soldiers hae 
beset the pass to hae the lives of ony of our puir wanderers 
that venture that gate to join wi' Hamilton and Dingwall.' 

' Have the persecuted folk drawn to any head among them- 
selves ? ' demanded the stranger. 

' About sixty or seventy horse and foot,' said the old dame ; 
'but, ewhow! they are puirly armed, and warse fended wi' 
victual.* 

* Grod will help His own,' said the horseman. * Which way 
shall I take to join them f ' 

* It's a mere impossibility this night,' said the woman, ' the 
troopers keep sae strict a guard ; and ihej say there's strange 
news come frae the east that makes them rage in their cruelty 
mair fierce than ever. Ye maun take shelter somegate for the 
night before ye get to the muirs, and keep yoursell in hiding 
till the grey o' the morning, and then you may find your way 
through the Drake Moss. When I heard the awfu' threaten- 
ings o' the oppressors, I e'en took my cloak about me and sate 
down by the wayside to warn ony erf our puir scattered rem- 
nant that chanced to come this gate, before they fell into the 
nets of the spoilers.' 

' Have you a house near this ) ' said the stranger ; * and can 
you give me hiding there ? ' 

' I have,' said the old woman, ' a hut by the wayside, it may 
be a mile from hence ; but four men of Belial, called dragoons, 
are lodged therein, to spoil my household goods at their 
pleasure, because I will not wait upon the thowless, thriftless, 
fissenless ministry of that carnal man, John Halftext, the 
curate.' 

' Good-nighty good woman, and thanks for thy counsel,' said 
the stranger as he rode away. 

* The blessings of the promise upon you,' retiuned the old 
dame ; * may He keep you that can keep you.' 

* Amen ! ' said the traveller ; * for where to hide my head 
this night mortal skill cannot direct me.' 

* I am very sorry for yoxir distress,' said Morton ; * and had 
I a house or place of shelter that could be called my own, I 
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almost think I would risk the utmost rigour of the law rather 
than leave you in such a strait. But my uncle is so alarmed 
at the pains and penalties denounced by the laws against such 
as eon^ort> receive, or consort with intercommimed persons, 
that he has strictly forbidden all of us to hold any intercourse 
with them.' 

' It is no less than I expected,' said the stranger ; ' neverthe- 
less, I might be received without his knowledge. A bam, a 
hay-loft^ a cart-shed, any place where I coidd stretch me 
down, would be to my habits like a tabernacle of silver set 
about with planks of cedar.' 

' I assure you,' said Morton, much embarrassed, ' that I have 
not the means of receiving you at Milnwood without my uncle's 
consent and knowledge ; nor, if I could do so^ would I think 
myself justifiable in engaging hun unconsciously in a danger 
which, most of all others, he fears and deprecates.' 

* Well,' said the traveller, * I have but one word to say. Did 
you ever hear your father mention John Balf oxir of Burley ) ' 

'His ancient friend and comrade who saved his life, with 
almost the loss of his own, in the battle of Long Marston Moor ? 
Often, very often.' 

* I am that Balfour,' said his companion. * Yonder stands 
thy imcle's house; I see the light among the trees. The 
avenger of blood is behind me, and my death certain unless I 
have refuge there. Now, make thy choice, young man; to 
shrink from the side of thy father's friend like a thief in the 
nighty and to leave him exposed to the bloody death from which 
he rescued thy father, or to expose thine uncle's worldly goods 
to such peril as in this perverse generation attends those who 
give a morsel of bread or a draught of cold water to a Christian 
man when perishing for lack of refreshment ! ' 

A thousand recollections thronged on the mind of Morton at 
once. His father, whose memory he idolised, had often enlarged 
upon his obligations to this man, and r^retted that, after having 
been long comrades, they had parted in some unkindness at the 
time when the kingdom of Scotland was divided into Resolu- 
tioners and Protesters; the former of whom adhered to 
Charles II., after his father's death upon the scaffold, while the 
Protesters inclined rather to a union with the triumphant 
republicans. The stem fanaticism of Burley had attached him 
to this latter party, and the comrades had parted in displeasure, 
never, as it happened, to meet again. These circumstances the 
deceased Colonel Morton had often mentioned to his son, and 
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always with an exprefidon of deep regret that he had uever, in 
any manner, been enabled to repay the assistance which on 
more than one occasion he had received from Barley. 

To hasten Morton's decision, the night-wind, as it swept 
along brought from a distance the sullen sound of a kettle- 
drum, which, seeming to approach nearer, intimated that a body 
of horse were upon tibeir march towards them. 

'It must be Claverhouse with the rest of his regiment. 
What can have occasioned this night-march) If you go on 
you fall into their hands ; if you turn back towards the borough- 
town you are in no less danger from Comet Grahame's party. 
The path to the hill is beset. I must shelter you at Milnwood, 
or expose you to instant death ; but the punifilmient of the law 
shall fall upon myself, as in justice it should, not upon my unde. 
Follow me.' 

Burley, who had awaited his resolution with great composure, 
now followed him in silence. 

The house of Milnwood, built by the father of the present 
proprietor, was a decent mansion, suitable to the size of the 
estate, but since the accession of this owner, it had been 
suffered to go considerably into disrepair. At some little dis- 
tance from ^e house stood the court of offices. Here Morton 
paused. 

*I must leave you here for a little while,' he whispered, 
' imtil I can provide a bed for you in the house.' 

*I care little for such delicacy,* said Burley; 'for thirty 
years this head has rested oftener on the turf, or on the next 
grey stone, than upon either wool or down. A draught of ale, 
a morsel of bread, to say my prayers, and to stretch me upon 
» dry hay, were to me as good as a painted chamber and a 
prince's table.' 

It occurred to Morton at the same moment that to attempt 
to introduce the fugitive within the house would materially 
increase the danger of detection. Accordingly, having struck 
a light with implements left in the stable for tiiat piupose, and 
having fastened up their horses, he assigned Burley for his 
place of repose a wooden bed, placed in a loft half-full of hay, 
which an out-of-door domestic had occupied until dismissed by 
his uncle in one of those fits of parsimony which became more 
rigid from day to day. In this untenanted loft Morton left his 
companion, with a caution so to shade his light that no reflec- 
tion might be seen from the window, and a promise that he 
would presently return with such refreshments as he might be 
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able to procure at that late hour. This last, indeed, was a 
subject on which he felt by no means confident, for the power 
of obtaining even the most ordinary provisions depended entirely 
upon the humour in which he might happen to find his uncle's 
sole confidante, the old housekeeper. If she chanced to be a-bed, 
which was very likely, or out of humour, which was not less so, 
Morton well knew the case to be at least problematical. 

Cursing in his heart the sordid parsimony which pervaded 
every part of his uncle's establishment, he gave the usual gentle 
knock at the bolted door, by which he was accustomed to seek 
admittance when accident had detained him abroad beyond 
the early and established hours of rest at the house of Miln- 
wood. It was a sort of hesitating tap, which carried an ac- 
knowledgment of transgression in its very sound, and seemed 
rather to solicit than command attention. After it had been 
repeated again and again, the housekeeper, grumbling betwixt 
her teeth as she rose from the chimney-comer in the hall, and 
wrapping her checked handkerchief roimd her head to secure 
her from the cold air, paced across the stone passage, and re- 
peated a careful ' Wha's there at this time o' night ? ' more than 
once before she undid the bolts and bars and cautiously opened 
the door. 

' This is a fine time o' night, Mr. Henry,' said the old dame, 
with the tyrannic insolence of a spoilt and favourite domestic ; 
'a braw time o' night and a bonny to disturb a peaceful 
house in, and to keep quiet folk out o' their beds waiting for 
you. Your uncle's been in his maist three hours syne, and 
Robin's ill o' the rheumatize, and he's to his bed too, and sae I 
had to sit up for ye mysell, for as sair a hoast as I hae.' 

Here she coughed once or twice in further evidence of the 
egregious inconvenience which she had sustained. 

* Much obliged to you, Alison, and many kind thanks.' 

' Hegh, sirs, sae fair-fashioned as we are ! Mony folk ca' me 
Mistress Wilson, and Milnwood himsell is the only ane about 
this town thinks o' ca'ing me Alison, and indeed he as aften 
says Mrs. Alison as ony other thing.' 

* Well, then. Mistress Alison,' said Morton, * I really am sorry 
to have kept you up waiting till I came in.' 

* And now that you are come in, Mr. Henry,' said the cross 
old woman, * what for do you no tak up yoiur candle and gang 
to your bed ? and mind ye dinna let the candle sweal as ye 
gang alang the wainscot parlour, and hand a' the house scour- 
ing to get out the grease again.' 
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' But, Alison, I really must have something to eat, and a 
draught of ale, before I go to bed.' 

* Eat ! and ale, Mr. Henry ! My certie, yeVe ill to serve. 
Do ye think we havena heard o* your grand popinjay wark 
yonder, and how ye bleezed away as muckle pouther as wad 
hae shot a' the wild-fowl that well want atween this and Candle- 
mas ; and then ganging majoring to the piper's Howff wi' a' 
the idle loons in the country, and sitting there birling at your 
poor uncle's cost, nae doubt, wi' a' the scafF and raff o' the water- 
side till sun-down, and then coming hame and crying for ale as 
if ye were maister and mair ! ' 

Extremely vexed, yet anxious, on account of his guest, to 
procure refreshments if possible, Morton suppressed his resent- 
ment^ and good-hiunouredly assured Mrs. Wilson that he was 
really both hungry and thirsty ; ' and as for the shooting at the 
popinjay, I have heard you say you have been there yourself, 
Mrs. Wilson. I wish you had come to look at us.' 

* Ah, Maister Henry,' said the old dame, * I wish ye binna 
b^inning to learn the way of blawing in a woman's lug wi' a' 
your whUly-wha's ! Aweel, sae ye dinna practise them but on 
auld wives like me the less matter. But tak heed o' the young 
queans, lad. Popinjay — ^ye think yoursell a braw fellow enow ; 
and troth ! (surveying him with the candle) there's nae fault to 
find wi' the outside, if the inside be conforming. But I mind 
when I was a gilpy of a lassock seeing the Duke — that was him 
that lost his head at London ; folk said it wasna a very gude 
ane, but it was aye a sair loss to him, puir gentleman. Aweel, 
he wan the popinjay, for few cared to win it ower his Grace's 
head. Weel, he had a comely presence, and when a' the gentles 
moimted to show their capers, his Grace was as near to me as I 
am to you, and he said to me, " Tak tent o' yoursell, my bonny 
lassie — these were his very words — for my horse is not very 
chancy." And now, as ye say ye had sae little to eat or drink, 
I'll let you see that I havena been sae xmmindfu' o' you ; for I 
dinna think it's safe for young folk to gang to their bed on an 
empty stamach.' 

To do Mrs. Wilson justice, her nocturnal harangues upon 
such occasions not unh^uently terminated with this sage 
apoth^m, which always prefaced the producing of some 
provision a little better than ordinary, such as she now placed 
before him. In fact, the principal object of her ' maundering ' 
was to display her consequence and love of power ; for Mrs. 
Wilson was not at the bottom an ill-tempered woman, and 
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certainly loved her old and young master (both of whom she 
tormented extremely) better than any one else in the world. 
She now eyed Mr. Henry, as she called him, with great com- 
placency as he partook of her good cheer. 

'Muckle gude may it do ye, my bonny man. I trow ye 
dinna get sic a skirl-in-the-pan as that at Niel Blane's. His 
wife was a canny body, and could dress things very weel for 
ane in her line o' business, but no like a gentleman's house- 
keeper, to be sure. But I doubt the daughter's a silly thing ; 
an imco cockemony she had busked on her head at the kirk 
last Sunday. I am doubting that there will be news o' a' thae 
braws. But my auld e'en's drawing thegither; dinna hurry 
yoursell, my bonny man. Tak mind about the putting out the 
candle, and there's a horn of ale and a glass of elow-gillie- 
flower water. I dinna gie ilka body that ; I keep it for a pain 
I hae whiles in my ain stamach, and it's better for your young 
blood than brandy. Sae gudcrnight to ye, Mr. Henry, and 
see that ye tak gude care o' the candle.' 

Morton promised to attend punctually to her caution, and 
requested her not to be alarmed if she heard the door opened, 
as she knew he must again, as usual, look to his horse and 
arrange him for the night. Mrs. Wilson then retreated, and 
Morton, folding up his provisions, was about to hasten to his 
guest when the nodding head of the old housekeeper was again 
thrust in at the door with an admonition to remember to take 
an account of his ways before he laid himself down to rest^ and 
to pray for protection during the hours of darkness. 

Such were the manners of a certain class of domestics,'^ once 
common in Scotland, and perhaps still to be found in some old 
manor-houses in its remote counties. They were fixtures in 
the family they belonged to ; and, as they never conceived the 
possibility of such a thing as dismissal to be within the chances 
of their lives, they were, of course, sincerely attached to every 
member of it. On the other hand, when spoiled by the indul- 
gence or indolence of their superiors, they were very apt to 
become ill-tempered, self-sufficient, and tyrannical ; so much so 
that a mistress or master would sometimes almost have wished 
to exchange their cross-grained fidelity for the smooth and 
accommodating duplicity of a modem menial. 

* See Old Family Servants. Note 9. 



CHAPTER VI 

Yea, this man's brow, like to a tragio leaf, 
Foretells the nature of a tragic volume. 

Shakspbare. 

Being at length rid of the housekeeper's presence, Morton 
made a collection of what he had reserved from the provisions 
set before him and prepared to carry them to his concealed 
guest. He did not think it necessary to take a lights being 
perfectly acquainted with every turn of the road ; and it was 
lucky he did not do so, for he had hardly stepped beyond the 
threshold ere a heavy trampling of horses cmnoimced that the 
body of cavalry, whose kettle-drums * they had before heard, 
were in the act of passing along the highroad which winds 
round the foot of the bank on which the house of Milnwood 
was placed. He heard the commanding officer distinctly give 
the word * Halt.' A pause of silence followed, interrupted only 
by the occasional neighing or pawing of an impatient charger. 

* Whose house is thisT said a voice in a tone of authority 
and command. 

* Milnwood, if it like your honour,* was the reply. 
' Is the owner well affected ? ' said the inquirer. 

' He complies with the orders of government^ and frequents 
an indulged minister,' was the response. 

' Hum ! ay ! indulged ! A mere mask for treason, very im- 
politically allowed to those who are too great cowards to wear 
their principles barefaced. Had we not better send up a party 
and search the house in case some of the bloody villains 
concerned in this heathenish butchery may be concealed in 

itr 

Ere Morton could recover from the alarm into which this 
proposal had thrown him a third speaker rejoined, ' I cannot 
think it at all necessary ; Milnwood is an infirm, hypochondriac 

* See Mmtory MubIc at Night Note 10. 
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old man, who never meddles with politics, and loves his money- 
bags and bonds better than anything else in the world. His 
nephew, I hear, was at the wappenschaw to-day, and gained the 
popinjay, which does not look like a fanatic. I should think 
they are all gone to bed long since, and an alarm at this time 
of night might kill the poor old man.' - 

' Well,' rejoined the leader, ' if that be so, to search the house 
would be lost time, of which we have but little to throw away. 
Gentlemen of the Life Guards, forward. March ! ' 

A few notes on the trumpet^ mingled with the occasional 
boom of the kettle-drum to mark the cadence, joined with the 
tramp of hoofs and the clash of arms, announced that the troop 
had resumed its march. The moon broke out as the leading 
files of the column attained a hill up which the road winded 
and showed indistinctly the glittering of the steel caps ; and the 
dark figures of the horses and riders might be imperfectly traced 
through the gloom. They continued to advance up the hill 
and sweep over the top of it in such long succession as inti- 
mated a considerable numerical force. 

When the last of them had disappeared young Morton re- 
sumed his purpose of visiting his guest. Upon entering the 
place of refuge he found him seated on his humble couch with 
a pocket Bible open in his hand, which he seemed to study with 
intense meditation. His broadsword, which he had unsheathed 
in the first alarm at the arrival of the dragoons, lay naked across 
his knees, and the little taper that stood beside him upon the 
old chesty which served the purpose of a table, threw a partial 
and imperfect light upon those stem and harsh features, in 
which ferocity was rendered more solemn and dignified by a 
wild cast of tragic enthusiasm. His brow was that of one in 
whom some strong overmastering principle has overwhelmed all 
other passions and feelings, like the swell of a high spring-tide, 
when the usual cliffs and breakers vanish from the eye, and 
their existence is only indicated by the chafing foam of the 
waves that burst and wheel over them. He raised his head 
after Morton had contemplated him for about a minute. 

* I perceive,' said Morton, looking at his sword, * that you 
heard the horsemen ride by ; their passage delayed me for some 
minutes.' 

*I scarcely heeded them,' said Balfour; *my hour is not 
yet come. That I shall one day fall into their hands and 
be honourably associated with the saints whom they have 
slaughtered, I am full well aware. And I would, young man, 
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that the hour were oome ; it should be as welcome to me as 
ever wedding to bridegroom. But if my Master has more work 
for me on earth I must not do His labour grudgingly.' 

*Eat and refresh yourself/ said Morton; 'to-morrow your 
safety requires you should leave this place in order to gain the 
hills so soon as you can see to distinguish the track through 
the morasses/ 

* Young man/ returned Balfour, * you are already weary of 
me, and would be yet more so, perchance, did you know the 
task upon which I have been lately put. And I wonder not 
that it should be so, for there are times when I am weary of 
myself. Think you not it is a sore trial for flesh and blood to 
be called upon to execute the righteous judgments of Heaven 
while we are yet in the body, and continue to retain that blinded, 
sense and sympathy for" carnal suffering which makes our own 
flesh thrill when we strike a gash upon the body of another ) 
And think you that when some prime tyrant has been removed 
from his place, that the instruments of his pimishment can at 
all times look back on their share in his downfall with firm and 
unshaken nerves ? Must they not sometimes even question the 
truth of that inspiration which they have felt and acted under 1 
Must they not sometimes doubt the origin of that strong impulse 
with which their prayers for heavenly direction under difficulties 
have been inwaixlly answered and confirmed, and confuse, in 
their disturbed apprehensions, the responses of Truth itself with 
some strong delusion of the enemy ) ' 

' These are subjects, Mr. Balfour, on which I am ill-qualified 
to converse with you,' answered Morton ; * but I own I should 
strongly doubt the origin of any inspiration which seemed to 
dictate a line of conduct contrary to those feelings of natural 
humanity which Heaven has assigned to us as the general law 
of our conduct.' 

Balfour seemed somewhat disturbed, and drew himself hastily 
up, but immediately composed himself and answered coolly, 
' It is natural you should Uiink so ; you are yet in the dimgeon- 
house of the law, a pit darker than that into which Jeremiah 
was plunged, even the dungeon of Malcaiah the son of Hamel- 
melech, where there was no water but mire. Yet is the seal of 
the covenant upon your forehead, and the son of the righteous 
who resisted to blood, where the banner was spread on the 
mountains, shall not be utterly lost as one of the children of 
darkness. Trow ye that in this day of bitterness and calamity 
nothing is required at our bands but to keep the moral law as 
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far as our oamal frailty will permit) Think ye our conquests 
must be only over our corrupt and evil affections and passions 1 
No ; we are called upon, when we have girded up our loins, to 
run the race boldly, and when we have drawn the sword we 
are enjoined to smite the ungodly though he be our neighbour, 
and the man of power and cruelty though he were of our own 
kindred and the friend of our own bosom/ 

' These are the sentiments,' said Morton, * that your enemies 
impute to you, and which palliate, if they do not vindicate, 
the cruel measures which the council have directed against 
you. They affirm that you pretend to derive your rule of 
action from what you call an inward lights rejecting the 
restraints of legal magistracy, of national law, and even of 
common humanity, when in opposition to what you call the 
spirit within you.' 

* They do us wrong,* answered the Covenanter ; * it is they, 
perjured as they are, who have rejected all law, both divine and 
civil, and who now persecute us for adherence to the Solemn 
League and Covenant between Grod and the kingdom of Scot- 
land, to which all of them, save a few Popish malignants, have 
sworn in former days, yet which they now bum in the market- 
placeS) and tread imder foot in derision. When this Charles 
Stewart returned to these kingdoms, did the malignants bring 
him back) They had tried it witJi strong hand, but they 
failed, I trow. Could James Grahame of Montrose and his 
Highland caterans have put him again in the place of his 
father? I think their heads on the Westport told another 
tale for many a long day. It was the workers of the glorious 
work, the reformers of the beauty of the tabernacle, that 
called him again to the high place from which his father fell. 
And what has been our reward ) In the words of the prophet, 
'* We looked for peace, but no good came ; and for a time of 
health, and behold trouble. The snorting of his horses was 
heard from Dan ; the whole land trembled at the soimd of the 
neighing of his strong ones ; for they are come, and have 
devoured the land and all that is in it.'' ' 

'Mr. Balfour,' answered Morton, 'I neither imdertake to 
subscribe to or refute your complaints against the government. 
I have endeavoured to repay a debt due to the comrade of my 
father by giving you shelter in your distress, but you will 
excuse me from engaging myself either in vour cause or in 
controversy. I will leave you to repose, and heartily wish it 
were in my power to render your condition more comfortable.' 
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' But I shall see you, I trust, in the morning ere I depart ? 
I am not a man whose bowels yearn after kindred and friends 
of this world. When I put my hand to the plough I entered 
into a covenant with my worldly affections, that I should not 
look back on the things I left behind me. Yet the son of mine 
ancient comrade is to me as mine own, and I cannot behold 
him without the deep and firm belief that I shall one day see 
him gird on his swonl in the dear and precious cause for which 
his father fought and bled.' 

With a promise on Morton's part that he would call the 
refugee when it was time for him to pursue his journey, they 
parted for the night. 

Morton retir^ to a few hours' rest; but his imagination, 
disturbed by the events of the day, did not permit him to 
enjoy sound repose. There was a blended vision of horror 
before hun, m which his new friend seemed to be a principal 
actor. The fair form of Edith Bellenden also mingl^ in his 
dream, weeping, and with dishevelled hair, and appearing to 
call on him for comfort and assistance which he had not in his 
power to render. He awoke from these imrefreshing slumbers 
with a feverish impulse and a heart which foreboded disaster. 
There was already a tinge of dazzling lustre on the verge of 
the distant hills, and the dawn was abroad in all the freshness 
of a siunmer morning. 

*I have slept too long,' he exclaimed to himself, 'and 
must now hasten to forward the journey of this unfortunate 
fugitive.' 

He dressed himself as fast as possible, opened the door of 
the house with as little noise as he could, and hastened to the 
place of refuge occupied by the Covenanter. Morton entered 
on tiptoe, for the determined tone and manner, as well as the 
unusual language and sentiments of this singular individual, 
had struck him with a sensation approaching to awe. Balfour 
was still asleep. A ray of light streamed on his imcurtained 
couch, and showed to Morton the working of his harsh features, 
which seemed agitated by some strong internal cause of dis- 
turbance. He had not undressed. Both his arms were above 
the bed-cover, the right hand strongly clenched, and occasion- 
ally making that abortive attempt to strike which usually 
attends dreams of violence ; the left was extended, and agitated 
from time to time by a movement as if repulsing some one. 
The perspiration stood on his brow 'like bubbles in a late 
disturbed stream,' and these marks of emotion were accom- 
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panied with broken words which escaped from him at intervals 
— * Thou art taken, Judas — thou art taken. Cling not to my 
knees — cling not to my knees; hew him down! A priest! 
Ay, a priest of Baal, to be bound and slain, even at the brook 
Kishon Fit«anna wUl not prevaU a^t him. Strike- 
thrust with the cold iron — ^put him out of pain — put him out 
of pain, were it but for the sake of his grey hairs.' 

Much alarmed at the import of these expressions, which 
seemed to burst from him even in sleep with the stem energy 
accompanying the perpetration of some act of violence, Morton 
shook his guest by the shoulder in order to awake him. The 
first words he uttered were, 'Bear me where ye will, I will 
avouch the deed ! ' 

His glance around having then fully awakened him, he at 
once assumed all the stem and gloomy composure of his 
ordinary manner, and throwing himself on his knees before 
speaking to Morton poured forth an ejaculatory prayer for the 
sufiering Church of Scotland, entreating that the blood of her 
murdered saints and martyrs might be precious in the sight of 
Heaven, and that the shield of the Almighty might be spread 
over the scattered remnant^ who, for His name's sake, were 
abiders in the wilderness. Vengeance, speedy and ample 
vengeance on the oppressors, was the concluding petition of his 
devotions, which he expressed aloud in strong and emphatic 
language, rendered more impressive by the Orientalism of 
Scripture. 

When he had finished his prayer he arose, and taking 
Morton by the arm, they descended together to the stable, 
where the Wanderer (to give Burley a title which was often 
conferred on his sect) began to make his horse ready to pursue 
his journey. When the animal was saddled and bridled, 
Burley requested Morton to walk with him a gun-shot into the 
wood and direct him to the right road for gaining the moors. 
Morton readily complied, and they walked for some time in 
silence under the shade of some fine old trees, pursuing a sort 
of natural path, which, after passing through woodland for 
about half a mile, led into the bare and wild country which 
extends to the foot of the hills. 

There was little conversation between them, until at length 
Burley suddenly asked Morton, 'Whether the words he had 
spoken over-night had borne fruit in his mind ? ' 

Morton answered, 'That he remained of the same opinion 
which he had formerly held, and was determined, at least as 
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far and as long as possible, to unite the duties of a good 
Christian with those of a peaceful subject.' 

' In other words,* replied Burley, * you are desirous to serve 
both God and Mammon — to be erne day professing the truth 
with your lips, and the next day in arms, at the command of 
carnal and tyrannic authority, to shed the blood of those who 
for the truth have forsaken all things I Think ye,' he con- 
tinued, ' to touch pitch and remain undefiled I to mix in the 
ranks of malignants, papists, papa-prelatists, latitudinarians, 
and scoffers; to partake of their sports, which are like the 
meat offered unto idols ; to hold intercourse, perchance, with 
their daughters, as the sons of God with the daughters of men in 
the world before the flood. Think you, I say, to do all these 
things and yet remain free from pollution f I say unto you 
that all communication with the enemies of the church is the 
acciuised thing which God hateth! Touch not, taste not, 
handle not ! And grieve not, young man, as if you alone were 
caUed upon to subdue your carnal affections, and renounce the 
pleasures which are a snare to your feet. I say to you, that 
the Son of David hath denounced no better lot on the whole 
generation of mankind.' 

He then mounted his horse, and, turning to Morton, re- 
peated the text of Scripture, ' An heavy yoke was ordained for 
the sons of Adam from the day they go out of their mother's 
womb till the day that they return to the mother of all 
things, from him who is clothed in blue silk and weareth a 
crown even to him who weareth simple linen, — wrath, envy, 
trouble, and unquietness, rigour, strife, and fear of death in 
the time of rest.' 

Having uttered these words he set his horse in motion, and 
soon disappeared among the boughs of the forest. 

' Farewell, stem enthusiast,' said Morton, looking after him ; 
'in some moods of my mind how dangerous would be the 
society of such a companion 1 If I am tmmoved by his zeal 
for abstract doctrines of faith, or rather for a peculiar mode of 
worship (such was the purport of his reflections), can I be a 
man and a Scotchman, and look with indifference on that 
persecution which has made wise men mad I Was not the 
cause of freedom, civil and religious, that for which my father 
fought ; and shall I do well to remain inactive or to take the 
part of an oppressive government if there should appear any 
rational prospect of redressing the insufferable wrongs to which 
my miserable countrymen are subjected ? And yet, who shall 

VI 4 
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warrant me that these people, rendered wild by persecution, 
would not) in the hour of victory, be as cruel and as intolerant 
as those by whom they are now hunted down I What degree 
of moderation or of mercy can be expected from this Burley, 
so distinguished as one of their principal champions, and who 
seems even now to be reeking from some recent deed of violence, 
and to feel stings of remorse which even his enthusiasm can- 
not altogether stifle f I am weary of seeing nothing but 
violence and fury around me — ^now assuming the mask of law- 
ful authority, now taking that of religious zeal. I am sick of 
my country, of myself, of my dependent situation, of my 
repressed feelings, of these woods, of that river, of that 
house, of all but Edith, and she can never be mine! Why 
should I haunt her walks f Why encourage my own delusion, 
and perhaps hers ? She can never be mine. Her grandmother's 
pride, the opposite principles of our families, my wretched 
state of dependence — a poor miserable slave, for I have not 
even the wages of a servant ; all circumstances give the lie to 
the vain hope that we can ever be united. Why then protract 
a delusion so painful ? 

' But I am no slave,' he said aloud, and drawing himself up 
to his full stature, — 'no slave in one respect surely. I can 
change my abode, my father's sword is mine, and Europe lies 
open before me as before him and hundreds besides of my 
countrymen who have filled it with the fame of their exploits. 
Perhaps some lucky chance may raise me to a rank with our 
Buthvens, our Lesleys, our Monros, the chosen leaders of the 
famous Protestant champion, Gustavus Adolphus, or, if not, a 
soldier's life or a soldier's grave.' 

When he had formed this determination he found himself 
near the door of his uncle's house, and resolved to lose no time 
in making him acquainted with it. 

'Another glance of Edith's eye, another walk by Edith's 
side, and my resolution would melt away. I will take an 
irrevocable step, therefore, and then see her for the last time.' 

In this mood he entered the wainscotted parlour, in which 
his uncle was already placed at his morning's refreshment, a huge 
plate of oatmeal porridge, with a corresponding allowance of 
buttermilk. The favourite housekeeper was in attendance, 
half standing, half resting on the back of a chair, in a posture 
betwixt freedom and respect. The old gentleman had been 
remarkably tall in his earlier days, an advantage which he now 
lost by stooping to such a degree that at a meeting, where 
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there was some dispute oonceming the sort of arch which should 
be thrown over a considerable brook, a facetious neighbour 
proposed to offer Milnwood a handsome sum for his curved back- 
bone, alleging that he would sell anything that belonged to him. 
Splay feet of unusual size, long thin hands garnished with nails 
which seldom felt the steel, a wrinkled and puckered visage, 
the length of which corresponded with that of his person, to- 
gether with a pair of little sharp bargain-making grey eyes 
that seemed eternally looking out for their advantage, com- 
pleted the highly unpromising exterior of Mr. Morton of Miln- 
wood. As it would have been very injudicious to have lodged 
a liberal or benevolent disposition in such an unworthy cabinet^ 
nature had suited his person with a mind exactly in conformity 
with it — ^that is to say, mean, selfish, and covetous. 

When this amiable personage was aware of the presence of 
his nephew he hastened, before addressing him, to swallow 
the spoonful of porridge which he was in the act of conveying 
to h^ mouth, and as it chanced to be scalding hot, the pain 
occasioned by its descent down his throat and into his stomach 
inflamed the ill-humour with which he was already prepared to 
meet his kinsman. 

'The deil take them that made them!' was his first 
ejaculation, apostiophismg his mess of ponidga 

'They're gude parritch eneugh,' said Mrs. Wilson, 'if ye 
wad but take time to sup them. I made them mysell ; but 
if folk winna hae patience they should get their thrapples 
causewayed.' 

' Hand your peace, Alison ! I was speaking to my nevoy. 
How is this, sir f And what sort o' scampering gates are these 
o' going onf Ye were not at hame last night till near mid- 
night' 

'Thereabouts, sir, I believe,' answered Morton in an in- 
different tona 

'Thereabouts, sir! What sort of an answer is that, sir) 
Why came ye na hame when other folk left the grund t ' 

' I suppose you know the reason very well, sir,' said Morton : 
' I had the fortune to be the best marksman of the day, and 
remained, as is usual, to give some little entertainment to the 
other young men.' 

' The deevil ye did, sir ! And ye come to tell me that to my 
face f You pretend to gie entertainments that canna come by 
a dinner except by soming on a carefu' man like me f But if 
ye put me to chaises I'se work it out o' ye. I seena why ye 
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shouldna baud the plough now that the pleughman has left 
us; it wad set ye better than wearing thae green duds and 
wasting jour siller on powther and lead ; it wad put ye in an 
honest caJling, and wad keep ye in bread without being be- 
hadden to ony ane.' 

' I am very ambitious of learning such a calling, sir, but I 
don't understand driving the plough.' 

'And what for nof It's easier than your gunning and 
archery that ye like sae weel. Auld Davie is ca'ing it e'en now, 
and ye may be goadsman for the first twa or three days ; and 
tak tent ye diuna o'erdrive the owsen, and then ye will be fit to 
gang between the stilts. Yell ne'er learn younger, 111 be your 
caution. Haggle Holm is heavy land, and Davie is ower auld to 
keep the coidter down now.' 

' I beg pardon for interrupting you, sir, but I have formed a 
scheme for myself which will have the same efiect of relieving 
you of the burden and charge attending my company.' 

' Ay 1 Indeed 1 a scheme o' yours ! that must be a denty 
ane ! ' said the uncle with a very peculiar sneer. ' Let's hear 
about it, lad.' 

' It is said in two words, sir. I intend to leave this country 
and serve abroad as my father did before these unhappy troubles 
broke out at home. His name wiU not be so entirely forgotten 
in the countries where he served but that it will procure his 
son at least the opportunity of trying his fortune as a soldier.' 

'Gude be gracious to us!' exclaimed the housekeeper; 
'our young Mr. Harry gang abroad? Na, na! eh, na! that 
maun never be.' 

Milnwood, entertaining no thought or purpose of parting 
with his nephew, who was, moreover, very useful to him in 
many respects, was thunderstruck at this abrupt declaration 
of independence from a person whose deference to him had 
hitherto been unlimited. He recovered himself, however, im- 
mediately. 

' And wha do you think is to give you the means, young man, 
for such a wild-goose chase ? Not I, I am sure. I can hardly 
support you at hame. And ye wad be marrying, I'se warrant, 
as your father did afore ye, too, and sending your uncle hame a 
pack o' weans to be fighting and skirling through the house in 
my auld days, and to take wing and flee aff like yoursell when- 
ever they were asked to serve a turn about the town !' 

' I have no thoughts of ever marrying,' answered Henry. 

' Hear till him now 1 ' said the housekeeper. ' It's a shame 
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to hear a douce young lad speak in that way, since a' the warld 
kens that they maun either marry or do waur.' 

' Hand your peace, AliscMi,' said her master ; and you, Harnr 
(he added more mildly), put this nonsense out o' your head. 
This comes o' letting ye gang a^odgering for a day ; mind, ye 
hae nae siller, lad, for (my sic nonsense plans.' 

' I beg your pardon, sir, my wants shall be veiy few ; and 
would you please to giro me the gold chain which the margrave 
gave to my father after the battle of LutE«:i ' 

'Mercy on us! the gowd chain!' exclaimed his unde; 
' The chain of gowd ! ' re-echoed the housekeeper — ^both ag^iast 
with astonishment at the audacity of the proposal 

' I wiU keep a few links, to remind me of him by whom it was 
won, and the place where he W(ui it^' continued Morton ; 'the 
rest shall furnish me the means of following the same career in 
which my fother obtained that mark of distinction.' 

'Mercifu' powers!' exclaimed the govemante, 'my master 
wears it every Sunday.' 

' Sunday and Saturday,' added old Milnwood, ' whenever I 
put on my black velvet coat ; and Wylie Mactrickit is partly 
of opinion it's a kind of heirloom that rather belangs to the 
head of the house than to the immediate descendant. It has 
three thousand links ; I have counted them a thousand times. 
It's worth three hundred pounds sterling.' 

' That is more than I want» sir ; if you choose to give me 
the third part of the money and five links of the chain it will 
amply serve my purpose, and the rest will be some slight atone- 
ment for the expense and trouble I have put you to.' 

' The laddie's in a creel ! ' exclaimed his unde. ' 0, sirs, 
what wiU become o' the rigs o' Milnwood when I am dead 
and gane ! He would fling the crown of Scotland awa if he 
had it' 

' Hout» sir,' said the old housekeeper, ' I maun e'en say it's 
partly your ain faut. Te maunna curb his head ower sair in 
neither ; and, to be sure, since he has gane doun to the Howff, 
ye maun just e'en pay the lawmg.' 

'K it ie not ab^^wa dollJs, Mson,' said the old gentle- 
man very reluctantly. 

'Ill settle it mysell wi' Niel Blane the first time I gang 
down to the dachtm,' said Alison, ' cheaper than your honour 
or Mr. Harry can do ' ; and then whispered to Henry, ' Dinna 
vex him ony mair ; I'll pay the lave out o' the butter siller, and 
nae mair words about it.' Then proceeding aloud, 'And ye 
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maunna speak o' the young gentleman handing the pleugh; 
there's puir distressed Whigs enow about the country will be 
glad to do that for a bite and a soup ; it sets them far better 
than the like o' him.' 

'And then well hae the dragoons on us,' said Milnwood, 
'for comforting and entertaining intercommuned rebels; a 
bonny strait ye wad put us in! But take your breakfast^ 
Harry, and then lay by your new green coat and put on your 
raploch-grey, it's a mair mensfu' and thrifty dress, and a 
mair seemly eaght than thae dangling slops and ribbands.' 

Morton left the room, perceiving plainly that he had at 
present no chance of gaining his purpose, and perhaps not 
altogether displeased at the obstacles which seemed to present 
themselves to his leaving the neighbourhood of Tillietudlem. 
The housekeeper followed him into the next room, patting him 
on the back and bidding him ' be a gude bairn and pit by his 
braw things.' 

'And 111 loop doim your hat and lay by the band and 
ribband,' said the officious dame ; ' and ye maun never at no 
hand speak o' leaving the land or of selling the gowd chain, 
for your uncle has an unco pleasure in looking on you, and in 
counting the links of the chainzie ; and ye ken auld folk canna 
last for ever, sae the chain and the lands and a' will be your 
ain ae day ; and ye may marry ony leddy in the coimtry-side 
ye like, and keep a braw house at Milnwood, for there's enow o' 
means ; and is not that worth waiting for, my dow 9 ' 

There was something in the latter part of the prognostic 
which sounded so agreeably in the ears of Morton that he 
shook the old dame cordially by the hand, and assured her he 
was much obliged by her good advice, and would weigh it 
carefully before he proceeded to act upon his former resolution. 



CHAPTER VII 

From seyenteen years till now, almost foarscore, 
Here lived I, but now live here no more. 
At seventeen years many their fortunes seek, 
But at fourscore it is too late a week. 

As Vou Like It, 

We must conduct our readers to the Tower of Tillietudlem, to 
which Lady Margaret Bellenden had returned, in romantic 
phrase, malcontent and full of heaviness at the unexpected, 
and, as she deemed it, indelible aflfront which had been brought 
upon her dignity by the public miscarriage of Goose Gibbie. 
That unfortunate man-at-arms was forthwith commanded to 
drive his feathered charge to the most remote parts of the 
common moor, and on no account to awaken the grief or resent- 
ment of his lady by appearing in her presence while the sense 
of the affront was yet recent. 

The next proceeding of Lady Margaret was to hold a solemn 
court of justice, to which Harrison and the butler were ad- 
mitted, partly on the footing of witnesses, partly as assessors, 
to inquire into the recusancy of Cuddie Headrigg the plough- 
man, and the abetment which he had received from his mother 
— these being regarded as the original causes of the disaster 
which had befallen the chivalry of Tillietudlem. The charge 
being fully made out and substantiated, Lady Margaret re- 
solved to reprimand the culprits in person, and, if she found 
them impenitent, to extend the censure into a sentence of 
expulsion from the barony. Miss Bellenden alone ventured to 
say anything in behalf of the accused; but her countenance did 
not profit them, as it might have done on any other occasion. 
For so soon as Edith had heard it ascertained that the un- 
fortunate cavalier had not suffered in his person, his disaster 
had affected her with an irresistible disposition to laugh, which, 
in spite of Lady Margaret's indignation, or rather irritated, as 
usual, by restraint, had broke out repeatedly on her return 
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homeward, until her grandmother, in no shape unposed upon 
by the several fictitious causes which the young lady assigned 
for her ill-timed risibility, upbraided her in very bitter terms 
with being insensible to the honour of her family. Miss 
Bellenden's intercession, therefore, had on this occasion little 
or no chance to be listened to. 

As if to evince the rigour of her disposition, Lady Margaret 
on this solemn occasion exchanged the ivory-headed cane with 
which she conunonly walked for an immense gold-headed staff 
which had belonged to her father, the deceased 'Earl of Tor- 
wood, and which, like a sort of mace of office, she only made 
use of on occasions of special solemnity. Supported by this 
awful baton of command, Lady Margaret Bellenden entered 
the cottage of the delinquents. 

There was an air of consciousness about old Mause as she 
rose from her wicker chair in the chimney-nook, not with the 
cordial alertness of visage which used on other occasions to 
express the honour she felt in the visit (A her lady, but with a 
certain solemnity and embarrassment, like an accused party on 
his first appearance in presence of his judge, before whom he 
is nevertheless determined to assert his innocence. Her arms 
were folded, her mouth prinmied into an expression (A respect 
mingled with obstinacy, her whole mind apparently bent up to 
the solemn interview. With her best courtesy to the ground, 
and a mute motion of reverence, Mause pointed to the chair 
which on former occasions Lady Margaret (for the good lady 
was somewhat of a gossip) had deigned to occupy for half an 
hour sometimes at a time, hearing the news of the county and 
of the borough. 

But at present her mistress was far too indignant for such 
condescension. She rejected the mute invitation with a haughty 
wave of her hand, and, drawing herself up as she spoke, she 
uttered the following interrogatory in a tone calculated to .over- 
whelm the culprit. ' Is it true, Mause, as I am informed by 
Harrison, Gudyill, and others of my people, t^t you hae taen 
it upon you, contrary to the faith you owe to God and the king 
and to me, your natural lady and mistress, to keep bade your 
son frae the wappenschaw, held by the order of the sheriff, and 
to return his armour and abulyiements at a moment when 
it was impossible to find a suitable delegate in his stead, where- 
by the baiDny of Tillietudlem, baith in the person of its mistress 
and indwellers, has incurred sic a disgrace and dishonour as 
hasna befa'en the family since the days of Malcolm Canmore ? ' 
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Mause's habitual respect for her mistress was extreme ; she 
hesitated, and one or two short coughs expressed the difficulty 
she had in defending herself. 'I am sure, my leddy — 
hem, hem! I am sure I am sorry, yeiy sorry, that ony 
cause of displeasure should hae occuiTed; but mj son's ill- 
ness ' 

' Dinna tell me of your son's illness, Mause ! Had he been 
sincerely imweel, ye would hae been at the Tower by daylight 
to get something that wad do him gude; there are few ail- 
ments that I havena medical recipes for, and that ye ken fu' 
weel.' 

*0 ay, my leddy! I am sure ye hae wrought wonderful 
cures; the last thing ye sent Cuddie, when he had the batts, 
e'en wrought like a charm.' 

' Why, then, woman, did ye not apply to me, if there was 
ony real need f But there was none, ye f ause-hearted vassal 
that ye are ! ' 

'Your leddyship never ca'd me sic a word as that before. 
Ohon ! that I suld live to be ca'd sae,' she continued, biu*sting 
into tears, * and me a bom servant o' the house o' Tillietudlem ! 
I am sure they belie baith Cuddie and me sair, if they said he 
wadna fight ower the boots in bluid for your leddyship and Miss 
Edith and the auld Tower — ay suld he, and I would rather see 
him buried beneath it than he suld gie way ; but thir ridings 
and wappenschawings, my leddy, I hae nae broo o' them ava. 
I can find nae warrant for them whatsoever.' 

* Nae warrant for them ! ' cried the high-bom dame. ' Do 
ye na ken, woman, that ye are bound to be liege vassals in all 
hunting, hosting, watching and warding, when lawfully sum- 
moned thereto in my name t Your service is not gratuitous. 
I trow ye hae land for it. Ye're kindly tenants, hae a cot- 
house, a kale-yard, and a cow's grass on the common. Few hae 
been brought farther ben, and ye grudge your son suld gie me 
a day's service in the field ? ' 

' Na, my leddy — ^na, my leddy, it's no that ! ' exclaimed Mause, 
greatly embarrassed, 'but ane canna serve twa maisters; and, 
if the truUi maun e'en come out, there's Ane abune whase com- 
mands I maun obey before your leddyship's. I am sure I 
would put neither king's nor kaisar's nor ony earthly creature's 
afore them.' 

' How mean ye by that> ye auld fule woman ? D'ye think 
that I order onything against conscience ?' 

* I dinna pretend to say that, my leddy, in regard o' your 
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leddyship's conscience, which has been brought up, as it were, 
wi' prelatic principles ; but ilka ane maun walk by the light o' 
their ain, and mine,' said Mause, waxing bolder as the confer- 
ence became animated, ' tells me that I suld leave a' — cot, kale- 
yard, and coVs grass — and suffer a', rather than that I or mine 
should put on htuness in an unlawfu' cause.' 

' Unlawfu' ! ' exclaimed her mistress ; ' the cause to which 
you are called by your lawful leddy and mistress, by the 
command of the king, by the writ of the privy councU, 
by the order of the lord-lieutenant, by the warrant of the 
sheriff!' 

*Ay, my leddy, nae doubt; but, no to displeasure your 
leddyship, yell mind that there was ance a king in Scripture 
they ca'd Nebuchadnezzar, and he set up a golden unage in 
the plain o' Dura, as it might be in the haugh yonder by 
the water-side, where the array were warned to meet yesterday, 
and the princes, and the governors, and the captains, and the 
judges themsells, forbye the treasurers, the counsellors, and the 
sheriffs, were warned to the dedication thereof, and commanded 
to fall down and worship at the sound of the cornet^ flute, 
harp, sackbut, psaltery, and all kinds of music' 

' And what o' a' this, ye fule wife ? Or what had Nebuchad- 
nezzar to do with the wappenschaw of the Upper Ward of 
Clydesdale?' 

'Only just thus far, my leddy,' continued Mause, firmly, 
'that prelacy is like the great golden image in the plain of 
Dura, and that as Shadrach, Meshach, and Abednego were 
borne out in refusing to bow down and worship, so neither 
shall Cuddie Headrigg, your leddyship's poor pleughman, at 
least wi' his auld mithei^s consent, make murgeons or jenny- 
flections, as they ca' them, in the house of the prelates and 
curates, nor gird him wi' armour to fight in their cause, either 
at the sound of kettle-drums, organs, bagpipes, or ony other 
kind of music whatever.' 

Lady Margaret Bellenden heard this exposition of Scripture 
with the greatest possible indignation as well as surprise. 

' I see which way the wind blaws,' she exclaimed, after a 
pause of astonishment; 'the evil spirit of the year 1642 is 
at wark again as merrily as ever, and ilka auld wife in the 
chimley-neuk will be for knapping doctrine wi' doctors o* 
divinity and the godly fathers o' the church.' 

' If your leddyship means the bishops and curates, I'm sure 
they hae been but stepfathers to the Kirk o' Scotland. And 
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since yoiir leddyship is pleased to speak o' parting wi' us, I am 
free to tell you a piece o' my mind in another article. Your 
leddyship and the steward hae been pleased to propose that 
my son Cuddie suld work in the bam wi' a newfangled 
machine * for dighting the com frae the chaff, thus impiously 
thwarting the ^U ^ Divine Providence by raising wbid tor 
your leddyship's ain particular use by human art, instead of 
soliciting it by prayer, or waiting patiently for whatever dis- 
pensation of wind Providence was pleased to send upon the 
sheeling-hill. Now, my leddy * 

' The woman would drive ony reasonable being daft 1 ' said 
Lady Margaret; then resuming her tone of authority and 
indifference, she concluded, ' Weel, Mause, I'll just end where 
I suld hae begun. Ye're ower learned and ower godly for me to 
dispute wi' ; sae I have just this to say — either Cuddie must 
attend musters when he's lawfully warned by the ground- 
officer, or the sooner he and you flit and quit my bounds the 
better. There's nae scarcity o' auld wives or ploughmen ; but 
if there were, I had rather that the rigs of TiUietudlem bare 
naething but windlestraes and sandy lavrocks than that they 
were ploughed by rebels to the king.' 

'Aweel, my leddy,' said Mause, *I was bom here, and 
thought to die where my father died ; and your leddyship has 
been a kind mistress, 111 ne'er deny that, and I'se ne'er cease to 
pray for you and for Miss Edith, and that ye may be brought 
to see the error of your ways. But still ' 

' The error of my ways ! ' interrupted Lady Margaret, much 
incensed — * the error of wiy ways, ye uncivil woman ! ' 

' Ou, ay, my leddy, we are blinded that live in this valley of 
tears and darkness, and hae a' ower mony errors, grit folks as 
weel as sma'; but, as I said, my puir bennison will rest wi' 
you and yours wherever I am. I will be wae to hear o' your 
affliction and blythe to hear o' your prosperity, temporal 
and spiritual. But I canna prefer the commands of an earthly 
mistress to those of a Heavenly Master, and sae I am e'en ready 
to suffer for righteousness' sake.' 

' It is very well,' said Lady Maigaret, turning her back in 
great displeasure ; ' ye ken my will, Mause, in the matter. I'll 
hae nae Whiggery in the barony of Tillietudlem ; the next 
thing wad be to set up a conventicle in my very withdrawing- 
room.* 

Having said this she departed with an air of great dignity ; 

* See WinnowinK Machine, Note 11. 
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and Mause, giving way to feelings which she had suppressed 
during the interview — for she like her mistress had her own 
teeling of pride— now lifted up her voice and wept aloud. 

Ouddie, whose malady, real or pretended, still detained him 
in bed, lay perdue during all this conference, snugly ensconced 
within his boarded bedstead, and terrified to death lest Lady 
Margaret, whom he held in hereditary reverence, should have 
detested his presence and bestowed on him personally some 
of those bitter reproaches with which she loaded his mother. 
But as soon as he thought her ladyship foirly out of hearing 
he bounced up in his nest 

' The foul fa' ye, that I suld say sae,' he cried out to his 
mother, 'for a lang-tongued clavering wife, as my father, 
honest man, aye ca'd ye ! Ck)uldna ye let the leddy alane wi' 
your Whiggery f And I was e'en as great a gomend to let ye 
persuade me to lie up here amang the blankets like a huroheon 
instead o' gaun to the wappenschaw like other folk. Odd, but 
I put a trick on ye, for I was out at the window-bole when 
your auld back was turned, and awa down by to hae a baff at 
the popinjay, and I shot within twa on't. I cheated the leddy 
for your clavers, but I wasna gaun to cheat my jo. But she 
may marry whae she likes now, for I'm clean dung ower. This 
is a waur dirdum than we got frae Mr. Gudyill when ye garr'd 
me refuse to eat the plum-porridge on Tule Eve, as if it were 
ony matter to God or man whether a ploughman had suppit on 
minched pies or sour sowens.' 

' 0, whisht, my bairn, whisht,' replied Mause ; ' thou kensna 
about thae things. It was forbidden meat, things dedicated 
to set days and holidays, which are inhibited to the use of 
Protestant Christians.' 

'And now,' continued her son, 'ye hae brought the leddy 
hersell on our hands J An I could but hae gotten s(Hne decent 
claes in, I wad hae spanged out o' bed and tauld her I wad 
ride where she liked, night or day, an she wad but leave us the 
free house and the yaird, that grew the best early kale in the 
haill country, and ike cow's grass.' 

' wow ! my winsome bairn, Ouddie,' continued the old 
dame, ' murmur not at the dispensation ; never grudge suffer- 
ing in the gude cause.' 

'But what ken I if the cause is gude or no, mither,' re- 
joined Ouddie, ' for a' ye bleeze out sae muckle doctrine about 
itf It's clean beyond my comprehension a'thegither. I see 
nae sae muckle difference atween the twa ways o't as a' the 
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folk pretend. It's very true the curates read aye the same 
words ower again ; and if they be right words, what for no ? 
A gude tale's no the waur o' being twice tauld, I trow ; and a 
body has aye the better chance to understand it. Everybody's 
no sae gleg at the uptake as ye are yoursell, mither.' 

' 0, my dear Cuddle, this is the sairest distress of aV said 
the anxious mother. ' 0, how aften have I shown ye the differ- 
ence between a pure evangelical doctrine and ane that's corrupt 
wi' human inventions f 0, my bairn, if no for your ain saul's 
sake, yet for my grey hairs ' 

' Wed, mither,' said Cuddle, interrupting her, ' what need 
ye mak sae mucUe din about it 1 I hae aye dune whate'er ye 
bade me, and gaed to kirk whare'er ye likit on the Sundays, 
and fended weel for ye in the ilka days besides. And that's 
what vexes me mair than a' the rest, when I think how I am 
to fend for ye now in thae brickie times. I am no clear if I 
can pleugh ony place but the mains and Mucklewhame, at 
least I never tried ony other grund, and it wadna come natural 
to me. And nae neighbouring heritors will daur to take us 
after being turned aff thae bounds for non-enormity.' 

' Non-confonnity, hinnie,' sighed Mause, ' is the name that 
thae warldly men gie us.' 

' Weel, aweel, we'll- hae to gang to a far coimtry, maybe 
twall or fifteen miles aff. I could be a dragoon, nae aoubt^ for 
I can ride and play wi' the broadsword a bit^ but ye wad be 
roaring about your blessing and your grey hairs.' Here 
Mause's exclamations became extreme. 'Weel, weel, I but 
spoke o't ; besides, ye're ower aidd to be sitting cocked up on 
a baggage-waggon wi' Eppie Dumblane, the corporal's wife. 
Sae what's to come o' us I canna weel see. I doubt I'll hae to 
tak the hills wi' the wild Whigs, as they ca' them, and then it 
will be my lot to be shot down like a mawkin at some dike-side, 
or to be sent to heaven wi' a Saint Johnstone's tippit about my 
hause.' 

'0, my bonnie Cuddle,' said the zealous Mause, 'forbear sic 
carnal, self-seeking language, whilk is just a misdoubting o' 
Providence. I have not seen the son of the righteous begging 
his bread, sae says the text ; and your father was a douce, honest 
man, though somewhat warldly in his dealings, and cumbered 
about eartMy things, e'en like yoursell, my jo ! ' 

'Aweel,' said Cuddie, after a little consideration, 'I see but 
ae gate for't, and that's a cauld coal to blaw at, mither. 
Howsomever, mither, ye hae some guess o' a wee bit kindness 
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that's atween Miss Edith and young Mr. Henry Morton, that 
Buld be ca'd young Mihiwood, and that I hae whiles carried a 
bit book, or maybe a bit letter, quietly atween them, and made 
believe never to ken wha it cam frae, though I kenn'd brawly. 
There's whiles convenience in a body looking a wee stupid ; and 
I have aften seen them walking at e'en on the little path by 
Dinglewood bum ; but naebody ever kend a word about it frae 
Cuddie. I ken I'm gay thick in the head; but I'm as honest as 
our auld fore-hand ox, puir fallow, that 111 ne'er work ony mair. 
I hope they'll be as kind to him that come ahint me as I hae 
been. But» as I was saying, we'll awa down to Milnwood and 
tell Mr. Harry our distress. They want a pleughman, and the 
grund's no unlike our ain. I am sure Mr. Harry will stand my 
part, for he's a kind-hearted gentleman. I'll get but little 
penny-fee, for his imcle, auld Nippie Milnwood, has as close a 
grip as the deil himsell. But well aye win a bit bread and a 
drap kale, and a fireside and theeking ower our heads, and 
that's a' well want for a season. Sae get up, mither, and sort 
your things to gang away ; for since sae it is that gang we 
maun, I wad like ill to wait till Mr. Harrison and aidd GudyiU 
cam to pu' us out by the lug and the horn.' 



CHAPTER VIII 

Tho devil a puritan, or anything else he is, but a time-server. 

Twe(fthNighL 

It was evening when Mr. Henry Morton perceived an old woman 
wrapped in her tartan plaid, supported by a stout, stupid-looking 
fellow in hodden-grey, approach the house of Milnwood. Old 
Mause made her courtesy, but Cuddie took the lead in addressing 
Morton. Indeed, he had previously stipulated with his mother 
that he was to manage matters his own way ; for though ho 
readily allowed his general inferiority of understanding, and 
filially submitted to the guidance of his mother on most oidinary 
occasions, yet he said, ' For getting a service or getting forwaid 
in the warld he could somegate gar the wee pickle sense he had 
gang muckle farther than hers, though she could crack like ony 
minister o' them a'.' 

Accordingly, he thus opened the conversation with yoimg 
Morton: *A braw night this for the rye, your honour; the 
west park will be breering bravely this e en.* 

' I do not doubt it, Cuddie ; but what can have brought your 
mother — this is your mother, is it not? (Cuddie nodded) — 
what can have brought your mother and you down the water 
so late?' 

' Troth, stir, just what gars the auld wives trot — neshessity, 
stir. I'm seeking for service, stir.' 

'For service, Cuddie, and at this time of the year? how 
comes that?' 

Mause could forbear no longer. Proud alike of her cause 
and her sufferings, she commenced with an affected himiility of 
tone, 'It has pleased Heaven, an it like your honour, to dis- 
tinguish us by a visitation ' 

' Deil's in the wife and nae gude ! ' whispered Cuddie to his 
mother, *an ye come out wi' your Whiggery they'll no daur 
open a door to us through the haill coimtry!' Then aloud and 
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addressing Morton, ' My mother's auld, stir, and she has rather 
forgotten hersell in speaking to my leddy, that canna weel bide 
to be contradickit — as I ken naebody likes it if they eould help 
themsells — especially by her ain folk; and Mr. Harrison the 
steward, and Gudyill the butler, they're no very fond o' ns, and 
it's ill sitting at Rome and striving wi' the Pope. Sae I thought 
it best to flit before ill came to waur ; and here's a wee bit Hne 
to your honour frae a friend will maybe say some mair about it.' 

Morton took the billet, and, crimsoning up to the ears between 
joy and surprise, read these words: 'If you can serve these 
poor helpless people, you will oblige £. B.' 

It was a few instants before he could attain composure 
enough to ask, 'And what is your object, Cuddie? and how 
can I be of use to you 1 ' 

'Wark, stir, wark and a service is my object^ a bit beild 
for my mither and mysell ; we hae gude plenishing o' our ain, 
if we had the cast o' a cart to bring it down, and milk and 
meal and greens enow, for I'm gay gleg at meal-time, and sae 
is my mither, lang may it be sae ! And for the penny-fee and 
a' that I'll just leave it to the laird and you. I ken yell no 
see a poor lad wranged if ye can help it.' 

Morton shook his head. ' For the meat and lodging, Cuddie, 
I think I can promise something ; but the penny-fee will be a 
hard chapter, I doubt.' 

' I'll tak my chance o't, stir,' replied the candidate for ser- 
vice, ' rather than gang down about Hamilton or ony sic far 
country.' 

'Well, step into the kitchen, Cuddie, and 111 do what I can 
for you.' 

The negotiation was not without difficulties. Morton had 
first to bring over the housekeeper, who made a thousand 
objections, as usual, in order to have the pleasure of being be- 
sought and entreated ; but when she was gained over, it was 
comparatively easy to induce old Milnwood to accept of a 
servant whose wages were to be in his own option. An out- 
house was therefore assigned to Mause and her son for their 
habitation, and it was settled that they were for the time to 
be admitted to eat of the frugal fare provided for the family, 
until their own establishment shoiild be completed. As for 
Morton, he exhausted his own very slender stock of money in 
order to make Cuddie such a present, xmder the name of 'arles,' 
as might show his sense of the value of the recommendation 
delivered to him. 
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'And now we're settled ance mair/ said Cuddle to his 
mother, ' and if we're no sae bien and comfortable as we were 
up yonder, yet life's life ony gate, and we're wi' decent kirk- 
ganging folk o' your ain persuasion, mither ; there will be nae 
quarrelling about that.' 

' Of my persuasion, hinnie ! ' said the too-enlightened Mause ; 
'wae's me for thy blindness and theirs. 0, Cuddie, they are 
but in the court of the Gentiles, and wiU ne'er win farther 
ben, I doubt; they are but little better than the Prelatists 
themsells. They wait on the ministry of that blinded 
man, Peter Poimdtext^ ance a precious teacher of the Word, 
but now a backsliding pastor that has, for the sake of stipend 
and family maintenance, forsaken the strict path and gane 
astray after the Black Indulgence. 0, my son, had ye but 
profited by the gospel doctrines ye hae heard in the Glen 
of Bengonnar frae the dear Richari Rumbleberry, that sweet 
youth who suffered martyrdom in the Grassmarket afore 
Candlemas! Didna ye hear him say that Erastianism was 
as bad as Prelacy, and that the Indulgence was as bad as 
Erastianism ? ' 

* Heard ever onybody the like o' this ! ' interrupted Cuddie. 
* We'll be driven out o' house and ha* again afore we ken where 
to turn oursells. Weel, mither, I hae just ae word mair. An 
I hear ony mair o' your din — afore folk, that is, for I dinna 
mind your clavers mysell, they aye set me sleeping — but if I 
hear ony mair din afore folk, as I was saying, about Poundtexts 
and Rumbleberries, and doctrines and malignants, I'se e'en turn 
a single sodger mysell, or maybe a sergeant or a captain, if ye 
plague me the mair, and let Rumbleberry and you gang to the 
deil thegither. I ne'er gat ony gude by his doctrine, as ye 
ca't, but a sour fit o' the batts wi' sitting amang the wat 
moss -hags for four hours at a yoking, and the l^dy cured 
me wi' some hickery-pickery ; mair by token, an she had kenn'd 
how I came by the disorder, she wadna hae been in sic a hurry 
to mend it' 

Although groaning in spirit over the obdurate and impenitent 
state, as she thought it, of her son Cuddie, Mause durst neither 
urge him farther on the topic, nor altogether neglect the warn- 
ing he had given her. She knew the disposition of her 
deceased helpmate, whom this surviving pledge of their union 
greatly resembled, and remembered that, although submitting 
implicitly in most things to her boast of superior acuteness, he 
used on certain occasions, when driven to extremity, to be 

VI q 
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seized with fits of obstinacy, which neither remonstrance, flattery, 
nor threats were capable of overpowering. Trembling, there- 
fore, at the very possibility of Cuddle's fulfilling his threat, she 
put a guard over her tongue, and eyen when Poimdtext was 
commended in her presence as an able and fructifying preacher, 
she had the good sense to suppress the contradiction which 
thrilled upon her tongue, and to express her sentiments no 
otherwise than by deep groans, which the hearers charitably 
construed to flow from a yiyid recollection of the more pathetic 
parts of his homilies. How long she could have repressed her 
feelings it is difficult to say. An imexpected accident relieyed 
her from the necessity. 

The Laird of Milnwood kept up all old fashions which were 
connected with economy. It was therefore still the custom in 
his house, as it had been imiversal in Scotland about fifty years 
before, that the domestics, after having placed the dinner on 
the table, sate down at the lower end of the board and partook 
of the share which was assigned to them in company with 
their masters. On the day, therefore, after Cuddle's arrival, 
being the third from the opening of this narrative, old Kobin, 
who was butler, valet-d^-chambrey footman, gardener, and what 
not, in the house of Milnwood, placed on the table an immense 
charger of broth thickened with oatmeal and colewort^ in which 
ocean of liquid were indistinctly discovered by close observers 
two or three short ribs of lean mutton sailing to and fro. Two 
huge baskets, one of bread made of barley and pease and one 
of oat-cakes, flanked this standing dish. A large boiled salmon 
would nowadays have indicated more liberal housekeeping ; but 
at that period salmon was caught in such plenty in the con- 
siderable rivers in Scotland that, instead of being accoimted a 
delicacy, it was generally applied to feed the servants, who are 
said sometimes to have stipulated that they should not be re- 
quired to eat a food so luscious and surfeiting in its quality 
above five times a week. The large black-jack, filled with very 
small beer of Milnwood's own brewing, was allowed to the com- 
pany at discretion, as were the bannocks, cakes, and broth ; but 
the mutton was reserved for the heads of the family, Mrs. 
Wilson included ; and a measure of ale, somewhat deserving 
the name, was set apart in a silver tankard for their exclusive 
use. A huge kebbock — a cheese, that is, made with ewe-milk 
mixed with cow's milk — and a jar of salt butter were in common 
to the company. 

To enjoy this exquisite cheer was placed at the head of 
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the table the old Laird himself, with his nephew on the one 
side and the favourite housekeeper on the other. At a long 
interval, and beneath the salt, of course, sate old Robin, a 
meagre, half-starved serving-man, rendered cross and cripple by 
rheumatism, and a dirty drab of a housemaid, whom use had 
rendered callous to the daily exercitations which her temper 
underwent at the hands of her master and Mrs. Wilson. A 
bamsman, a white-headed cowherd boy, with Cuddie the new 
ploughman and his mother, completed the party. The other 
labourers belonging to the property resided in their own 
houses, happy at least in this, that if their cheer was not more 
delicate than that which we have described, they could eat 
their fill imwatched by the sharp, envious grey eyes of Miln- 
wood, which seemed to measure the quantity that each of his 
dependants swallowed as closely as if their glances attended 
each mouthful in its progress from the lips to the stomach. 
This close inspection was unfavourable to Cuddie, who sus- 
tained much prejudice in his new master's opinion by the 
silent celerity witii which he caused the victuals to disappear 
before him. And ever and anon Milnwood turned his eyes 
from the huge feeder to cast indignant glances upon his 
nephew, whose repugnance to rustic labour was the principal 
cause of his needing a ploughman, and who had been the direct 
means of his hiring this very cormorant. 

' Pay thee wages, quotha ! ' said Milnwood to himself. ' Thou 
wilt eat in a week the value of mair than thou canst work 
for in a month.' 

These disagreeable ruminations were interrupted by a loud 
knocking at the outer gate. It was a universal custom in 
Scotland that^ when the family was at dinner, the outer gate 
of the courtyard, if there was one, and if not, the door of the 
house itself, was always shut and locked, and only guests of 
importance, or persons upon urgent business, sought or received 
admittance at that time.*^ The family of Milnwood were 
therefore surprised and, in the unsettled state of the times, 
something alarmed at the earnest and repeated knocking with 
which the gate was now assailed. Mrs. Wilson ran in person 
to the door, and having reconnoitred those who were so 
clamorous for admittance, through some secret aperture with 
which most Scottish doorways were furnished for the express 
purpose, she returned wringing her hands in great dismay, 
exclaiming, 'The redcoats ! the redcoats ! ' 

* See Locking the Door dnring Dinner. Note 12. 



68 WAVEELEY NOVELS 

'Robin — ploughman, what ca' they ye? — bamsman — 
nevoy Harry — open the door — open the door I ' exclaimed old 
Milnwood, snatching up and slipping into his pocket the two 
or three silver spoons with which the upper end of the table 
was garnished, those beneath the salt being of goodly horn. 
' Speak them fair, sirs — Lord love ye, speak them fair ; they 
winna bide thrawing ; we're a' harried — we're a' harried ! ' 

While the servants admitted the troopers, whose oaths and 
threats already indicated resentment at the delay they had 
been put to, Cuddie took the opportxmity to whisper, to his 
mother, ' Now, ye daft auld carline, mak yoursell deaf — ye hae 
made us a' deaf ere now — and let me speak for ye. I wad like 
ill to get my neck raxed for an auld wife's clashes, though ye 
be our mither.' 

' hinny, ay ; I'se be silent or thou sail come to ill,' was 
the corresponding whisper of Mause; ' but bethink ye, my dear, 
them that deny the Word, the Word wiU deny ' 

Her admonition was cut short by the entrance of the Life 
Guardsmen, a party of four troopers commanded by Bothwell. 

In they tramped, making a tremendous clatter upon the 
stone floor with the iron-shod heels of their large jack-boots 
and the clash and clang of their long, heavy, basket-hilted 
broadswords. Milnwtxxl and his housekeeper trembled from 
well-groxmded apprehensions of the system of exaction and 
plxmder carried on during these domiciliary visits. Henry 
Morton was discomposed with more specif cause, for he 
remembered that he stood answerable to the laws for having 
harboured Burley. The widow, Mause Headrigg, between fear 
for her son's life and an overstrained and enthusiastic zeal 
which reproached her for consenting even tacitly to belie her 
religious sentiments, was in a strange quandary. The other 
servants quaked for they knew not well what. Cuddie alone, 
with the look of supreme indifierence and stupidity which a 
Scottish peasant can at times assiune as a mask for considerable 
shrewdness and craft, continued to swallow large spoonfuls of 
his broth, to command which he had drawn within his sphere 
the laige vessel that contained it, and helped himself amid the 
confusion to a sevenfold portion. 

'What is your pleasure here, gentlemen?' said Milnwood, 
humbling himself before the satellites of power. 

* We come in behalf of the King,' answered Bothwell. * Why 
the devil did you keep us so long standing at the door ? ' 

* We were at dinner,' answered Milnwood, * and the door was 
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locked, as is usual in landwart towns * in this country. I am 
sure, gentlemen, if I had kenn'd ony servants of our gude King 

had stood at the door But wad ye please to drink some ale 

—or some brandy — or a cup of canaiy sack, or claret wine t 
making a pause between each offer as long as a stingy bidder 
at an auction, who is loth to adyance his offer for a favourito 
lot. 

* Claret for me,' said one fellow. 

' I like ale bettor,' said another, * provided it is right juice of 
John Barleycorn.' 

' Bettor never was malted,' said Mihiwood. ' I can hardly 
say sac muckle for the claret ; it's thin and cauld, gentlemen.' 

'Brandy will cure that,' said a third fellow; 'a glass of 
brandy to three glasses of wine prevents the curmurring in the 
stomach.' 

'Brandy, ale, sack, and claret — we'll try them all,' said 
Bothwell, ' and stick to that which is best. There's good sense 
in that if the damn'dest Whig in Scotland had said it.' 

Hastily, yet with a reluctant quiver of his muscles, Miln- 
wood lugged out two ponderous keys, and delivered them to 
the govemanto. 

' The housekeeper,' said Bothwell, taking a seat and throw- 
ing himself upon it, ' is neither so young nor so handsome as 
to tompt a man to follow her to the gauntrees, and devil a one 
here is there worth sending in her place. What's this t meat ? ' 
searching with a fork among the broth, and fishing up a cutlet 
of mutton. ' I think I cotdd eat a bit ; why, it's as tough as 
if the devil's dam had hatohed it.' 

' If there is anything bettor in the house, sir,' said Milnwood, 
alarmed at these symptoms of disapprobation 

'No, no,' said Bothwell, ' it's not worth while; I must proceed 
to business. You attond Po\mdtoxt» the Presbytonan parson, 
I understand, Mr. Morton ? ' 

Mr. Morton hastened to slide in a confession and apology. 

' By the indulgence of his gracious Majesty and the govern- 
ment^ for I wad do nothing out of law. I hae nae objection 
whatever to the establishment of a moderato episcopacy, but 
only that I am a country-bred man and the ministors are a 
hamelier kind of folk, and I can follow their doctrine bettor ; 
and, with reverence, sir, it's a mair frugal establishment for the 
country.' 

* Well, I care nothing about that,' said Bothwell ; * they are 

* See Lftndward Town. Note IS. 
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iadulged, and there's an end of it ; but, for my part, if I were 
to give the law, never a crop-ear'd cur of the whole pack should 
bark in a Scotch pulpit. However, I am to obey commands. 
There comes the liquor ; put it down, my good old lady.* 

He decanted about one half of a quart bottle of claret into 
a wooden quaigh or bicker, and took it off at a draught. 

* You did your good wine injustice, my friend ; it's better 
than' your brandy, though that's good too. Will you pledge 
me to the King's health ^ 

* With pleasure,' said Milnwood, * in ale ; but I never drink 
claret, and keep only a very little for some honoured friends.' 

' Like me, I suppose,' said Bothwell ; and then pushing the 
bottle to Henry, he said, *Here, yoimg man, pledge you the 
Emg's health.' 

Henry filled a moderate glass in silence, regardless of the 
hints and pushes of his imcle, which seemed to indicate that he 
ought to hiekve followed his example in preferring beer to wine. 

* Well,' said Bothwell, * have ye all drank the toast f What 
is that old wife about ? Give her a glass of brandy ; she shall 
drink the King's health, by ' 

* If your honour pleases,' said Cuddie with great stolidity of 
aspect, ' this is my mither, stir; and she's as deaf as Corra Linn. 
We canna mak her hear day nor door; but if your honour 
pleases, I am ready to drink the King's health for her in as 
mony glasses of brandy as ye think necessary.' 

* I dare swear you are,' answered Bothwell ; * you look like 
a fellow that would stick to brandy. Help thyself, man ; all's 
free where'er I come. Tom, help the maid to a comfortable 
cup, though she's but a dirty jilt neither. Fill roimd once 
more. Here's to our noble commander, Colonel Grahame of 
Claverhouse ! What the devil is the old woman groaning for ? 
She looks as very a Whig as ever sate on a hillside. Do you 
renoimce the CJovenant, good woman ? ' 

'Whilk Covenant is your honour meaning? Is it the 
Covenant of Works or the Covenant of Grace?' said Cuddie, 
mterposing. 

*Any covenant; all covenants that ever were hatched,' 
answered the trooper. 

* Mither,' cried Cuddie, affecting to speak as to a deaf person, 
* the gentleman wants to ken if ye will renunce the Covenant 
of Works ? ' 

*With all my heart, Cuddie,' said Mause, *and pray that 
my feet may be delivered from the snare thereof.' 
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' Come/ said Bothwell, ' the old dame has come more frankly 
off than I expected. Another cup roimd, and then well pro- 
ceed to business. You have all heard, I suppose, of the horrid 
and barbarous murder conmiitted upon the person of the Arch- 
bishop of St. Andrews, by ten or eleven armed fanatics ? ' 

All started and looked at each other ; at length Milnwood 
himself answered, * They had heard of some such misfortune, 
but were in hopes it had not been true.' 

' There is the relation published by government, old gentle- 
man ; what do you think of it ? * 

'Think, sir? Wh — wh — whatever the council please to 
think of it,* stammered Milnwood. 

* I desire to have your opinion more explicitly, my friend,* 
said the dragoon authoritatively. 

Milnwood's eyes hastily glanced through the paper to pick 
out the strongest expressions of censure with which it aboimded, 
in gleaning which he was greatly aided by their being printed 
in italics. * I think it a — bloody and execrable — murder and 
parricide — devised by hellish and implacable cruelty — utterly 
abominable, and a scandal to the land.' 

* Well said, old gentleman ! ' said the querist. * Here's to 
thee, and I wish you joy of your good principles. You owe me 
a cup of thanks for having taught you them ; nay, thou shalt 
pledge me in thine own sack, sour ale sits ill upon a loyal 
stomach. Now comes your turn, young man ; what think you 
of the matter in hand 1 ' 

* I should have little objection to answer you,' said Henry, 
* if I knew what right you had to put the question.* 

* The Lord preserve us ! ' said the old housekeeper, * to ask 
the like o' that at a trooper, when a' folk ken they do whatever 
they like through the haill coimtry wi' man and woman, beast 
and body.' 

The old gentleman exclaimed in the same horror at his 
nephew's audacity, * Hold your peace, sir, or answer the gentle- 
man discreetly. Do you mean to affront the King's authority 
in the person of a sergeant of the Life Guards ? ' 

* Silence, all of you ! ' exclaimed Both well, striking his hand 
fiercely on the table — * silence, every one of you, and hear me I 
You ask me for my right to examine you, sir (to Henry). My 
cockade and my broadsword are my commission, and a better 
one than ever Old Nol gave to his Roundheads ; and if you 
want to know more about it you may look at the act of coimcil 
empowering his Majesty's officers and soldiers to search for. 
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examine, and apprehend suspicious persons; and therefore 
once more I ask you your opinion of the death of Archbishop 
Sharp. It's a new touchstone we have got for trying people's 
metal.' 

Henry had by this time reflected upon the useless risk to 
which he would expose the family by resisting the tyrannical 
power which was delegated to such rude hands ; he therefore 
read the narrative over, and replied composedly, 'I have no 
hesitation to say that the perpetrators of this assassination 
have committed, in my opinion, a rash and wicked action, which 
I regret the more as I foresee it will be made the cause of 
proceedings against many who are both innocent of the deed 
and as far from approving it as myself.' 

While Henry thus expressed himself, Bothwell, who bent 
his eyes keenly upon him, seemed suddenly to recollect his 
features. ' Aha ! my friend. Captain Popinjay, I think I have 
seen you before, and in very suspicious company.' 

* I saw you once,' answered Henry, * in the public-house of 
the town of ' 

' And with whom did you leave that public-house, yoimgster ? 
Was it not with John Balfour of Bui4ey, one of the murderers 
of the Archbishop ? ' 

' I did leave the house with the person you have named,' 
answered Henry, ' I scorn to deny it ; but so far from knowing 
him to be a murderer of the primate, I did not even know at 
the time that such a crime had been committed.' 

* Lord have mercy on me, I am ruined ! — ^utterly ruined and 
undone!' exclaimed Milnwood. 'That callant's tongue will 
rin the head aff his ain shoulders, and waste my gudes to the 
very grey cloak on my back 1 * 

' But you knew Burley,' continued Bothwell, still addressing 
Henry, and regardless of his uncle's interruption, 'to be an 
intercommuned rebel and traitor, and you knew the prohibition 
to deal with such persons. You knew that as a loyal subject 
you were prohibited to reset, supply, or intercommxme with 
this attainted traitor, to correspond with him by word, writ, or 
message, or to supply him with meat, drink, house, harbour, or 
victusd, imder the highest pains — vou knew all this, and yet 
you broke the law. (Henry was silent) Where did you part 
from him ? ' continued BoUiwell ; ' was it in the highway, or 
did you give him harbourage in this veiy house t ' 

' In this house ! ' said his uncle ; ' he dared not for his neck 
bring ony traitor into a house of mine.' 
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' Dare he deny that he did so ? ' said Both well. 

' As you charge it to me as a crime,' said Henry, ' you will 
excuse my saying anything that will criminate myself/ 

' 0, the lands of Milnwood ! the bonny lands of Milnwood, 
that haye been in the name of Morton twa hundred years ! ' ex- 
claimed his uncle. ' They are barking and fleeing, outfield and 
infield, haugh and holme ! ' 

* No, sir,* said Henry, * you shall not suffer on my account. 
I own,' he continued, addressing Bothwell, ' I did give this man 
a night's lodging, as to an old military comrade of my father. 
But it was not only without my uncle's knowledge, but con- 
trary to his express general orders. I trust, if my evidence is 
considered as good against myself, it will have some weight in 
proving my uncle's innocence.' 

' Ck)me, young man,' said the soldier in a somewhat milder 
tone, 'you're a smart spark enough, and I am sony for you; 
and your uncle here is a fine old Trojan, kinder, I see, to his 
guests than himself, for he gives us wine and drinks his own 
thin ale. Tell me all you know about this Burley, what he said 
when you parted from him, where he went, and where he is 
likely now to be foimd ; and, d — n it, I'll wink as hard on 
your share of the business as my duty will permit. There's 
a thousand merks on the murdering Whigamore's head an I 
could but light on it. Come, out with it ; where did you part 
with him f 

' You will excuse my answering that question, sir,' said Morton. 
'The same cogent reasons which induced me to afford him 
hospitality at considerable risk to myself and my friends would 
command me to respect his secret^ if indeed he had trusted 
me with any.' 

'So you refuse to give me an answer?' said Bothwell. 

* I have none to give,' returned Henry. 

' Perhaps I could teach you to find one by tying a piece of 
lighted match betwixt your fingers,' answered Bothwell. 

' 0, for pity's sake, sir,' said old Alison apart to her master, 
' gie them siller ; it's siller they're seeking. Theyll murder Mr. 
Henry, and yoursell next ! ' 

Milnwood groaned in perplexity and bitterness of spirit^ and, 
with a tone as if he was giving up the ghost, exdauned, ' If 
twenty p — ^p — ^punds would make up this unhappy matter ' 

' My master,' insinuated Alison to the sergeant, ' would gie 
twenty pimds sterling ' 

' Funds Scotch, ye b — h ! ' interrupted Milnwood ; for the 
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agony of his avarice oveFcame alike his Puritanic precision and 
the habitual respect he entertained for his housekeeper. 

'Funds sterling,' insisted the housekeeper, 'if ye wad hae 
the gudeness to look ower the lad's misconduct. He's that dour 
ye might tear him to pieces and ye wad ne'er get a word out 
o' him ; and it wad do ye little gude, I'm sure, to bum his bonny 
finger-ends.' 

' Why,' said Bothwell, hesitating, * I don't know. Most of my 
cloth would have the money, and take off the prisoner too ; 
but I bear a conscience, and if your master will stand to your 
offer, and enter into a bond to produce his nephew, and if all 
in the house will take the test-oath, I do not know but ' 

'0 ay, ay, sir,' cried Mrs. Wilson, *ony test, ony oaths 
ye please ! ' And then aside to her master, ' Haste ye away, 
sir, and get the siUer, or they will bum the house about 
our lugs.' 

Old Milnwood cast a rueful look upon his adviser, and moved 
off like a piece of Dutch clockwork to set at liberty his im- 
prisoned angels in this dire emergency. Meanwhile Sergeant 
Bothwell began to put the test-oath with such a degree of 
solenm reverence as might have been expected, being just 
about the same which is used to this day in his Majesty's 
custom-house. 

* You — ^what's your name, woman ? ' 
' Alison Wilson, sir.' 

'You, Alison Wilson, solemnly swear, certify, and declare 
that you judge it unlawful for subjects, tmder pretext of reforma- 
tion or any other pretext whatsoever, to enter into Leagues 
and Covenants ' 

Here the ceremony was interrupted by a strife between 
Cuddie and his mother, which, long conducted in whispers, now 
became audible. 

*0h, whisht, mither, whisht! they're upon a commiming. 
Oh ! whisht, and they'll agree weel eneugh e'enow.' 

* I will not whisht, Cuddie,' replied his mother ; ' I will uplift 
my voice and spare not. I will confound the man of sin, even 
the scarlet man, and through my voice shall Mr. Henry be freed 
from the net of the fowler.' 

* She has her leg ower the harrows now,' said Cuddie, * stop 
her wha can. I see her cocked up behint a dragoon on her way 
to the tolbooth. I find my ain legs tied below a horse's belly. 
Ay, she has just mustered up her sermon, and there, wi' that 
grane, out it comes, and we are a' ruined, horse and foot ! ' 
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' And div ye think to come here,' said Mause, her withered 
hand shaking in concert with her keen though wrinkled visage, 
animated by zealous wrath, and emancipated, by the very 
mention of the test, from the restraints of her own prudence 
and Cuddie's admonition — * div ye think to come here wi' your 
soul-killing, saint- seducing, conscience-confoimding oaths and 
tests and bands, your snares and your traps and your gins ? 
Surely it is in vain that a net is spread in the sight of any 
bird.' 

* Eh ! what, good dame ? ' said the soldier. * Here's a Whig 
miracle, egad ! the old wife has got both her ears and tongue, 
and we are like to be driven deaf in our turn. Go to, hold your 
peace, and remember whom you talk to, you old idiot.' 

* Whae do I talk to ! Eh, sirs, ower weel may the sorrowing 
land ken what ye are. Malignant adherents ye are to the pre- 
lates, foul props to a feeble and filthy cause, bloody beasts of 
prey and burdens to the earth.' 

' Upon my soul,' said Bothwell, astonished as a mastiff dog 
might be should a hen -partridge fly at him in defence of her 
yoimg, ' this is the finest language I ever heard ! Can't you 
give us some more of it ? ' 

' Gie ye some mair o't ? ' said Mause, clearing her voice with 
a preliminary cough. ' I will take up my testimony against you 
ance and again. Philistines ye are, and Edomites ; leopards are 
ye, and foxes ; evening wolves that gnaw not the bones till the 
morrow ; wicked dogs that compass about the chosen ; thrust- 
ing kine, and pushing bulls of Bashan ; piercing serpents ye are, 
and allied baith in name and nature with the great Red Dragon 
— Revelations, twaJfth chapter, third and fourth verses.' 

Here the old lady stopped, apparently much more from lack 
of breath than of matter. 

' Curse the old hag ! ' said one of the dragoons ; ' gag her 
and take her to headquarters.' 

* For shame, Andrews ! ' said Bothwell ; * remember the good 
lady belongs to the fair sex, and uses only the privilege of her 
tongue. But hark ye, good woman, every bull of Bashan 
and Red Dragon will not be so civil as I am, or be contented 
to leave you to the charge of the constable and ducking-stool. 
In the meantime I must necessarily carry off this young man 
to headquarters. I cannot answer to my commanding officer 
to leave him in a house where I have heard so much treason 
and fanaticism.' 

*See now, mither, what ye hae dune,' whispered Cuddie; 
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' there's the Philistmes, as ye ca' them, are gaun to whirry awa' 
Mr. Henry, and a' wi' your nash-gab, deil be on't ! ' 

' Hand yere tongue, ye cowardly loon/ said the mother, ' and 
layna the wyte on me ; if you and thae thowless gluttons, that 
are sitting staring like cows bursting on clover, wad testify wi' 
your hands as I have testified wi' my tongue, they shotdd never 
harle the precious yoimg lad awa' to captivity.' 

While this dialogue passed the soldiers had already boimd 
and secured their prisoner. Milnwood returned at this instant, 
and, alarmed at the preparations he beheld, hastened to profiler 
to Bothwell, though with many a grievous groan, the purse of 
gold which he had been obliged to rummage out as ransom for 
his nephew. The trooper took the purse with an air of indifier- 
enoe, weighed it in his hand, chucked it up into the air, and 
caught it as it fell, then shook his head and said, 'There's 
many a merry night in this nest of yellow boys, but d — ^n me if 
I dare venture for them ; that old woman hais spoken too loud, 
and before all the men too. Hark ye, old gentleman,' to Miln- 
wood, ' I must take your nephew to headquarters, so I cannot 
in conscience keep more than is my due as civility-money ' ; 
then opening the purse he gave a gold piece to each of the 
soldiers and took three to himself. ' Now,' said he, * you have 
the comfort to know that your kinsman, youngCaptain Popinjay, 
will be carefully looked after and civilly used ; and the rest of 
the money I return to you.' 

Milnwood eagerly extended his hand. 

' Only you know,' said Bothwell, still playing with the purse, 
* that every landholder is answerable for the conformity and 
loyalty of his household, and that these fellows of mine are not 
obliged to be silent on the subject of ihe fine sermon we have 
had from that old Puritan in the tartan plaid there ; and I pre- I 

sume you are aware that the consequences of delation will be a 
heavy fine before the council.' 

'Good sei^eant! worthy captain!' exclaimed the terrified 
miser, ' I am sure there is no person in my house, to my know- 
ledge, would give cause of ofience.' 

'Nay,' answered Bothwell, 'you shall hear her give her 
testimony, as she calls it, herself. You, fellow (to Cuddie), 
stand back and let your mother speak her mind. I see she's 
primed and loaded again since her first discharge.' l 

'Lord ! noble sir,' said Cuddie, 'an auld wife's tongue's but * 

a feckless matter to mak sic a fash about. Neither my father 1 

nor me ever minded muckle what our mither said.' 
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* Hold your peace, my lad, while you are well/ said Bothwell ; 
* I promise you I think you are slyer than you would like to be 
supposed. Come, good dame, you see your master will not be- 
lieve that you can give us so bright a testimony.' 

Mause's zeal did not require this spur to set her again on 
full career. 'Woe to the compilers and carnal self-seekers,' 
she said, Hhat daub over and drown their consciences by 
complying with wicked exactions, and giving mammon of 
unrighteousness to the sons of Belial that it may make their 
peace with them ! It is a sinful compliance, a base con- 
federacy with the Enemy. It is the evil that Menahan did 
in the sight of the Lord when he gave a thousand talents 
to Peel, King of Assyria, that his hand might be with him — 
Second Kings, feifteen chapter, nineteen verse. It is the evil 
deed of Ahab when he sent money to Tiglath-Peleser — see the 
saame Second Kings, saxteen and aught. And if it was 
accounted a backsliding even in godly Hezekiah that he com- 
plied with Sennacherib, giving him money and offering to 
bear that which was put upon him — see the saame Second 
Kings, aughteen chapter, fourteen and feifteen verses — even 
so it is with them that in this contumacious and backsliding 
generation pays localities and fees, and cess and fines, to 
greedy and unrighteous publicans, and extortions and stipends 
to hireling curates — dumb dogs which bark not, sleeping, lying 
down, loving to slumber — and gives gifts to be helps and hires 
to our oppressors and destroyers. They are all like the casters 
of a lot with them, like the preparing of a table for the troop 
and the furnishing a drink-offering to the number.' 

'There's a fine sound of doctrine for you, Mr. Morton! 
How like you that ? ' said Bothwell ; * or how do you think the 
council will like it ? I think we can carry the greatest part of 
it in our heads without a keelyvine pen and a pair of tablets, 
such as you bring to conventicles. She denies paying cess, I 
think, Andrews r 

* Yes, by G — ,' said Andrews ; * and she swore it was a sin 
to give a trooper a pot of ale, or ask him to sit down to a 
table.' 

' You hear,' said Bothwell, addressing Milnwood ; ' but it's 
your own afi^ir'; and he proffered back the purse with its 
diminished contents with an air of indifference. 

Milnwood, whose head seemed stunned by the accimmlation 
of his misfortunes, extended his hand mechanically to take the 
purse. 
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'Are ye madl' said his housekeeper in a whisper. 'Tell 
them to keep it ; they tnll keep it either by fair means or 
foul, and it's our only chance to make them quiet.' 

' I canna do it, AUie, — I canna do it,' said Milnwood in the 
bitterness of his heart. 'I canna part'wi' the siller I hae 
coimted sae often ower to thae blackguards.' 

'Then I maun do it mysell, Milnwood,' said the house- 
keeper, ' or see a' gang wrang thegither. My master, sir,' she 
said, addressing Bothwell, 'canna think o' taking back ony- 
thing at the hand of an honourable gentleman like you ; he 
implores ye to pit up the siller and be as kind to his nephew 
as ye can, and be favourable in reporting our dispositions to 
government, and let us tak nae wrang for the daft speeches of 
an auld jaud (here she turned fiercely upon Mause, to indulge 
herself for the effort which it cost her to assume a mild 
demeanour to the soldiers), a daft auld Whig randy, that ne'er 
was in the house, foul fa' her ! till yesterday afternoon, and 
that sail ne'er cross the door-stane again an anes I had her 
out o't.' 

' Ay, ay,' whispered Cuddie to his parent, ' e'en sae ! I kenn'd 
we wad be put to our travels again whene'er ye suld get three 
words spoken to an end. I was sure that wad be the upshot 
o't, mither.' 

'Whisht, my bairn,' said she, 'and dinna murmur at the 
cross. Cross their door-stane ! weel I wot 111 ne'er cross their 
door-stane. There's nae mark on their threshold for a signal 
that the destroying angel should pass by. They'll get a back- 
cast o' his hand yet that think sae muckle o' the creature and 
sae little o' the Creator ; sae muckle o' warld's gear and sae 
little o' a broken Covenant; sae muckle about thae wheen 
pieces o' yellow muck and sae little about the pure gold o' the 
Scripture ; sae muckle about their ain friend and kinsman and 
sae little about the elect that are tried wi' homings, harass- 
ings, huntings, searchings, chasings, catchings, imprisonments, 
torturings, banishments, headings, hangings, dismemberings, 
and quarterings quick, forbye the hundreds forced from their 
ain habitations to the deserts, mountains, muirs, mosses, moss- 
flows, and peat-hags, there to hear the word like bread eaten in 
secret.' 

' She's at the Covenant now, sergeant, shall we not have her 
away ? ' said one of the soldiers. 

' You be d — d ! ' said Bothwell aside to him ; ' cannot you 
see she's better where she is, so long as there is a respectable, 
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sponsible, money-broking heritor like Mr. Morton of Milnwood, 
who has the means of atoning her trespasses? Let the old 
mother fly to raise another brood, she's too tough to be made 
anything of herself. Here,' he cried, ^one other round to 
Milnwood and his roof-tree, and to our next merry meeting 
with him, which I think will not be far distant if he keeps 
such a fanatical family.' 

He then ordered the party to take their horses, and pressed 
the best in Milnwood's stable into the king's service to carry 
the prisoner. Mrs. Wilson, with weeping eyes, made up a small 
parcel of necessaries for Henry's compelled journey, and as she 
bustled about, took an opportunity, unseen by the party, to 
slip into his hand a small sum of money. Bothwell and his 
troopers in other respects kept their promise and were civil. 
They did not bind their prisoner, but contented themselves with 
leading his horse between a file of men. They then moimted 
and marched off with much mirth and laughter among them- 
selves, leaving the Milnwood family in great confusion. The 
old Laird himself, overpowered by the loss of his nephew, and 
the unavailing outlay of twenty pounds sterling, did nothing 
the whole evening but rock himself backwards and forwards in 
his great leathern easy-chair, repeating the same lamentation 
of ^ Ruined on a' sides — ruined on a' sides ; harried and undone 
— harried and undone, body and gudes — body and gudes ! ' 

Mrs. Alison Wilson's grief was partly indulged and partly 
relieved by the torrent of invectives with which she accom- 
panied Mause and Cuddle's expulsion from Milnwood. 'Ill 
luck be in the graning corse o' thee ! The prettiest lad in 
Clydesdale this day maun be a sufferer, and a' for you and 
your daft Whiggery 1 ' 

* Gae wa',' replied Mause ; * I trow ye are yet in the bonds of 
sin and in the gall of iniquity, to grudge your bonniest and 
best in the cause of Him that gave ye a' ye hae. I promise I 
hae dune as muckle for Mr. Harry as I wad do for my ain ; for 
if Cuddie was foimd worthy to bear testimony in the Grass- 
market ' 

* And there's gude hope o't,' said Alison, ' imless you and he 
change your courses.' 

'And if,' continued Mause, disregarding the interruption, 
'the bloody Doegs and the flattering Ziphites were to seek 
to ensnare me with a proffer of his remission upon sinful com- 
pliances, I wad persevere, natheless, in lifting my testimony 
against Popery, Prelacy, Autinomianism, Erastianism, Laps- 
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arianism, Sublapsarianism, and the sins and snares of the tunes ; 
I wad cry as a woman m labour agamst the Black Indulgence 
that has been a stumbling-block to professors ; I wad uplift my 
voice as a powerful preacher.' 

' Hout tout, mither,' cried Cuddie, interfering and dragging 
her off forcibly, * dinna deave the gentlewoman wi' your testi- 
mony ! ye hae preached eneugh for sax days. Ye preached us 
out o' our canny free-house and gude kale-yard, and out o' this 
new city o' refuge afore our hinder end was weel hafted in it ; 
and ye hae preached Mr. Harry awa to the prison ; and ye hae 
preached twenty punds out o' the Laird's pocket that he iDces as 
ill to quit wi'; and sae ye may baud sae for ae wee while, 
without preaching me up a ladder and down a tow. Sae come 
awa— come awa ; the family hae had eneugh o' your testimony 
to mind it for ae while.' 

So saying he dragged off Mause, the words 'Testimony, 
Covenant, malignants, indulgence' still thrilling upon her 
tongue, to make preparations for instantly renewing their travels 
in quest of an asylum. 

< lU-faur'd, crazy, crack-brained gowk that she is ! ' exclaimed 
the housekeeper, as she saw them depart, ' to set up to be sae 
muckle better than ither folk, the auld besom, and to bring sae 
muckle disti*ess on a douce quiet family ! If it hadna been that 
I am mair than half a gentlewoman by my station, I wad hae 
tried my ten nails in the wizen'd hide o' her ! ' 



CHAPTER IX 

I am a son of Mare, who have been in many wars, 
And show my cuts and scars wherever I oome ; 
This here was for a wench, and that other in a trench, 
When welcoming the French at the sound of the drum. 

BUBNS. 

* Don't be too much cast down,' said Sergeant Both well to his 
prisoner as they journeyed on towards the headquarters ; * you 
are a smart pretty lad, and well connected ; the worst that will 
happen will be strapping up for it, and that is many an honest 
fellow's lot. I tell you fairly yo\ir life's within the compass of 
the law, unless you make submission and get off by a round 
fine upon your uncle's estate ; he can well afford it.' 

* That vexes me more than the rest,' said Henry. * He parts 
with his money with regret ; and, as he had no concern what- 
ever with my having given this person shelter for a night, I 
wish to Heaven, if I escape a capital pimishment, that the 
penalty may be of a kind I could bear in my own |)er8on.' 

' Why, perhaps,' said Bothwell, * they will propose to you to 
go into one of the Scotch regiments that are serving abroad. 
It's no bad line of service ; if your friends are active, and there 
are any knocks going, you may soon get a commission.* 

*I am by no means sure,' answered Morton, 'that such a 
sentence is not the best thing that can happen to me.' 

'Why, then, you are no real Whig after all?' said the 
sergeant. 

* I have hitherto meddled with no party in the state,' said 
Henry, *but have remained quietly at home; and sometimes 
I have had serious thoughts of joining one of our foreign 
regiments.' 

' Have you ? ' replied Bothwell. * Why, I honour you for it ; 
I have served in the Scotch French guards myself many a long 
day; it's the place for learning discipline, d — n me. They 
never mind what you do when you are off duty ; but miss you 

VI 6 
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the roll-call, and see how theyll arrange you. D — n me, if 
old Captain Montgomery didn't make me mount guard upon 
the arsenal in my steel back and breast, plate-sleeyes and head- 
piece, for six hours at once, under so burning a sun that gad I 
was baked like a turtle at Port Royal. I swore never to 
miss answering to Francis Stewart again, though I should 
leave my hand of cards upon the drum-head. Ah ! discipline is 
a capital thing.' 

' In other respects you liked the service ? ' said Morton. 

^Far excellence,' said Bothwell; 'women, wine, and wassail, 
all to be had for little but the asking ; And if you find it in 
your conscience to let a fat priest think he has some chance to 
convert you, gad hell help you to these comforts himself, just 
to gain a little ground in your good affection. Where will you 
find a crop-eared Whig parson will be so civil ? ' 

* Why, nowhere, I agree with you,' said Heniy ; * but what 
was your chief duty ? * 

* To guard the king's person,' said Bothwell, * to look after 
the safety of Louis le Grand, my boy, and now and then to 
take a turn among the Huguenots — Protestants, that is. And 
there we had fine scope ; it brought my hand pretty well in for 
the service in this country. But, come, as you are to be a ban 
camerado, as the Spaniards say, I must put you in cash with 
some of your old uncle's broad-pieces. This is cutter's law: 
we must not see a pretty fellow want if we have cash our- 
selves.' 

Thus speaking, he pulled out his purse, took out some of 
the contents, and offered them to Henry without counting 
them. Young Morton declined the favour; and not judging it 
prudent to acquaint the sergeant, notwithstanding his apparent 
generosity, that he was actually in possession of some money, 
he assured him he should have no difficulty in getting a supply 
from his uncle. 

* Well,' said Bothwell, ' in that case these yellow rascals must 
serve to ballast my purse a little longer. I always make it a 
rule never to quit the tavern — ^unless ordered on duty — ^while 
my purse is so weighty that I can chuck it over the sign-post.* 
When it is so light that the wind blows it back, then, boot and 
saddle, we must fall on some way of replenisliing. But what 
tower is that before us, rising so high upon the steep bank out 
of the woods that suiround it on every side 1 ' 

* It is the Tower of Tillietudlem,' said one of the soldiers. 

* Set Throwing the Pone over the Gate. Note 14. 
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* Old Lady Margaret Bellenden lives there. She's one of the 
best affected women in the country, and one that's a soldier's 
friend. When I was hurt by one of the d— d Whig dogs that 
shot at me from behind a f auld-dike, I lay a month there, and 
would stand such another wound to be in as good quarters 
again.' 

^ If that be the case,' said Bothwell, ' I will pay my respects 
to her as we pass, and request some refreshment for men and 
horses ; I am as thirsty already as if I had drunk nothing at 
Milnwood. But it is a good tlung in these times,' he continued, 
addressing himself to Henry, 'that the king's soldier cannot 
pass a house without getting a refreshment. In such houses as 

Tillie what d'ye call it ? you are served for love ; in the 

houses of the avowed fanatics you help yourself by force ; and 
among the moderate Presbyterians and'other suspicious persons 
you are well treated from fear; so your thirst is always quenched 
on some terms or other.' 

' And you propose,' said Henry, anxiously, * to go upon that 
errand up to the Tower yonder ? ' 

* To be sure I do,' answered Bothwell. * How should I be 
able to report favourably to my officers of the worthy lady's 
soimd principles unless I know the taste of her sack, for sack 
she will produce, that I take for granted ; it is the favourite 
consoler of your old dowager of quality, as small claret is the 
potation of your country laird.' 

' Then, for Heaven's sake,' said Henry, ' if you are determined 
to go there, do not mention my name, or expose me to a family 
that I am acquainted with. Let me be muffled up for the time 
in one of your soldier's cloaks, and only mention me generally 
as a prisoner under your chaige.' 

' With all my heart,' said Bothwell ; ' I promised to use you 
civilly, and I scorn to break my word. Here, Andrews, wrap 
a cloak round the prisoner, and do not mention his name nor 
where we caught him, imless you would have a trot on a horse 
of wood.' * 

They were at this moment at an arched gateway, battle- 
mented and flanked with turrets, one whereof was totally 
ruinous, excepting the lower story, which served as a cow-house 
to the peasant whose family inhabited the turret that remained 
entire. The gate had be^ broken down by Monk's soldiers 
during the Civil War, and had never been replaced, therefore 
presented no obstacle to Bothwell and his party. The avenue, 

* See Wooden Mare. Note 15. 
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very steep and narrow, and causewayed with large round stones, 
ascended the side of the precipitoiis bank in an oblique and 
zigzag course, now showing, now hiding a view of the tower 
and its exterior bulwarks, which seemed to rise almost 
perpendicularly above their heads. The fragments of Gothic 
defences which it exhibited were upon such .a scale of strength 
as induced Bothwell to exclaim, ' It's well this place is in honest 
and loyal hands. Egad, if the enemy had it^ a dozen of old 
Whigamore wives with their distafis might keep it against a 
troop of dragoons, at least if they had half the spunk of the 
old girl we left at Milnwood. Upon my life,' he continued, as 
they came in front of the large double tower and its surroimd- 
ing defences and flankers, ' it is a superb place, founded, says 
the worn inscription over the gate — ^unless the renmant of my 
Latin has given me the slip — ^by Sir Ralph de Bellenden in 
1350, a respectable antiquity. I must greet the old lady with 
due honour, though it should put me to the labour of recalling 
some of the compliments that I \ised to dabble in when I was 
wont to keep that sort of company.* 

As he thus communed with himself, the butler, who had 
reconnoitred the soldiers from an arrow -slit in the wall, 
announced to his lady that a commanded party of dragoons, 
or, as he thought, Life Guardsmen, waited at the gate with a 
prisoner imder their charge. 

'I am certain,' said Gudyill, 'and positive, that the sixth 
man is a prisoner ; for his horse is led, and the two dragoons 
that are before have their carabines out of their budgets, and 
rested upon their thighs. It was aye the way we guarded 
prisoners in the days of the Great Marquis.' 

'King's soldiers!' said the lady; 'probably in want of re- 
freshment. Cro, Gudyill, make them welcome, and let them be 
accommodated with what provision and forage the Tower can 
afford. And stay, tell my gentlewoman to bring my black 
scarf and manteau. I will go down myself to receive them ; 
one cannot show the King's Life Guards too much respect in 
times when they are doing so much for royal authority. And 
d'ye hear, Gudyill, let Jenny Dennison slip on her pearlings to 
walk before my niece and me, and the three women to walk 
behind ; and bid my niece attend me instantly.' 

Fully accoutred, and attended according to her directions. 
Lady Margaret now sailed out into the courtyard of her tower 
with great courtesy and dignity. Seigeant Bothwell saluted 
the grave and reverend lady of the manor with an assurance 
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which had something of the light and careless address of the 
dissipated men of fa^on in Charles the Second's time, and did 
not at all savour of the awkward or rude manners of a non- 
commissioned officer of dragoons. His language, as well as his 
manners, seemed also to be refined for the time and occasion ; 
though the truth was that, in the fluctuations of an ad- 
venturous and profligate life, Bothwell had sometimes kept 
company much better suited to his ancestry than to his present 
situation of life. To the lady's request to know whether she 
could be of service to them he answered, with a suitable bow, 
'That as they had to march some miles farther that night, 
they would be much accommodated by permission to rest ti^eir 
horses for an hour before continidng their journey.' 

'With the greatest pleasure,' answered Lady Margaret; 
' and I trust that my people will see that neither horse nor 
men want suitable re&eshment.' 

'We are well aware, madam,' continued Bothwell, 'that 
such has always been the reception, within the walls of Tillie- 
tudlem, of those who served the king.' 

'We have studied to discharge our duty faithfully and 
loyally on all occasions, sir,' answered Lady Margaret, pleased 
with the compliment, 'both to our monarchs and to their 
followers, particularly to their faithful soldiers. It is not long 
ago, and it probably has not escaped the recollection of his 
sacred Majesty now on the throne, since he himself honoured 
my poor house with his presence, and breakfasted in a room in 
this castle, Mr. Sergeant, which my waiting-gentlewoman shall 
show you ; we still call it the King's room.' 

Bothwell had by this time dismounted his party and com- 
mitted the horses to the charge of one file and the prisoner to 
that of another ; so that he himself was at liberty to continue 
the conversation which the lady had so condescendingly opened. 

' Since the King, my master, had the honour to experience 
your hospitality, I cannot wonder that it is extended to those 
that serve him, and whose principal merit is doing it with 
fidelity. And yet I have a nearer relation to his Majesty than 
this coarse red coat would seem to indicate.' 

' Indeed, sir 1 Probably,' said Lady Margaret, ' you have be- 
longed to his household ? ' 

' Not exactly, madam, to his household, but rather to his 
house ; a connexion through which I may claim kindred with 
most of the best families in Scotland, not, I believe, exclusive 
of that of Tillietudlem.' 
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' Sir ! ' said the old lady, drawing herself up with dignity 
at hearing what she conceiyed an impertinent jest, * I do not 
understand you.' 

' It's but a foolish subject for one in my situation to talk of, 
madam,' answered the trooper ; ' but you must hare heard of 
the histonr and misfortunes of my grandfather Francis Stewart, 
to whom James I., his cousin-german, gave the title of Bothwell, 
as my comrades give me the nickname. It was not in the long- 
run more adyantageous to him than it is to me.' 

* Indeed ! ' said Lady Margaret^ with much sympathy and 
surprise. 'I hare indeed always understood that the grand- 
son of the last earl was in necessitous circumstances, but I 
should neyer haye expected to see him so low in the seryice. 
With such connexions, what ill fortune could have reduced 
you ' 

' Nothing much out of the ordinary course, I belieye, madam,' 
said Bothwell, interrupting and anticipating the question. * I 
haye had my moments of good luck like my neighbours, haye 
drunk my bottle with Rochester, thrown a merry main with 
Buckingham, and fought at Tangiers side by side with Sheffield. 
But my luck neyer lasted ; I could not make useful friends out 
of my jolly companions. Perhaps I was not sufficiently aware,' 
he continued, with some bitterness, * how much the descendant 
of the Scottish Stewarts was honoured by being admitted into 
the conyiyialities of Wilmot and Villiers.' 

' But your Scottish friends, Mr. Stewart^ your relations here, 
so numerous and so powerful 1 ' 

* Why, ay, my lady,' replied the sergeant^ * I belieye some of 
them might haye made me their gamekeeper, for I am a toler- 
able shot ; some of them would haye entertained me as their 
brayo^ for I can use my sword well ; and here and there was 
one who, when better company was not to be had, would haye 
made me his companion, since I can drink my tiiree bottles of 
wine. But I don't know how it is, between seryice and seryice 
among my kinsmen, I prefer that of my cousin Charles as the 
most creditable of them all, although the pay is but poor and 
the liyery far from splendid.' 

' It is a shame, it is a burning scandal ! ' said Lady Margaret. 
' Why do you not apply to his most sacred Majesty ? He cannot 
but be surprised to hear that a scion of his august family ' 

' I beg your pardon, madam,' interrupted the sergeant, * I 
am but a blunt soldier, and I trust you will excuse me when I 
say, his most sacred Majesty is more busy in grafting scions of 
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his own than with nourishing those which were planted by his 
grandfother's grandfather.' 

'Well, Mr. Stewart,' said Lady Margaret, *one thing you 
must promise me, remain at Tillietudlem to-night ; to-morrow 
I expect your commanding officer, the gallant Claverhouse, to 
whom king and country are so much obliged for his exertions 
against those who would turn the world upside down. I will 
speak to him on the subject of your speedy promotion ; and I 
am certain he feels too much both what is due to the blood 
which is in your veins, and to the request of a lady so highly 
distinguished as myself by his most sacred Majesty, not to make 
better provision for you than you have yet received.' 

* I am much obliged to your ladyship, and I certainly will 
remain here with my prisoner since you request it, especially 
as it will be the earliest way of presenting him to Colonel 
Grahame and obtaining his idtimate orders about the young 
spark.' 

' Who is your prisoner, pray you 1 ' said Lady Margaret. 

' A young fellow of rather the better class in this neighbour^ 
hood, who has been so incautious as to give countenance to one 
of the murderers of the primate, and to facilitate the dog's 
escape.' 

* 0, fie upon him ! ' said Lady Margaret ; ' I am but too apt 
to foigive the injuries I have received at the hands of these 
rogues, though some of them, Mr. Stewart, are of a kind not 
like to be forgotten ; but those who would abet the perpetrators 
of so cruel and deliberate a homicide on a single man, an old 
man, and a man of the Archbishop's sacred profession — fie 
upon him ! If you wish to make him secure with little trouble 
to your people, I will cause Harrison or Gudyill look for the 
key of our pit^ or principal dungeon. It has not been open 
since the week after the victory of Kilsyth, when my poor Sir 
Arthur Bellenden put twenty Whigs into it ; but it is not more 
than two stories beneath ground, so it cannot be unwholesome, 
especially as I rather believe there is somewhere an opening to 
the outer air.' 

'I beg your pardon, madam,' answered the sergeant; 'I 
daresay the dungeon is a most admirable one; but I have 
promised to be civil to the lad, and I will take care he is 
watched so as to render escape impossible. Ill set those to 
look after him shall keep him as fast as if his legs were in the 
boots, or his fingers in the thumbikins.' 

* Well, Mr, Stewart^' rejoined the lady, *you best know your 
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own duty. I heartily wish you good evening, and commit you 
to the care of my steward, Harrison. I would ask you to keep 
ourselves company, but a — a — a ' 

^ 0, madam, it requires no apology ; I am sensible the coarse 
red coat of King Charles II. does and ought to annihilate the 
privileges of the red blood of King James V.' 

*Not with me, I do assure you, Mr. Stewart; you do me 
injustice if you think so. I will speak to your oflScer to-morrow ; 
and I trust you shall soon find yourself in a rank where there 
shall be no anomalies to be reconciled.' 

* I believe, madam,* said Both well, * your goodness will find 
itself deceived ; but I am obliged to you for your intention, 
and, at all events, I will have a merry night with Mr. Harri- 
son.' 

Lady Margaret took a ceremonious leave, with all the respect 
which she owed to royal blood, even when flowing in the veins 
of a sergeant of the Life Guards, again assuring Mr. Stewart 
that whatever was in the Tower of Tillietudlem was heartily at 
his service and that of his attendants. 

Sergeant Bothwell did not fail to take the lady at her word, 
and readily forgot the height from which his family had 
descended in a joyous carousal, during which Mr. Harrison 
exerted himself to produce the best wine in the cellar, and to 
excite his guest to be merry by that seducing example which, 
in matters of conviviality, goes farther thaii precept. Old 
Gudyill associated himself with a party so much to his taste, 
pretty much as Davy, in the Second Part of Henry the Fourth^ 
mingles in the revels of his master, Justice Shallow. He ran 
down to the cellar at the risk of breaking his neck to ransack 
some private catacomb known, as he boasted, only to himself, 
and which never either had or should, d\iring his superintendence, 
render forth a bottle of its contents to any one but a real king's 
friend. 

' When the Duke dined here,' said the butler, seating himself 
at a distance from the table, being somewhat overawed by 
Both well's genealogy, but yet hitching his seat half a yard nearer 
at every clause of his speech, * my leddy was importunate to 
have a bottle of that Burgimdy (here he advanced his seat a 
little) ; but I dinna ken how it was, Mr. Stewart, I misdoubted 
him. I jaloused him, sir, no to be the friend to government 
he pretends : the family are not to lippen to. That auld Duke 
James lost his heart before he lost his head ; and the Worcester 
man was but wersh parritch, neither gude to fry, boil, nor sup 
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cauld/ With this witty observation, he completed his first 
parallel, and commenced a zigzag after the manner of an ex- 
perienced engineer, in order to continue his approaches to the 
table. ' Sae, sir, the faster my leddy cried, " Bui^gundy to his 
Grace — the auld Burgundy — the choice Burgundy — the Bur- 
gundy that came ower in the thirty-nine," the mair did I say 
to mysell, " Deil a drap gangs down his hause unless I was mair 
sensible o' his principles : sack and claret may serve him/' Na, 
na, gentlemen, as lang as I hae the trust o' butler in this house 
o' 'nilietudlem. 111 tak it upon me to see that nae disloyal or 
doubtfu' person is the better o' our binns. But when I can 
find a true friend to the king and his cause, and a moderate 
episcopacy ; when I find a man, as I say, that will stand by 
CHiurch and Crown as I did mysell in my master's life, and all 
through Montrose's time, I think there's naething in the cellar 
ower gude to be spared on him.' 

By this time he had completed a lodgment in the body of the 
place, or, in other words, advanced his seat close to the table. 

'And now, Mr. Francis Stewart of Bothwell, I have the 
honour to drink your gude health and a commission t'ye, and 
much luck may ye have in raking this country clear o' Whigs 
and Roimdheads, fanatics and Covenanters.' 

Bothwell, who, it may well be believed, had long ceased to 
be very scrupulous in point of society, which he regulated more 
by his convenience and station in life than his ancestry, 
readily answered the butler's pledge, acknowledging, at the 
same time, the excellence of the wine ; and Mr. Gudyill, thus 
adopted a regular member of the company, continued to furnish 
them with the means of mirth until an early hour in the next 
morning. 



CHAPTER X 

Did I but pnrpoee to embark with thee 
On the smooth surface of a sommer sea, 
And wonld forsake the skiff and make the shore 
When the winds whistle and the tempests roar ! 

Prior. 

Whilb Lady Margaret held, with the high-descended sergeant 
of dragoons, the oonference which we have detailed in the pre- 
ceding pages, her grand-daughter, partaking in a less degree her 
ladyship's enthusiasm for fJl who were sprung of the blood 
royal, did not honour Sergeant Bothwell with more attention 
than a single glance, which showed her a tall powerful person 
and a set of hardy weatherbeaten features, to which pride and 
dissipation had /ven an air whero disc^nt mingled with the 
reckless gaiety of desperation. The other soldiers offered still 
less to detach her consideration ; but from the prisoner, muffled 
and disguised as he was, she found it impossible to withdraw 
her eyes. Yet she blamed herself for indulging a curiosity 
which seemed obviously to give pain to him who was its object. 

* I wish,' she said to Jenny Dennison, who was the imme- 
diate attendant on her person — ' I wish we knew who that poor 
fellow is.* 

< I was just thinking sae mysell. Miss Edith,' said the wait- 
ing woman ; ' but it canna be Cuddie Headngg, because he's 
taller and no sae stout.' 

' Yet,' continued Miss Bellenden, * it may be some poor neigh- 
bour for whom we might have cause to interest ourselves.' 

' I can sune learn wha he is,' said the enterprising Jenny, < if 
the sodgers were anes settled and at leisure, for I ken ane o' 
them very weel — ^the best-looking and the youngest o* them.' 

*I think you know all the idle yoimg fellows about the 
country,' answered her mistress. 

' Na, Miss Edith, I am no sae free o' my acquaintance as 
that,' answered the JUU-de-chombre. ' To be sure, folk canna 
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help kenning the folk by head-mark that they see aye glowring 
and looking at them at kirk and market ; but I ken few lads 
to speak to unless it be them o' the family, and the three 
Steinsons, and Tam Rand, and the young miller, and the five 
Howisons in Nethersheils, and lang Tam Gilry, and ' 

' Pray cut short a list of exceptions which threatens to be a 
long one, and tell me how you come to know this young soldier,' 
said Miss Bellenden. 

* Lord, Miss Edith, it's Tam Halliday, Trooper Tam, as they 
ca' hun, that was wounded by the hill-folk at the conventicle 
at Outerside Muir, and lay here while he was under cure. I 
can ask him onything, and Tam will no refuse to answer me, 
111 be caution for him.' 

' Try, then,' said Miss Edith, ' if you can find an opportunity 
to ask lidm the name of his prisoner, and come to my room and 
tell me what he says.' 

Jenny Dennison proceeded on her errand, but soon returned 
with such a face of surprise and dismay as evinced a deep 
interest in the fate of the prisoner. 

' What is the matter f ' said Edith, anxiously ; ' does it prove 
to be Cuddie, after all, poor fellow ? ' 

'Ouddie, Miss Edith ! Na ! na ! it's nae Cuddie,' blubbered 
out the faithfiil fill&<[e-chambrej sensible of the pain which her 
news were about to inflict on her young mistress. ' dear, 
Miss Edith, it's young Milnwood himsell ! ' 

' Young Milnwood ! ' exclaimed Edith, aghast in her turn ; 
' it is impossible — totally impossible ! His uncle attends the 
clergyman indulged by law, and has no connexion whatever 
with the refractory people ; and he himself has never interfered 
in this imhappy dissension. He must be totally innocent, 
unless he has been standing up for some invaded right.' 

' 0, my dear Miss Edith,' said her attendant^ ' l£ese are not 
days to ask what's right or what's wrang ; if he were as innocent 
as the new-bom infant^ they would find some way of making 
him guilty if they liked ; but Tam Halliday says it will touch 
his life, for he has been resetting ane o' the Fife gentlemen 
that killed that auld carle of an archbishop.' 

' His life ! ' exclaimed Edith, starting hastily up, and speaking 
with a hurried and tremulous accent; Hhey cannot, they 
shall not ; I will speak for him ; they shall not hurt him ! ' 

*0, my dear yoimg leddy, think on your grandmother; 
think on the danger and the difficulty,' added Jenny ; ^ for he's 
kept imder close confinement till Claverhouse comes up in the 
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morning, and if he doesna gie him full satisfaction, Tarn Halli- 
day says there will be brief wark wi' him. Kneel down — mak 
ready — ^present — fire — ^just as they did wi* auld deaf John Mac- 
briar that never understood a single question they pat till him, 
and sae lost his life for lack o' hearing.' 

'Jenny,' said the young lady, *if he should die I will die 
with him. There is no time to talk of danger or difficulty ; I 
will put on a plaid and slip down with you to the place where 
they have kept him ; I will throw myself at the feet of the 
sentinel and entreat him, as he has a soul to be saved ' 

' £h, guide us 1 ' interrupted the maid, ' our young leddy at 
the feet o' Trooper Tam, and speaking to him about his soul, 
when the puir chield hardly kens whether he has ane or no, 
unless that he whiles swears by it ! That will never do ; but 
what maim be maun be, and I'll never desert a true-love cause. 
And sae if ye maun see young Milnwood, though I ken nae 
gude it will do but to make baith your hearts the sairer, I'll 
e'en tak the risk o't^ and try to manage Tam Halliday. But ye 
maun let me hae my ain gate and no speak ae word ; he's keep- 
ing guard o'er Milnwood in the easter round of the Tower.' 

'60, go, fetch me a plaid,' said Edith. 'Let me but see 
him, and I will find some remedy for his danger. Haste ye, 
Jenny, as ever ye hope to have good at my hands.' 

Jenny hastened, and soon returned with a plaid, in which 
Edith muffled herself so as completely to screen her face, and 
in part to disguise her person. This was a mode of arranging 
the plaid very common among the ladies of that century and 
the earlier part of the succeeding one ; so much so, indeed, that 
the venerable sages of the Kirk, conceiving that the mode gave 
tempting facilities for intrigue, directed more than one act of 
Assembly against this use of the mantle. But fashion, as 
usual, proved too strong for authority, and while plaids con- 
tinued to be worn, women of all ranks occasionally employed 
them as a sort of muffler or veil.* Her face and figure thus 
concealed, Edith, holding by her attendant's arm, hastened with 
trembling steps to the place of Morton's confinement. 

This was a small study or closet in one of the turrets, open- 
ing upon a gallery in which the sentinel was pacing to and fro ; 
for Sergeant Bothwell, scrupulous in observing his word, and 
perhaps touched with some compassion for the prisoner's youth 
and genteel demeanour, had waived the indignity of putting his 
guard into the same apartment with him. Halliday, therefore, 

* See OoncealiDg tlie Face. Note 16. 
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with his carabine on his arm, walked up and down the gallery, 
occasionally solacing himself with a draught of ale, a huge 
flagon of which stood upon the table at one end of the apart- 
ment) and at other times himmiing the lively Scottish air — 

' Between Saint Johnstone and Bonny Dundee, 
rU gar ye be fain to follow me.' 

Jenny Dennison cautioned her mistress once more to let her 
take her own way. 

*I can manage the trooper weel eneugh,* she said, *for as 
rough as he is ; I ken their nature weel ; but ye maunna say a 
single word.* 

She accordingly opened the door of the gallery just as the 
sentinel had turned his back from it, and taking up the time 
which he hummed, she sung in a coquettish tone of rustic 
raillery — 

* If I were to follow a poor sodger lad, 

My friends wad be angry, my minnio bo mad ; 
A laird, or a lord, they were fitter for me, 
Sae rU never be fain to follow thee.' 

* A fair challenge, by Jove,' cried the sentinel, turning round, 
' and from two at once. But it's not easy to bang the soldier 
with his bandoleers'; then taking up the song where the damsel 
had stopt — 

* To follow me ye weel may be glad, 

A share of my supper, a share of my bed, 

To the sound of the drum to range fearless and free, 

I'll gar ye be fain to follow me. 

Come, my pretty lass, and kiss me for my song.' 

' I should not have thought of that, Mr. Halliday,' answered 
Jenny with a look and tone expressing just the necessary degree 
of contempt at the proposal, * and, I'se assure ye, ye'U hae but 
little o' my company unless ye show gentler havings. It wasna 
to hear that sort o' nonsense that brought me here wi' my 
friend, and ye should think shame o' yoursell, 'at should ye.' 

* Umph ! and what sort of nonsense did bring you here then, 
Mrs. Dennison r 

*My kinswoman has some particular business with your 
prisoner, young Mr. Harry Morton, and I am come wi' her to 
speak till him.' 

* The devil you are ! ' answered the sentinel ; * and pray, Mrs. 
DennlBon, how do your kinswoman and you propose to get in ? 
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You are rather too plump to whisk through a keyhole, and 
opening the door is a thing not to be spoke of.' 

' It's no a thing to be spoken o', but a thing to be dune,* 
replied the persevering damsel. 

* We'll see about that, my bonny Jenny ' ; and the soldier re- 
sumed his march, humming as he walked to and fro along the 
gallery — 

Keek into the draw-well, 

Janet, Janet, 
Then ye'U see your bonny sell, 

My jo Janet.' 

* So ye're no thinking to let us in, Mr. Halliday ? Weel, weel ; 
gude e'en to you ; ye hae seen the last o' me, and o' this bonny 
die too,' said Jenny, holding between her finger and thumb a 
splendid silver dollar. 

'Give hun gold, give him gold,' whispered the agitated 
young lady. 

/Silver's e'en ower gude fpr the like o' him,' replied Jenny, 
' that disna care for the blink o' a bonny lassie's ee ; and what's 
waur, he wad think there was something mair in't than a kins- 
woman o' mine. My certy ! siller's no sae plenty wi' us, let 
alane gowd.' Having addressed this advice aside to her 
mistress, she raised her voice, and said, ' My cousin winna stay 
ony langer, Mr. Halliday ; sae, if ye please, gude e'en t'ye.' 

'Halt a bit — halt a bit^' said the trooper; 'rein up and 
parley, Jenny. If I let your kinswoman in to speak to my 
prisoner, you must stay here and keep me company till she 
come out again, and then we'll all be well pleased, you know.' 

* The fiend be in my feet then,' said Jenny ; ' d'ye think my 
kinswoman and me are gaun to lose our gude name wi' crack- 
ing clavers wi' the like o' you or your prisoner either, without 
somebody by to see fair play f Hegh, hegh, sirs, to see sic a 
difference between folks' promises and performance ! Ye were 
aye willing to slight puir Cuddle ; but an I had asked him to 
oblige me in a thing, though it had been to cost his hanging, 
he wadna hae stude twice about it.' 

* D — ^n Cuddie ! ' retorted the dragoon, * hell be hanged in 
good earnest^ I hope. I saw him to-day at Milnwood with 

his old Puritanical b of a mother, and if I had thought I 

was to have had him cast in my dish, I would have brought 
him up at my horse's tail ; we had law enough to bear us out.' 

' Very weel — ^very weel. See if Cuddie winna hae a lang shot 
at you ane o' thae days, if ye gar him tak the muir wi' sae 



OLD MORTALITY 95 

mony honest folk. He can hit a mark brawly ; he was third 
at the popinjay ; and he's as true of his promise as of ee and 
hand, though he disna mak sic a phrase about it as some 
acquaintance o' yours. But it's a' ane to me. Gome, cousin, 
well awa\* 

' Stay, Jenny ; d — ^n me, if I hang fire more than another 
when I have said a thing,' said the soldier, in a hesitating tone. 
* Where is the sergeant ? ' 

' Drinking and driving bwer,' quoth Jenny, ' wi' the steward 
and John Gudyill.' 

'So, so, he's safe enough; and where are my comrades t' 
asked Halliday. 

' Birling the brown bowl wi' the fowler and the falconer and 
some o' the serving folk.' 

' Have they plenty of ale T 

' Sax gallons as gude as e'er was masked,' said the maid. 

' Well, then, my pretty Jenny,' said the relenting sentinel, 
' they are fast till the hour of relieving guard, and perhaps 
something later ; and so if you will promise to come alone the 
next time ' 

' Maybe I will and maybe I winna,' said Jenny ; ' but if ye 
get the dollar, yell like that just as weel.' 

'Ill be d — ^n'd if I do,' said Halliday, taking the money, 
however; 'but it's always something for my risk, for if 
Claverhouse hears what I have done he will buUd me a horse 
as high as the Tower of Tillietudlem. But every one in the 
raiment takes what they can come by ; I am sure Bothwell 
and his blood royal shows us a good example. And if I were 
trusting to you, you little jilting devil, I should lose both pains 
and powder ; whereas this fellow,' looking at the piece, ' will be 
good as far as he goes. So^ come, there is the door open for 
you ; do not stay groaning and praying with the young Whig 
now, but be ready, when I call at the door, to start as if they 
were soimding " Horse and away." ' 

So speaking, Halliday unlocked the door of the closet, 
admitted Jenny and her pretended kinswoman, locked it behind 
them, and hastily reassumed the indi£ferent measured step and 
time-killing whistle of a sentinel upon his regular duty. 

The door, which slowly opened, discovered Morton with both 
arms reclined upon a table, and his head resting upon them in 
a posture of deep dejection. He raised his face as the door 
opened, and perceiving the female figures which it admitted, 
started up in great surprise. Edith, as if modesty had quelled 
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the courage which despair had bestowed, stood about a yard 
from the door without having either the power to speak or to 
advance. All the plans of aid, relief, or comfort which she 
had proposed to lay before her lover seemed at once to have 
vanished from her recollection, and left only a painful chaos of 
ideas, with which was mingled a fear that she had degraded 
herself in the eyes of Morton by a step which might appear 
precipitate and imfeminine. She himg motionless and almost 
powerless upon the arm of her attendant^ who in vain en- 
deavoured to reassure and inspire her with courage by whisper- 
ing, 'We are in now, madam, and we maim mnk the best o' 
our time ; for doubtless the corporal or the sergeant will gang 
the roimds, and it wad be a pity to hae the poor lad Halliday 
punished for his civility.* 

Morton in the meantime was timidly advancing, suspecting 
the truth ; for what other female in the house excepting Edith 
herself was likely to take an interest in his misfortimes ? and 
yet afraid, owing to the doubtful twilight and the muffled 
dress, of making some mistake which might be prejudicial to 
the object of his affections. 

Jenny, whose ready wit and forward manners well qualified 
her for such an office, hastened to break the ice. 'Mr. 
Morton, Miss Edith's very sorry for your present situation, 
and * 

It was needless to say more ; he was at her side, almost at 
her feet^ pressing her unresisting hands and loading her with 
a profusion of thanks and gratitude which would be hardly 
intelligible from the mere broken words, imless we cotdd de- 
scribe the tone, the gesture, the impassioned and hurried in- 
dications of deep and tumultuous feeling with which they were 
accompanied. 

For two or three minutes Edith stood as motionless as the 
statue of a saint which receives the adoration of a worshipper ; 
and when she recovered herself sufficiently to withdraw her 
hands from Henry's grasp she could at first only faintly arti- 
culate, ' I have taken a strange step, Mr. Morton — a step,' she 
continued with more coherence, as her ideas arranged them- 
selves in consequence of a strong effort, 'that perhaps may 
expose me to censure in your eyes. But I have long permitted 
you to use the language of friendship — perhaps I might say 
more — too long to leave you when the world seems to have left 
you. How or why is this imprisonment 1 what can be done 1 
Can my uncle, who thinks so highly of you— can yoiu* own 
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kinsman, Milnwood, be of no use? are there no means? and 
what is likely to be the event ? ' 

' Be what it will/ answered Heniy, oontriying to make him- 
self master of the hand that had escaped from him, but which 
was now again abandoned to his clasp — ' be what it will, it is to 
me from this moment the most welcome incident of a weaiy 
life. To you, dearest Edith — forgive me, I should have said 
Miss Bellenden, but misfortune claims strange privileges, — to 
you I have owed the few happy moments which have gilded a 
gloomy existence ; and if I am now to lay it down, the recollec- 
tion of this honour will be my happiness in the last hour of 
8u£fering.* 

'But is it even thus, Mr. Morton?' said Miss Bellenden. 
' Have you, who used to mix so little in these unhappy feuds, 
become so suddenly and deeply implicated that nothing short 

of ' She paused, imable to bring out the word which should 

have come next. 

* Nothing short of my life, you would say ? * replied Morton, 
in a calm but melancholy tone ; ' I believe that will be entirely 
in the bosoms of my judges. My guards spoke of a possibility 
of exchanging the penalty for entry into foreign service. I 
thought I could have embraced the alternative ; and yet, Miss 
Bellenden, since I have seen you once more I feel that exile 
would be more galling than death.' 

' And is it then true,' said Edith, ' that you have been so 
desperately rash as to entertain communication with any of 
those cruel wretches who assassinated the primate ? ' 

<I knew not even that such a crime had been conmiitted,' 
replied Morton, ' when I gave unhappily a night's lodging and 
concealment to one of those rash and cruel men, the ancient 
friend and comrade of my father. But my ignorance will avail 
me little; for who. Miss Bellenden, save you will believe it? 
And what is worse, I am at least uncertain whether, even if 
I had known the crime, I could have brought my mind, under 
all the circumstances, to refuse a temporary refuge to the 
fugitive.' 

'And by whom,' said Edith, anxiously, 'or under what 
authority will the investigation of your conduct take place ? ' 

' Under that of Colonel Grahame of Claverhouse, I am given 
to imderstand,' said Morton ; ' one of the militaiy commission, 
to whom it has pleased our king, our privy council, and oiu* 
parliament^ that used to be more tenacious of our liberties, to 
commit the sole charge of our goods and of our lives.' 

VI 7 
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'To Claverhouset' said Edith, faintly; 'merciful Heaven, 
you are lost ere you are tried ! He wrote to my grandmother 
that he was to be here to-morrow morning on his road to the 
head of the coimty, where some desperate men, animated by 
the presence of two or three of the actors in the primate's 
murder, are said to have assembled for the purpose of making 
a stand against the government. His expressions made me 
shudder even when I could not guess that — ^that — a friend ' 

' Do not be too much alarmed on my account, my dearest 
Edith,' said Henry, as he supported her in his arms ; ' Claver- 
hoiise, though stem and relentless, is, by all accounts, brave, 
fair, and honourable. I am a soldier's son, and will plead my 
cause like a soldier. He will perhaps listen more favourably 
to a blimt and unvarnished defence than a truckling and time- 
serving judge might do. And, indeed, in a time when justice 
is in all its branches so completely corrupted, I would rather 
lose my life by open military violence than be conjured out of 
it by the hocus-pocus of some arbitrary lawyer, who lends the 
knowledge he has of the statutes, made for our protection, to 
wrest them to our destruction.' 

* You are lost — ^you are lost, if you are to plead your cause 
with Claverhouse ! ' sighed Edith ; ' root and branch-work is the 
mildest of his expressions. The unhappy primate was his 
intimate friend and early patron. '' No excuse, no subterfuge," 
said his letter, ** shall save either those connected with the deed, 
or such as have given them countenance and shelter, from the 
ample and bitter penalty of the law, until I shall have taken 
as many lives in vengeance of this atrocious murder as the old 
man had grey hairs upon his venerable head." There is neither 
ruth nor favour to be found with him.' 

Jenny Dennison, who had hitherto remained silent, now 
ventured, in the extremity of distress which the lovers felt, 
but for which they were unable to devise a remedy, to offer 
her own advice. 

' Wi' your leddyship's pardon. Miss Edith, and young Mr. 
Morton's, we mamma waste time. Let Milnwood take my 
plaid and gown ; I'll slip them aff in the dark comer if he'll 
promise no to look about, aud he may walk past Tam Halliday 
who is half blind with his ale, and I can tell him a canny way 
to get out o' the Tower, and your leddyship will gang quietly 
to your ain room, and 111 row mysell in his grey cloak and pit 
on his hat, and play the prisoner till the coast's clear, and then 
I'll cry in Tam Halliday and gar him let me out.' 
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* Let you out ! ' said Morton ; * the/11 make your life answer 
it/ 

* Ne'er a bit>' replied Jenny. * Tarn dauma tell he let ony- 
body in, for his ain sake ; and 111 gar him find some other gate 
to account for the escape.' 

* Will you, by G — ? ' said the sentinel, suddenly opening 
the door of the apartment ; ' if I am half blind I am not deaf, 
and you should not plan an escape quite so loud if you expect 
to go through with it. Come, come, Mrs. Janet — ^march, troop- 
quick time— trot, d — ^n me ! And you, madam kinswoman ; I 
won't ask your real name, though you were going to play me so 
rascally a trick, but I must make a clear garrison ; so beat a 
retreat, unless you would have me turn out the guard,' 

* I hope,' said Mortx)n, very anxiously, * you will not mention 
this circumstance, my good friend, and trust to my honour to 
acknowledge your civility in keeping the secret. If you over- 
heard our conversation, you must have observed that we did 
not accept of, or enter into, the hasty proposal made by this 
good-natured girl.' 

'Oh, devili^ good-natured to be siu^,' said Halliday. 'As 
for the rest, I guess how it is, and I scorn to bear malice or tell 
tales as much as another ; but no thanks to that little jilting 
devil, Jenny Dennison, who deserves a tight skelping for trying 
to lead an honest lad into a scrape, just because he was so silly 
as to like her good-for-little chit face.' 

Jenny had no better means of justification than the last 
apology to which her sex trusty and usually not in vain : she 
pressed her handkerchief to her face, sobb^ with great vehe- 
mence, and either wept or managed, as Halliday might have 
said, to go through the motions wonderfully well. 

'And now,' continued the soldier, somewhat mollified, 'if 
you have anything to say, say it in two minutes and let me see 
your backs turned ; for, if Both well take it into his drunken 
head to make the rounds half an hour too soon, it will be a 
black business to us all.' 

' Farewell, Edith,' whispered Mortx)n, assuming a firmness he 
was far from possessing ; ' do not remain here ; leave me to my 
fate ; it cannot be beyond endurance since you are interested 
in it. Good-night — good-night ! Do not remain here till you 
are discovered.' 

Thus saying, he resigned her to her attendant, by whom 
she was partly led and partly supported out of the apart- 
ment. 
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< Every one has his taste, to be sure,' said Halliday ; ' but 
d — n me if I would have vexed so sweet a girl as that is for all 
the Whigs that ever swore the Covenant.' 

When Edith had regained her apartment she gave way 
to a burst of grief which alarmed Jenny Dennison, who 
hastened to administer such scraps of consolation as occurred 
to her. 

' Dinna vex yoursell sae muckle, Miss Edith,' said that faith- 
ful attendant; 'wha kens what may happen to help young 
Milnwood f He's a brave lad and a bonny, and a gentleman of 
a good fortune, and they winna string the like o' him up as 
they do the puir Whig bodies that they catch in the muirs like 
straps o' onions. Maybe his uncle will bring him aff, or maybe 
your ain grand-uncle will speak a gude word for him ; he's weel 
acquent wi' a' the red-coat gentlemen.' 

' You are right, Jenny — ^you are rights' said Edith, recovering 
herself from the stupor into which she had sunk ; ' this is no 
time for despair, but for exertion. You must find some one to 
ride this very night to my imde's with a letter.' 

' To Chamwood, madajn ? It's unco late, and it's sax miles 
an' a bittock doun the water ; I doubt if we can find man and 
horse the nighty mair especially as they hae mounted a sentinel 
before the gate. Puir Cuddie ! he's gane, puir fallow, that wad 
hae dune aught in the warld I bade him, and ne'er asked a 
reason ; an' I've had nae time to draw up wi' the new pleugh-lad 
yet; forbye that^ they say he's gaun to be married to Meg 
Murdieson, ill-faur'd cuttie as she is.' 

' You nmst find some one to go, Jenny ; life and death depend 
upon it.' 

' I wad gang mysell, my leddy, for I could creep out at the 
window o' ^e pantry, and speel down by the auld yew-tree weel 
eneugh ; I hae played that trick ere now. But the road's unco 
wild, and sae mony redcoats about, forbye the Whigs, that are 
no muckle better — ^the yoimg lads o' them — if they meet a fraim 
body their lane in the muirs. I wadna stand for the walk ; I 
can walk ten miles by moonlight weel eneugh.' 

' Is there no one you can think of that, for money or favour, 
would serve me so fart ' asked Edith in great anxiety. 

' I dinna ken,' said Jenny after a moment's consideration, 
* unless it be Guse Gibbie ; and hell maybe no ken the way, 
though it's no sae difficult to hit if he keep the horse-road and 
mind the turn at the Gappercleugh, and dinna drown himsell in 
the Whomlekim pule, or fa' ower the scaur at the Deil's Loaning, 
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or miss ony o' the kittle steps at the Pass o' Walkwary, or be 
carried to the hills by the WMgs, or be taen to the tolbooth by 
the redcoats.' 

'All ventures must be run,' said Edith, cutting short the 
list of chances against Goose Gibbie's safe arrival at the end of 
his pilgrimage — ' all risks must be run, imless you can find a 
better messenger. €k>, bid the boy get ready, and get him out 
of the Tower as secretly as you can. If he meets any one, let 
him say he is carrying a letter to Major Bellenden of Chamwood, 
but without mentioning any names.' 

' I understand, madam,' said Jenny Dennison. ' I warrant 
the callant will do weel eneugh, and Tib the hen-wife will tak 
care o' the geese for a word o' my mouth ; and 111 tell Gibbie 
your leddyship will mak his peace wi' Lady Margaret^ and well 
gie him a dollar.' 

'Two if he does his errand well,' said Edith. 

Jenny departed to rouse Goose Gibbie out of his slumbers, 
to which he was usually consigned at sundown or shortly after, 
he keeping the hours of the birds imder his chaige. During 
her absence Edith took her writing materials and prepared 
against her return the following letter, superscribed — 

For the hands of Major Bellenden of Chamwood, my much 
honoured imcle. These : 

' Mt dbar Unclb — This will serve to inform you I am desirous 
to know how your gout is, as we did not see you at the wappen- 
schaw, which made both my grandmother and myself very 
imeasy. And if it will permit you to travel, we shall be happy 
to see you at our poor house to-morrow at the hour of brecJc- 
fast, as Colonel Grahame of Claverhouse is to pass this way 
on his march, and we would willingly have your assistance to 
receive and entertain a military man of such distinction, who 
probably will not be much delighted with the company of 
women. Also, my dear uncle, I pray you to let Mrs. Care- 
for't, your housekeeper, send me my double-trimmed paduasoy 
with the hanging sleeves, which she will find in the third 
drawer of the walnut press in the green room, which you are 
so kind as to call mine. Also, my dear uncle, I pray you to 
send me the second volume of the Grand Cyrus, as I have 
only read as far as the imprisonment of Philidaspes upon the 
seven hundredth and thirty -third page; but, above all, I 
entreat you to come to us to-morrow before eight of the clock, 
which, as your pacing nag is so good, you may well do with- 
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out rising before your usual hour. So, praying to God to 
preserve your health, I rest your dutiful and loving niece» 

'Edith Bbllbndsn. 

* Posticriptum, — ^A party of soldiers have last night brought 
your friend, young Mr. Henry Morton of Milnwood, hither as 
a prisoner. I conclude you will be sorry for the young 
gentleman, and, therefore, let you know this in case you 
may think of speaking to Colonel Grahame in his behalf. I 
have not mentioned his name to my grandmother, knowing 
her prejudice against the family.' 

This epistle being duly sealed and delivered to Jenny, 
that faithful confidante hastened to put the same in the chaige 
of Goose Gibbie, whom she found in readiness to start from 
the castle. She then gave him various instructions touching 
the road, which she apprehended he was likely to mistake, not 
having travelled it above five or six times, and possessing only 
the same slender proportion of memory as of judgment. Lastly, 
she smuggled him out of the garrison through the pantry window 
into the branchy yew-tree which grew close beside it^ and had 
the satisfaction to see him reach the bottom in safety and 
take the right turn at the commencement of his journey. 
She then returned to persuade her young mistress to go to 
bed, and to lull her to rest^ if possible, with assurances of 
Gibbie's success in his embassy, only qualified by a passing 
regret that the trusty Cuddie, with whom the commission 
might have been more safely reposed, was no longer within 
reach of serving her. 

More fortunate as a messenger than as a cavalier, it was 
Gibbie's good hap rather than his good management which, 
after he had gone astray not oftener than nine times, and 
given his garments a taste of the variation of each bog, brook, 
and slough between Tillietudlem and Chamwood, placed him 
about daybreak before the gate of Major Bellenden's mansion, 
having completed a walk of ten miles — ^for the bittock, as 
usual, amounted to four — in little more than the same number 
of hours. 



CHAPTER XI 

At last comes the troop, by the word of oommaud 
Drawn up in our court, wnere the Captain cries. Stand ! 

Swift. 

Major Bbllendbk's ancient valet^ Gideon Pike, as he adjusted 
his master's clothes by his bedside, preparatory to the worthy 
veteran's toilet, acquainted him, as an apology for disturbing 
him an hour earlier than his usual time of rising, that there 
was an express from TiUietudlem. 

'From TiUietudlem! ' said the old gentleman, rising hastily 
in his bed and sitting bolt upright. * Open the shutters, Pike. 
I hope my sister-in-law is well ; furl up the bed-curtain. 
What have we all here! (glancing at Edith's note). The 
gout ! why, she knows I have not had a fit since Candlemas. 
The wappenschaw ! I told her a month since I was not to be 
there. Paduasoy and hanging sleeves! why, hang the gipsy 
herself ! Grand Cyrus and Philipdastus ! Philip Devil ! is 
the wench gone crazy all at once ? was it worth while to send 
an express and wake me at ^Ye in the morning for all this 
trash ? But what says her postscriptum ) Mercy on us 1 ' he 
exclaimed on perusing it. * Pike, saddle old Kilsyth instantly, 
and another horse for yourself.' 

' I hope nae ill news frae the Tower, sir ) ' said Pike, aston- 
ished at his master's sudden emotion. 

* Yes — ^no— yes — that is, I must meet Claverhouse there on 
some express business ; so boot and saddle, Pike, as fast as you 
can. Lord ! what times are these ! The poor lad, my old 
cronie's son! and the silly wench sticks it into her post- 
scriptum, as she calls it^ at the tail of all this trumpery about 
old gowns and new romances ! ' 

In a few minutes the good old officer was fully equipped ,* 
and, having mounted upon his arm-gaunt charger as soberly as 
Mark Antony himself could have done, he paced forth his way 
to the Tower of TiUietudlem. 
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On the road he formed the prudent resolution to say nothing 
to the old ladj (whose dislike to Presbyterians of all kinds he 
knew to be inveterate) of the quality and rank of the prisoner 
detained within her walls, but to try his own influence with 
Claverhouse to obtain Morton's liberation. 

* Being so loyal as he is, he must do something for so old a 
Cavalier as I am,' said the veteran to himself; 'and if he is so 
good a soldier as the world speaks of, why, he will be glad to 
serve an old soldier's son. I never knew a real soldier that was 
not a frank-hearted, honest fellow ; and I think the execution 
of the laws — though it's a pity they find it necessary to make 
them so severe — may be a thousand times better entrusted with 
them than with peddling lawyers and thick-skulled country 
gentlemen.' 

Such were the ruminations of Major Miles Bellenden, which 
were terminated by John Gudyill (not more than half-drunk) 
taking hold of his bridle, and assisting him to dismount in the 
rough-paved court of Tillietudlem. 

' Why, John,' said the veteran, ' what devil of a discipline is 
this you have been keeping ? You have been reading Geneva 
print * this morning already.' 

'I have been reading the Litany,' said John, shaking his 
head with a look of drunken gravity, and having only caught 
one word of the Major's address to him. ' Life is short, sir ; 
we are flowers of the field, sir — hiccup — and lilies of the 
valley.' 

' Flowers and lilies 1 Why, man, such carles as thou and I 
can hardly be called better than old hemlocks, decayed nettles, 
or withered ragweed ; but I suppose you think that we are still 
worth watering.' 

' I am an old soldier, sir, I thank Heaven — ^hiccup ' 

' An old skinker, you mean, John. But come, never roind, 
show me the way to your mistress, old lad.' 

John Gudyill led the way to the stone hall, where Lady 
Margaret was fidgeting about^ superintending, arranging, and 
re-forming the preparations made for the reception of the 
celebrated Claverhouse, whom one party honoured and extolled 
as a hero, and another execrated as a bloodthirsty oppressor. 

' Did I not tell you,' said Lady Margaret to her principal 
female attendant — ' did I not tell you, Mysie, that it was my 
especial pleasure on this occasion to have everything in the 
precise order wherein it was upon that famous morning when 

* The Geneva Book qfDUeiplinet tdopted by the Scottish Preebyterians (Laing), 
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his most sacred Majesty partook of his disjime at Tillie- 
tudlem t ' 

'Doubtless such were your leddjship's commands, and to 

the best of my remembrance ' was Mysie answering, when 

her ladyship broke in with, 'Then wherefore is the venison 
pasty placed on the left side of the throne, and the stoup of 
claret upon the rights when ye may right weel remember, Mysie, 
that his most sacred Majesty with his ain hand shifted the 
pasty to the same side with the flagon, and said they were too 
good friends to be parted ? ' 

' I mind that weel, madam,' said Mysie ; ' and if I had forgot, 
I have heard your leddyship often sp€»ak about that grand 
morning sin' syne ; but I thought everything was to be placed 
just as it was when his Majesty, God bless him i came into this 
room, looking mair like an angel than a man if he hadna been 
sae black-a-vised.' 

'Then ye thought nonsense, Mysie; for in whatever way 
his most sacred Majesty ordered the position of the trenchers 
and flagons, that^ as weel as his royal pleasiu^ in greater 
matters, should be a law to his subjects, and shall ever be to 
those of the house ot Tillietudlem.' 

' Weel, madam,' said Mysie, making the alterations required, 
' it's easy mending the error ; but if everything is just to be as 
his Majesty left it there should be an unco hole in the venison 
pasty.' 

At this moment the door opened. 

'Who is that, John Gudyill?^ exclaimed the old lady. *I 
can speak to no one just now. Is it you, my dear brother f ' 
she continued in some surprise as the Major entered ; ' this is 
a right early visit.' 

' Not more early than welcome, I hope,' replied Major Bellen- 
den, as he saluted the widow of his deceased brother ; ' but I 
heard by a note which Edith sent to Chamwood about some of 
her equipage and books that you were to have Claver'se here 
this morning, so I thought, like an old firelock as I am, that 
I should like to have a chat with this rising soldier. I caused 
Pike saddle Kilsyth, and here we both are.' 

' And most kindly welcome you are,' said the old lady ; ' it 
is just what I should have prayed you to do if I had thought 
there was time. You see I am busy in preparation. All is to 
be in the same order as when ' 

' The King breakfasted at Tillietudlem,' said the Major, who^ 
like all Lady Margaret's friends, dreaded the commencement of 
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that narrative, and was desirous to cut it short. * I remember 
it well ; you know I was waiting on his Majesty/ 

' You were, brother,' said Lady Margaret ; * and perhaps you 
can help me to remember the order of the entertainment.' 

*^^Jt good sooth,' said the Major, Hhe damnable dinner 
that Noll gave us at Worcester a few days afterwards drove 
all your good cheer out of my memory. But how's this ? you 
have even the great Turkey-leather elbow-chair with the 
tapestry cushions placed in state.' 

^The throne, brother, if you please,' said Lady Margaret 
gravely. 

'Well, the throne be it, then,' continued the Major. 'Is 
that to be Claver'se's post in the attack upon the pasty ? ' 

' No, brother,' said the lady ; ' as these cushions have been 
once honoured by accommodating the person of our most sacred 
monarch, they shall never, please Heaven, during my lifetime, 
be pressed by any less di^iified weight.' 

'You should not then,' said the old soldier, 'put them in the 
way of an honest old Cavalier who has ridden ten miles before 
breisikfast; for, to confess the truth, they look very inviting. 
But where is Edith ? ' 

' On the battlements of the warder's turret,' answered the 
old lady, ' looking out for the approach of our guests.' 

' Why, I'll go there too ; and so should you. Lady Margaret, 
as soon as you have your line of battle properly formed in the 
hall here. It's a pretty thing, I can tell you, to see a regiment 
of horse upon the march.' 

Thus speaking, he offered his arm with an air of old- 
fashioned gallantry, which Lady Maigaret accepted with such a 
courtesy of acknowledgment as ladies were wont to make in 
Holyrood House before the year 1642, which, for one while, drove 
both courtesies and courts out of fashion. 

Upon the bartizan of the turret^ to which they ascended by 
many a winding passage and uncouth staircase, they found 
Edith, not in the attitude of a yoimg lady who watches with 
fluttering ciiriosity the approach of a smart regiment of 
dragoons, but pale, downcast, and evincing by her countenance 
that sleep had not during the preceding night been the 
companion of her pillow. The good old veteran was hurt at 
her appearance, which, in the hurry of preparation, her grand- 
mother had omitted to notice. 

'What is come over you, you silly girl?' he said; 'why, 
you look like an officer's wife when she opens the news-letter 



OLD MORTALITY 107 

after an action and expects to find her husband among the 
killed and wounded. But I know the reason ; you will persist 
in reading these nonsensical romances day and nighty and 
whimpering for distresses that never existed. Why, how the 
devil can you believe that Artamines, or what d'ye call him, 
fought single-handed with a whole battalion ) One to three is 
as great odds as ever fought and won, and I never knew any- 
body that cared to take that except old Corporal Raddlebanes. 
But these d — d books put all pretty men's actions out of coim- 
tenance. I daresay you would think very little of Raddlebanes 
if he were alongside of Artamines. I would have the fellows 
that write such nonsense brought to the picquet for leasing- 
making.'* 

Lady Margaret, herself somewhat attached to the perusal of 
romances, took up the cudgels. 

* Monsieur Scuderi,' she said, ' is a soldier, brother ; and, as I 
have heard, a complete one, and so is the Sieur d'Urf^.' 

'More shame for them; they should have known better 
what they were writing about. For my part I have not read 
a book these twenty years, except my Bible, The Whole Dvty 
of Mom,y and of late d!ays, Turner's Fallcu Armata, or TrecUise 
on the Ordering of the Pike Eocercise,^ and I don't like his 
discipline much neither. He wants to draw up the cavalry in 
front of a stand of pikes, instead of being upon the wings. 
Sure am I, if we had done so at Kilsyth, instead of having our 
handful of horse on the flanks, the first discharge would have 
sent them back among our Highlanders. But I hear the 
kettledrums.' 

All heads were now bent from the battlements of the turret 
which conunanded a distant prospect down the vale of the river. 
The Tower of TiUietudlem stood, or perhaps yet stands, upon 
the angle of a very precipitous bank, fonned by the jimction 
of a considerable brook with the Clyde. { There was a narrow 
bridge of one steep arch across the brook near its mouth, over 
which, and along the foot of the high and broken bank, winded 
the public road; and the fortalice, thus commanding both 
bridge and pass, had been in times of war a post of conside]> 
able importance, the possession of which was necessary to secure 
the communication of the upper and wilder districts of the 
coimtry with those beneath, where the valley expands and is 

* See Romances of the Seventeenth Century. Note 17. 
t See Sir James Turner. Note 18. 
X See TUlietudlem CasUe. Note 19. 
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more capable of cultivation. The view downwards is of a grand 
woodland character; but the level ground and gentle edopes 
near the river form cultivated fields of an irregular shape, 
interspersed with hedgerow trees and copses, the inclosures 
seeming to have been individually cleared out of the forest 
which surrounds them, and which occupies in unbroken masses 
the steeper declivities and more distant banks. The stream, in 
colour a clear and sparkling brown, like the hue of the Cairngorm 
pebbles, rushes through this romantic region in bold sweeps and 
curves, partly visible and partly concealed by the trees which 
clothe its banks. With a providence unknown in other parts 
of Scotland the peasants have in most places planted orchards 
around their cottages, and the general blossom of the apple-trees 
at this season of the year gave all the lower part of the view 
the appearance of a flower-gsuxien. 

Looking up the river the character of the scene was varied 
considerably for the worse. A hilly, waste, and imcultivated 
country approached dose to the banks ; the trees were few and 
limited to the neighbourhood of the stream, and the rude moors 
swelled at a little distance into shapeless and heavy hiUs, which 
were again surmounted in their turn by a range of lofty 
mountains dimly seen on the horizon. Thus the tower com- 
manded two prospects, the one richly cultivated and highly 
adorned, the other exhibiting the monotonous and dreary 
character of a wild and inhospitable moorland. 

The eyes of the spectators on the present occasion were 
attracted to the downward view, not alone by its superior beauty, 
but because the distant sounds of military music began to be 
heard from the public highroad which winded up the vale and 
announced the approach of the expected body of cavalry. Their 
glimmering ranks were shortly afterwards seen in the distance, 
appearing and disappearing as the trees and the windings of the 
road permitted them to be visible, and distinguished cUefly by 
the flashes of light which their arms occasionally reflected against 
the sun. The train was long and imposing, for there were about 
two hundred and fifty horse upon the march, and the glancing 
of the swords and waving of their banners, joined to the clang 
of their trumpets and kettledrums, had at once a lively and 
awful effect upon the imagination. As they advanced still 
nearer and nearer, they coidd distinctly see the files of those 
chosen troops following each other in long succession, completely 
equipped and superbly mounted. 

* It's a sight that makes me thirty years younger,* said the 
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old cavalier ; ' and yet I do not much like the service that these 
poor fellows are to be engaged in. Although I had my share 
of the civil war, I cannot say I had ever so much real pleasure 
in that sort of service as when I was employed on the Continent, 
and we were hacking at fellows with foreign faces and outlandish 
dialect. It's a hard thing to hear a hamely Scotch tongue cry 
*' Quarter/' and be obliged to cut him down just the same as if 
he called out '^ MUiriccrde" So there they come through the 
Netherwood haugh ; upon my word, fine -looking fellows and 
capitally mounted. He that is galloping from the rear of the 
column must be Claver'se himself ; ay, he gets into the front 
as they cross the bridge, and now they will be with us in less 
than five minutes.' 

At the bridge beneath the tower the cavalry divided, and 
the greater part, moving up the left bank of the brook and cross- 
ing at a ford a little above, took the road of the Grange, as it 
was called, a large set of farm-offices belonging to the Tower, 
where Lady Margaret had ordered preparation to be made for 
their reception and suitable entertainment. The officers alone, 
with their colours and an escort to guard them, were seen to 
take the steep road up to the gate of the Tower, appearing by 
intervals as Uiey gained the ascent, and again hidden by pro- 
jections of the bank and of the huge old trees with which it is 
covered. When they emerged from this narrow path they 
found themselves in front of the old Tower, the gates of which 
were hospitably open for their reception. Lady Margarot^ with 
Edith and her brother-in-law, having hastily descended from 
their post of observation, appeared to meet and to welcome 
their guests, with a rotinue of domestics in as good order as the 
orgies of the preceding evening permitted. The gallant young 
comet (a relation as well as namesake of Claverhouse, with 
whom the reader has been already made acquainted) lowered 
the standard, amid the fanfaro of the trumpets, in homage to 
the rank of Lady Margarot and the charms of her grand-daughter, 
and the old walls echoed to the flourish of the instruments and 
the stamp and neigh of the chargers. 

Claverhouse* Imnself alighted from a black horse, the most 
beautiful perhaps in Scotland. He had not a single white hair 
upon his whole body, a circumstance which, joined to his spirit 
and fleetness, and to his being so frequently employed in pursuit 
of the Presbyterian recusants, caused an opinion to provail among 
them that the steed had been prosented to his rider by the 

* See John Onhame of Clsverboufie. l^ote 20. 
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great Enemy of Mankind in order to assist him in persecuting 
the fugitive wanderers. When Clayerhouse had paid his respects 
to the ladies with military politeness, had apologised for the 
trouble to which he was putting Lady Margaret's family, and 
had received the corresponding assurances that she coidd not 
think anything an inconvenience which brought within the 
walls of Tillietudlem so distinguished a soldier and so loyal a 
servant of his sacred Majesty; when, in shorty all forms of 
hospitable and polite ritual had been duly complied with, the 
Colonel requested permission to receive the report of Bothwell, 
who was now in attendance, and with whom he spoke apart for a 
few minutes. Major Bellenden took that opportunity to say to 
his niece, without the hearing of her grandmother, 'What a 
trifling foolish girl you are, Edith, to send me by express a letter 
crammed with nonsense about books and gowns, and to slide 
the only thing I cared a marvedi about into the postscript ! ' 

' I did not know,' said Edith, hesitating very much, * whether 
it would be quite — quite proper for me to * 

* I know what you would say — ^whether it would be right to 
take any interest in a Presbyterian. But I knew this lad's 
father well. He was a brave soldier ; and if he was once wrong, 
he was once right too. I must commend your caution, Edith, 
for having said nothing of this young gentleman's aflisdr to your 
grandmother ; you may rely on it I shall not. I wiU take an 
opportunity to speak to Claver'se. Come, my love, they are 
going to breakfast. Let us follow them.' 



CHAPTER XII 

Their breakfast so warm to be sure they did eat, 
A custom in travellers mighty discreet 

Priob. 

Thb breakfast of Lady Margaret Bellenden no more re- 
sembled a modem dejeune than the great stone hall at Tillie- 
tudlem could brook comparison with a modem drawing-room. 
No tea, no coffee, no variety of rolls, but solid and substantial 
viands-— the priestly ham, the knightly sirloin, the noble baron 
of beef, the princely venison pasty; while silver flagons, 
saved with difficulty from the claws of the Covenanters, now 
mantled, some with ale, some with mead, and some with 
generous wine of various qualities and descriptions. The 
appetites of the guests were in correspondence to the magnifi- 
cence and solidity of the preparation — ^no piddling, no boy's 
play, but that steady and persevering exercise of the jaws 
which is best learned by early morning hours and by occasional 
hard commons. 

Lady Margaret beheld with delight the cates which she had 
provid^ descending with such alacrity into the persons of her 
honoured guests, and had little occasion to exercise with 
respect to any of the company, saving Claverhouse himself, the 
compulsory urgency of pressing to eat, to which, as to the 
peine forte et dmrey the ladies of that period were in the custom 
of subjecting their guests. 

But the leader himself, more anxious to pay courtesy to 
Miss Bellenden, next whom he was placed, than to gratify his 
appetite, appeared somewhat n^ligent of the good cheer set 
before him. Edith heard without reply many coiu-tly speeches 
addressed to her in a tone of voice of that happy modulation 
which could alike melt in the low tones of interesting conversa- 
tion and rise amid the din of battle ' loud as a trumpet with 
a silver somid.' The sense that she was in the presence of the 
dreadful chief upon whose fiat the fate of Henry Morton must 
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depend, the recollection of the terror and awe which were 
attached to the yery name of the commander, deprived her for 
some time, not only of the courage to answer, but even of the 
power of looking upon him. But when, emboldened by the 
soothing tones of his voice, she lifted her eyes to frame some 
reply, the person on whom she looked bore, in his appearance 
at least, none of the terrible attributes in which her apprehen- 
sions had arrayed him. 

Grahame of Glaverhouse was in the prime of life, rather low 
of statiure and slightly, though elegantly, formed ; his gesture, 
language, and manners were those of one whose life had been 
spent among the noble and the gay. His features exhibited 
even feminine regularity. An oval face, a straight and well- 
formed nose, dark hazel eyes, a complexion just sufficiently 
tinged with brown to save it hom the charge of effeminacy, a 
short upper lip, curved upward like that of a Grecian statue, 
and slightly shaded by small mustachios of light brown, joined 
to a profusion of long curled locks of the same colour, which 
fell down on each side of his face, contributed to form such a 
countenance as limners love to paint and ladies to look 
upon. 

The severity of his character, as well as the higher attri- 
butes of undaunted and enterprising valour, which even his 
enemies were compelled to admit, lay concealed under an 
exterior which seemed adapted to the court or the saloon 
rather than to the field. The same gentleness and gaiety of 
expression which reigned in his features seemed to inspiro his 
actions and gestures; and, on the whole, he was generally 
esteemed at first sight raUier qualified to be the votary of 
pleasuro than of ambition. But under this soft exterior was 
hidden a spirit unbounded in daring and in aspiring, yet 
cautious and prudent as that of Machiavel himself. Profound 
in politics, and imbued, of course, with that disregard for 
individual rights which its intrigues usually generate, this 
leader was cool and collected in danger, fierce and ardent in 
pursuing success, careless of facing death himself, and ruthless 
in inflicting it upon others. Such are the characters formed in 
times of civil discord, when the highest qualities, perverted by 
party spirit and inflamed by habitual opposition, are too often 
combined with vices and excesses which deprive them at once 
of their merit and of their lustre. 

In endeavoiiring to reply to the polite trifles with which 
Glaverhouse accosted her, Edith showed so much confusion 
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that her grandmother thought it necessary to come to her 
relief. 

' Edith Bellenden,' said the old lady, * has, from my retired 
mode of living, seen so little of those of her own sphere that 
truly she can hardly frame her speech to suitable answers. A 
soldier is so rare a sight with us, Colonel Grahame, that, unless 
it be my young Lord Evandale, we have hardly had an oppor- 
tunity of receiving a gentleman in uniform. And now I talk 
of that excellent young nobleman, may I inquire if I was not 
to have had the honour of seeing him this morning with the 
regiment ? ' 

' Lord Evandale, madam, was on his march with us,' answered 
the leader, ' but I was obliged to detach him with a small party 
to disperse a conventicle of those troublesome scoundrels, who 
have had the impudence to assemble within five miles of my 
headquarters.' 

* Indeed ! ' said the old lady ; ' that is a height of presump- 
tion to which I would have thought no rebellious fanatics 
would have ventured to aspire. But these are strange times ! 
There is an evil spirit in the land. Colonel Grahame, that 
excites the vassals of persons of rank to rebel against the very 
house that holds and feeds them. There was one of my able- 
bodied men the other day who plainly refused to attend the 
wappenschaw at my bidding. Is there no law for such recu- 
sancy. Colonel Grahame 1 ' 

' I think I could find one,' said Claverhouse with great com- 
posure, 'if your ladyship will inform me of the name and 
residence of the culprit.' 

'His name,' said Lady Max^garet^ 'is Cuthbert Headrigg; 
I can say nothing of his domicile, for ye may weel believe. 
Colonel Grahame, he did not dwell long in THlietudlem, but 
was speedily expelled for his contumacy. I wish the kd no 
severe bodily injury ; but incarceration, or even a few stripes, 
would be a good example in this neighbourhood. His mother, 
imder whose influence I doubt he acted, is an ancient domestic 
of this family, which makes me incline to mercy ; although,' 
continued the old lady, looking towards the pictures of her 
husband and her sons, with which the wall was himg, and 
heaving at the same time a deep sigh, 'I, Colonel Grahame, 
have in my ain person but little right to compassionate that 
stubborn and rebellious generation. They have made me a 
childless widow, and, but for the protection of our sacred 
Sovereign and his gallant soldiers, they would soon deprive me 

VI 8 
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of lands and goods, of hearth and altar. Seven of my tenants, 
whose joint rent-mail may mount to well-nigh a hundred merks, 
have already refused to pay either cess or rent, and had the 
assurance to tell my stewud that they would acknowledge 
neither king nor landlord but who should have taken l£e 
Ck>Tenant.' 

' I will take a course with them — that is, with your lady- 
ship's permission,' answered Clayerhouse ; * it would ill become 
me to n^lect the support of lawful authority when it is lodged 
in such worthy hands as those of Lady Margaret Bellenden. 
But I must needs say this country grows worse and worse daily, 
and reduces me to the necessity of taking measures with the 
recusants that are much more consonant with my duty than 
with my inclinations. And speaking of this, I must not for- 
get that I have to thank your ladyship for the hospitality you 
have been pleased to extend to a party of mine who have 
brought in a prisoner chai*ged with having resetted the murder- 
ing villain, Balfour of Burley.' 

'The hpuse of Tillietudlem,' answered the lady, 'hath ever 
been open to the servants of his Majesty, and I hope that the 
stones of it will no longer rest on each other when it surceases 
to be as much at their command as at ours. And this reminds 
me. Colonel Grahame, that the gentleman who commands the 
party can hardly be said to be in his proper place in the army, 
considering whose blood flows in his veins; and if I might 
flatter myself that anything would be granted to my request, 
I would presume to entreat that he might be promoted on 
some favourable opportunity.' 

' Your ladyship means Sergeant Francis Stewart, whom we 
call Bothwell ? ' said Claverhouse, smiling. ' The truth is, he 
is a little too rough in the country, and has not been uniformly 
so amenable to discipline as the rules of the service require. 
But to instruct me how to oblige Lady Mai^ret Bellenden 
is to lay down the law to me. Bothwell,' he continued, 
addressing the sergeant, who just then appeared at the door, 
' go kiss Lady Margaret Bellenden's hand, who interests her- 
self in your promotion, and you shall have a commission the 
first vacancy.' 

Bothwell went through the salutation in the manner pre- 
scribed, but not without evident marks of haughty reluctance, 
and when he had done so, said aloud, ' To kiss a lady's hand 
can never disgrace a gentleman ; but I would not kiss a man's, 
save the king's, to be made a general.' 
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* You hear him,* said Claverhouse, smiling, * there's the rock 
he splits upon : he cannot forget his pedigree.' 

^I know, my noble colonel,' said Bothwell in the same 
tone, *that you will not forget your promise; and then 
perhaps you may permit Comet Stewart to have some recollec- 
tion of hiis grandfather, though the Sergeant must forget him.' 

'£nough of this, sir,' said Claverhouse in the tone of 
conmiand which was familiar to him, ^ and let me know what 
you came to report to me just now.* 

' My Lord Evandale and his party have halted on the high- 
road with some prisoners,* said Bothwell. 

*My Lord Evandale?' said Lady Margaret. 'Surely, 
Colonel Grahame, you will permit him to honom: me with 
his society, and to take his poor disjune here, especially 
considering that even his most sacred Majesty did not pass 
the Tower of Tillietudlem without halting to partake of some 
refreshment.' 

As this was the third time in the course of the conversation 
that Lady Margaret had adverted to this distinguished event. 
Colonel Grahame, as speedily as politeness would permit, took 
advantage of the first pause to interrupt the farther progress of 
the narrative, by saying, * We are already too numerous a party 
of guests ; but as I know what Lord Evandale will suffer flock- 
ing towards Edith) if deprived of the pleasure which we enjoy, I 
will run the risk of overburdening your ladyship's hospitality. 
Bothwell, let Lord Evandale know that Lady Margaret Bellenden 
requests the honour of his company.' 

'And let Harrison take care,' added Lady Margaret^ 'that 
the people and their horses are suitably seen to.' 

EdiUi's heart sprung to her lips during this conversation ; 
for it instantly occurred to her that, through her influence over 
Lord Evandale, she might find some means of releasing Morton 
from his present state of danger, in case her imcle's intercession 
with Claverhouse should prove ineffectual. At any other time 
she would have been much averse to exert this influence ; for, 
however inexperienced in the world, her native delicacy taught 
her the advantage which a beautiful young woman gives to' a 
young man when she permits him to lay her imder an obliga- 
tion. And she would have been the farther disinclined to re- 
quest any favour of Lord Evandale, because the voice of the 
gossips in Clydesdale had, for reasons hereafter to be made 
known, assigned him to her as a suitor, and because she could 
not disguise from herself that very little encouragement was 
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necessary to realise conjectures which had hitherto no founda- 
tion. This was the more to be dreaded that, in the case of 
Lord Evandale's making a formal declaration, he had every 
chance oi being supported by the influence of Lady Margaret 
and her other friends, and that she would have nothing to 
oppose to their solicitations and authority, except a predilection, 
to avow which she knew i^ould be equally dangerous and im- 
availing. She determined, therefore, to wait the issue of her 
micle's intercession, and should it fail, which she conjectured 
she should soon learn, either from the looks or language of the 
open-hearted veteran, she would then, as a last effort, make use 
in Morton's favour of her interest with Lord Evandale. Her 
mind did not long remain in suspense on the subject of her 
uncle's application. 

Major Bellenden, who had done the honours of the table, 
laughing and chatting with the military guests who were at 
that end of the board, was now, by the conclusion of the repast, 
at liberty to leave his station, and accordingly took an oppor- 
tunity to approach Claverhouse, requesting from his niece, at the 
same time, the honour of a particular introduction. As his 
name and character were well known, the two military men met 
with expressions of mutual regard ; and £dith, with a beating 
hearty saw her aged relative withdraw from the company, to- 
gether with his new acquaintance, into a recess formed by one 
of the arched windows of the hall. She watched their confer- 
ence with eyes almost dazzled by the eagerness of suspense, and, 
with observation rendered more acute by the internal agony of 
her mind, could guess from the pantomimic gestures which 
accompanied the conversation the progress and fate of the inter- 
cession in behalf of Heniy Morton. 

The first expression of the countenance of Claverhouse 
betokened that open and willing courtesy which, ere it requires 
to know the nature of the favour asked, seems to say, how 
happy the party will be to confer an obligation on the suppliant. 
But as the conversation proceeded the brow of that officer 
became darker and more severe, and his features, though still 
retaining the expression of the most perfect politeness, assumed, 
at least to Edith's terrified imagination, a harsh and inexorable 
character. His lip was now compressed as if with impatience, 
now curled slightly upward, as if in civil contempt of the 
ai^giunents urged by Major Bellenden. The language of her 
imcle, as far as expressed in his manner, appeared to be that of 
earnest intercession, urged with all the affectionate simplicity 
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of his character, as well as with the weight which his age and 
reputation entitled him to use. But it seemed to have little 
impression upon Colonel Grahame, who soon changed his 
postiire, as if about to cut short the Major's importunity, and 
to break up their conference with a courtly expression of regret^ 
calculated to accompany a positive refusal of the request 
solicited. This movement brought them so near £dith that 
she could distinctly hear Claverhouse say, * It cannot be, Major 
Bellenden ; lenity, in his case, is altogether beyond the bounds 
of my commission, though in anything else I am heartily de- 
sirous to oblige you. And here comes Evandale with news, as 
I think. What tidings do you bring us, Evandale ? ' he con- 
tinued, addressing the young lord, who now entered in complete 
uniform, but with his dress disordered and his boots spattered, 
as if by riding hard. 

* Unpleasant news, sir,' was his reply. *A large body of 
Whigs are in arms among the hills, and have broken out 
into actual rebellion. They have publicly burnt the Act of 
Supremacy, that which established episcopacy, that for observ- 
ing the martyrdom of Charles I., and some others, and have 
declared their intention to remain together in arms for further- 
ing the covenanted work of reformation.' 

This unexpected intelligence struck a sudden and painful 
surprise into the minds of all who heard it, excepting Claver- 
house. 

' Unpleasant news call you them ? ' replied Colonel Grahame, 
his dark eyes flashing fire; 'they are the best I have heard 
these six months. Now that the scoundrels are drawn into a 
body, we will make short work with them. When the adder 
crawls into daylight,' he added, striking the heel of his boot 
upon the floor, as if in the act of crushing a noxious reptile, 
' I can trample him to death ; he is only safe when he remains 
lurking in his den or morass. Where are these knaves ? ' he 
continued, addressing Lord Evandale. 

'About ten miles off among the mountains, at a place called 
Loudon Hill,' was the young nobleman's reply. ' I dispersed 
the conventicle against which you sent me, and made prisoner 
an old trumpeter of rebellion — an intercommuned minister, 
that is to say — ^who was in the act of exhorting his hearers 
to rise and be doing in the good cause, as well as one or two 
of his hearers who seemed to be particularly insolent; and 
from some country people and scouts I learned what I now 
tell you.' 
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* What may be their strength ? ' asked his commander. 

' Probably a thousand men ; but accoimts differ widely.' 

' Then/ said Claverhouse, ' it is time for us to be up and 
be doing also. Bothwell, bid them sound to horse.' 

Bothwelly who, like the war-horse of Scripture, snuffed the 
battle afar off, hastened to give orders to six negroes in white 
dresses richly laced, and having massiye silver collars and 
armlets. These sable functionaries acted as trumpeters, and 
speedily made the castle and the woods around it ring with 
their summons. 

' Must you then leave us ? ' said Lady Margaret^ her heart 
sinking under recollection of former unhappy times ; * had ye 
not better send to learn the force of the rebels f O, how 
many a fair face hae I heard these fearfu' sounds call away 
frae the Tower of Tillietudlem that my auld een were ne'er 
to see return to it ! ' 

' It is impossible for me to stop,' said Olaverhouse ; ' there 
are rogues enough in this country to make the rebels five 
times their strength if they are not checked at once.' 

'Many,' said Evandale, 'are flocking to them already, 
and they give out that they expect a strong body of the 
indulged Presbyterians, headed by young Milnwood, as they 
call him, the son of the famous old Roundhead, Colonel Silas 
Morton.' 

This speech produced a very different effect upon the 
hearers. Edith almost sunk from her seat with terror, while 
Olaverhouse darted a glance of sarcastic triumph at Major 
Bellenden, which seem^ to imply, 'You see what are the 
principles of the young man you are pleading for.' 

' It's a lie— it's a d — d lie of these rascally fanatics,' said 
the Major, hastily. 'I will answer for Heniy Morton as I 
would for my own son. He is a lad of as good church 
principles as any gentleman in the Life Guards. I mean no 
offence to any one. He has gone to chimsh service with me 
fifty times, and I never heard him miss one of the responses 
in my life. Edith Bellenden can bear witness to it as well as 
I. He always read on the same Prayer-Book with her, and 
could look out the lessons as well as the curate himself. Call 
him up ; let him be heard for himself.' 

' There can be no harm in that,' said Claverhouse, ' whether 
he be innocent or guilty. Major Allan,' he said, turning to 
the officer next in command, 'take a guide, and lead the 
regiment forward to Loudon Hill by the best and shortest 
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road. Move steadily, and do not let the men blow the 
horses ; Lord Eyandale and I will overtake you in a quarter 
of an hour. Leave Bothwell with a party to bring up the 
prisoners.' 

Allan bowed and left the apartment with all the officers, 
excepting Clayerhouse and the yoimg nobleman. In a few 
minutes the soimd of the military music and the clashing of 
hoofs annoimced that the horsemen were leaving the castle. 
The sounds were presently heard only at intervals, and soon 
died away entirely. 

While Claverhouse endeavoured to soothe the terrors of 
Lady Margaret^ and to reconcile the veteran Major to his 
opinion of Morton, Evandale, getting the better of that con- 
scious shyness which renders an ingenuous youth diffident in 
approachhig the object of his affections, drew near to Miss 
Bellenden and accosted her in a tone of mingled respect and 
interest. 

' We are to leave you,' he said, taking her hand, which he 
pressed with much emotion — ' to leave you for a scene which 
is not without its dangers. Farewell, dear Miss Bellenden; 
let me say for the first and perhaps the last time, dear Edith ! 
We part in circumstances so singular as may excuse some 
solemnity in bidding farewell to one whom I have known so 
long and whom I — ^respect so highly.' 

The manner, differing from the words, seemed to express a 
feeling much deeper and more agitating than was conveyed 
in the phrase he, made use of. It was not in woman to 
be utterly insensible to his modest and deep-felt expression 
of tenderness. Although borne down by the misfortunes and 
imminent danger of the man she loved, Edith was touched by 
the hopeless and reverential passion of the gallant youth 
who now took leave of her to rush into dangers of no ordinary 
description. 

'I hope — I sincerely trust,' she said, 'there is no danger. 
I hope there is no occasion for this solemn ceremonial ; that 
these hasty insurgents will be dispersed rather by fear than 
force, and that Lord Evandale will speedily return to be what 
he must always be, the dear and valued friend of all in this 
castle.' 

' Of o^?' he repeated, with a melancholy emphasis upon the 
word. ' But be it so ; whatever is near you is dear and valued 
to me, and I value their approbation accordingly. Of our 
success I am not sanguine. Our numbers are so few that I 
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dare not hope for so speedy, so bloodless, or so safe an end of 
this unhappy disturbance. These men are enthusiastic, resolute, 
and desperate, and have leaders not altogether unskilled in 
military matters. I cannot help thinking that the impetuosity 
of our Colonel is hurrying us against them rather prematurely. 
But there are few that have less reason to shun danger than I 
have.' 

Edith had now the opportunity she wished to bespeak the 
young nobleman's intercession and protection for Henry Morton, 
and it seemed the only remaining channel of interest by which 
he could be rescued from impending destruction. Yet she felt 
at that moment as if, in doing so, she was abusing the par- 
tiality and confidence* of the loyer whose heart was as open 
before her as if his tongue had made an express declaration. 
Could she with honour engage Lord Evandale in the service of 
a rival 1 or could she with prudence make him any request, or 
lay herself under any obligation to him, without affording 
ground for hopes wmch she could never realised But the 
moment was too urgent for hesitation, or even for those 
explanations with which her request might otherwise have been 
qualified. 

' I will but dispose of this young fellow,' said Claverhouse 
from the other side of the hall, ' and then, Lord Evandale — I am 
sorry to interrupt again your conversation, — but then we must 
moimt. Bothwell, why do not you bring up the prisoner? and, 
hark ye, let two files load their carabines.' 

In these words Edith conceived she heard the death-warrant 
of her lover. She instantly broke through the restraint which 
had hitherto kept her silent. 

' My Lord Evandale,' she said, * this young gentleman is a 
particular friend of my uncle's ; your interest must be great 
with your Colonel ; let me request your intercession in his 
favour ; it will confer on my uncle a lasting obligation.' 

' You overrate my interest. Miss Bellenden,' said Lord Evan- 
dale; 'I have been often unsuccessful in such applications 
when I have made them on the mere score of himianity.' 

* Yet try once again for my imde's sake.' 

* And why not for your own 1 ' said Lord Evandale. * Will 
you not allow me to think I am obliging you personally in this 
matter ? Are you so diffident of an old friend that you will 
not allow him even the satisfaction of thinking that he is 
gratifying your wishes 1 ' 

'Surely, surely,' replied Edith; 'you will oblige me in- 



OLD MORTALITY 121 

finitely. I am inteiested in the young gentleman on my uncle's 
account. Lose no time, for God's sake ! * 

She became bolder and more urgent in her entreaties, for 
she heard the steps of the soldiers who were entering with their 
prisoner. 

* By heaven ! then,' said Evandale, * he shall not die if I 
should die in his place ! But will not you,' he said, resuming 
the hand, which in the hurry of her spirits she had not courage 
to withdraw, ' will not you grant me one suit in return for my 
zeal in your service ? ' 

'Anything you can ask, my Lord Evandale, that sisterly 
afifection can give.' 

' And is this all,' he continued, ' all you can grant to my 
affection living, or my memoiy when dead 1 ' 

' Do not speak thus, my lord,' said Edith, ' you distress me, 
and do injustice to yourself. Tliere is no friend I esteem more 
highly, or to whom I would more readily grant eveiy mark of 
regaid — providing — ^but ' 

A deep sigh made her turn her head suddenly ere she had 
well uttered the last word ; and as she hesitated how to frame 
the exception with which she meant to close the sentence, she 
became instantly aware she had been overheard by Morton, 
who, heavily ironed and guarded by soldiers, was now passing 
behind her in order to be presented to Claverhouse. As their 
eyes met each other, the sad and reproachfid expression of 
Morton's glance seemed to imply that he had partially heard 
and altogether misinterpreted the conversation which had just 
passed. There wanted but this to complete Edith's distress 
and confusion. Her blood, which rushed to her brow, made a 
sudden revulsion to her heart, and left her as pale as death. 
This change did not escape the attention of Evandale, whose 
quick glance easily discovered that there was between the 
prisoner and the object of his own attachment some singular 
and uncommon connexion. He resigned the hand of Miss 
Bellenden, again surveyed the prisoner with more attention, 
again looked at Editl^ and plainly observed the confusion 
which she could no longer conceal. 

* This,' he said, after a moment's gloomy silence, * is, I believe, 
the' young gentleman who gained the prize at the shooting 
match.' 

* I am not sure,' hesitated Edith ; * yet — I rather think not,' 
scarce knowing what she replied. 

* It is he,' said Evandale, decidedly ; * I know him well. A 
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victor/ he continued, somewhat haughtily, 'ought to have 
interested a fair spectator more deeply.' 

He then turned from Edith, and advancing towards the 
table at which Claverhouse now placed himself, stood at a little 
distance, resting on his sheathed broadsword, a silent^ but not 
an unconcerned, spectator of that which passed. 



CHAPTER Xm 

0, my Lord, beware of jealousy! 

(XheUo, 

To explain the deep effect which the few broken passages of 
the conversation we have detailed made upon the unfortunate 
prisoner by whom they were overheard, it is necessary to say 
something of his previous state of mind, and of the origin of 
his acquaintance with Edith. 

Henry Morton was one of those gifted characters which 
possess a force of talent imsuspected by the owner himself. 
He had inherited from his father an undaunted courage and 
a firm and uncompromising detestation of oppression, whether 
in politics or religion. But his enthusiasm was unsullied by 
fanatic zeal, and unleavened by the sourness of the Puritanical 
spirit. From these his mind had been freed, partly by the 
active exertions of his own excellent understanding, partly by 
frequent and long visits at Major Bellenden's, where he had an 
opportunity of meeting with many guests whose conversation 
taught him that goodness and worth were not limited to those 
of any single form of religious observance. 

The base parsimony of his imcle had thrown many obstacles 
in the way of his education ; but he had so far improved the 
opportimities which offered themselves, that his instructors as 
well as his friends were surprised at his progress under such 
disadvantages. Still, however, the current of his soid was 
frozen by a sense of dependence, of poverty, above all, of an 
imperfect and limited education. These feelings impressed 
him with a diffidence and reserve which effectually concealed 
from all but very intimate friends the extent of talent and the 
firmness of character which we have stated him to be possessed 
of. The circumstances of the times had added to this reserve 
an air of indecision and of indifference ; for, being attached to 
neither of the factions which divided the kingdom, he passed 
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for dull, insensible, and uninfluenced by the feeling of religion 
or of patriotism. No conclusion, however, could be more iu> 
just ; and the reasons of the neutrality which he had hitherto 
professed had root in very different and most praiseworthy 
motives. He had formed few congenial ties with those who 
were the objects of persecution, and was disgusted alike by 
their narrow-minded and selfish party-spirit^ their gloomy 
fanaticism, their abhorrent condemnation of all elegant studies 
or innocent exercises, and the enyenomed rancour of their 
political hatred. But his mind was still more revolted by 
the tyrannical and oppressive conduct of the government^ the 
misrule, license, and brutality of the soldiery, the executions on 
the scaffold, the slaughters in the open field, the free quarters 
and exactions imposed by military law, which placed the lives 
and fortunes of a free people on a level with Asiatic slaves. 
Condemning, therefore, each party as its excesses fell under his 
eyes, disgusted with the sight of evils which he had no means 
of alleviating, and hearing aJtemate complaints and exultations 
with which he coidd not sympathise, he woidd long ere this 
have left Scotland had it not been for his attachment to Edith 
Bellenden. 

The earlier meetings of these young people had been at 
Chamwood, when Major Bellenden, who was as free from sus- 
picion on such occasions as Uncle Toby himself, had encouraged 
their keeping each other constant company, Without entertain- 
ing any apprehension of the natural consequences. Love, as 
usual in such cases, borrowed the name of friendship, used her 
language, and claimed her privileges. When Edith Bellenden 
was recalled to her [grandjmother's castle, it was astonishing by 
what singular and recurring accidents she often met yoimg 
Morton in her sequestered walks, especially considering the dis- 
tance of their places of abode. Yet it somehow happened that 
she never expressed the surprise which the frequency of these 
rencontres ought naturally to have excited, and that their 
intercourse assumed gradually a more delicate character, and 
their meetings began to wear the air of appointments. Books, 
drawings, letters, were exchanged between them, and eveiy 
trifling commission given or executed gave rise to a new 
correspondence. Love indeed was not yet mentioned between 
them by name, but each knew the situation of their own bosom, 
and could not but guess at that of the other. Unable to desist 
from an intercourse which possessed such charms for both, yet 
trembling for its too probable consequences, it had been con- 
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tinued without specific explanation imtil now, when fate 
appeared to have taken the conclusion into its own hands. 

It followed, as a consequence of this state of things, as well 
as of the diffidence of Morton's disposition at this period, that 
his confidence in Edith's return of his affection had its occasional 
cold fits. Her situation was in eveiy respect so superior to his 
own, her worth so eminent^ her accomplishments so many, her 
face so beautiful, and her manners so bewitching, that he could 
not but entertain fears that some suitor more favoured than 
himself by fortune, and more acceptable to Edith's family than 
he durst hope to be, might step in between him and the object 
of his affections. Common rumour had raised up such a rival 
in Lord Evandale, whom birth, fortune, connexions, and political 
principles, as well as his frequent visits at Tillietudlem, and his 
attendance upon Lady Bellenden and her niece at all public 
places, naturally pointed out as a candidate for her favour. 
It fr^uently and inevitably happened that engagements to 
which Lord Evandale was a party interfered with the meeting 
of the lovers, and Henry coidd not but mark that Edith either 
studiously avoided speaking of the young nobleman, or did so 
with obvious reserve and hesitation. 

These symptoms, which in fact arose from the delicacy of 
her own feelings towards Morton himself, were misconstrued by 
his diffident temper, and the jealousy which they excited was 
fermented by the occasional observations of Jenny Dennison. 
This true-bred serving-damsel was, in her own person, a com- 
plete country coquette, and when she had no opportunity of 
teasing her own lovers, used to take some occasion^ opportunity 
to torment her young lady's. This arose from no ill-will to 
Henry Morton, who, both on her mistress's account and his own 
handsome form and coimtenance, stood high in her esteem. 
But then Lord Evandale was also handsome ; he was liberal far 
beyond what Morton's means coidd affiDrd, and he was a lord, 
moreover, and if Miss Edith Bellenden shoidd accept his hand 
she would become a baron's lady, and, what was more, little 
Jenny Dennison, whom the awful housekeeper at Tillietudlem 
hufifed about at her pleasure, would be then Mrs. Dennison, 
Lady Evandale's own woman, or perhaps her ladyship's lady-in- 
waiting. The impartiality of Jenny Dennison, therefore, did 
not» like that of Mrs. Quickly, extend to a wish that both the 
handsome suitors could wed her yoimg lady ; for it must be 
owned that the scale of her regard was depressed in favour of 
Lord Evandale, and her wishes in his favour took many shapes 
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extremely tormenting to Morton; being now expressed as a 
friendly caution, now as an article of intelligence, and anon as a 
merry jest^ but always tending to confirm the idea that sooner 
or later his romantic intercourse with her young mistress must 
have a close, and that Edith Bellenden woidd, in spite of sunmier 
walks beneath the greenwood tree, exchange of verses, of draw- 
ings, and of books, end in becoming Lady Evandale. 

These hints coincided so exactly with the very point of his 
own suspicions and fears, that Morton was not long of feeling 
that jealousy which every one has felt who has truly loved, but 
to which those are most liable whose love is crossed by the 
want of friends^ consent^ or some other envious impediment of 
fortune. Edith herself unwittingly, and in the generosity of 
her own frank natiire, contributed to the error into which her 
lover was in danger of falling. Their conversation once chanced 
to turn upon some late excesses committed by the soldieiy on 
an occasion when it was said (inaccurately however) that the 
party was commanded by Lord Evandale. Edith, as true in 
friendship as in love, was somewhat hurt at the seveW strictures 
which escaped from Morton on this occasion, and which, per- 
haps, were not the less strongly expressed on account of their 
supposed rivalry. She entered into Lord Evandale's defence 
with such spirit as hurt Morton to the very soul, and afforded 
no small delight to Jenny Dennison, the usual companion of 
their walks. Edith perceived her error, and endeavoured to 
remedy it ; but the impression was not so easily erased, and it 
had no small effect in inducing her lover to form that resolu- 
tion of going abroad which was disappointed in the manner we 
have already mentioned. 

The visit which he received from Edith during his confine- 
ment» the deep and devoted interest which she had expressed 
in his fate, ought of themselves to have dispelled his suspicions ; 
yet^ ingenious in tormenting himself, even this he thought 
might be imputed to anxious friendship, or at most to a tempo- 
rary partiality, which woidd probably soon give way to circum- 
stances, the entreaties of her friends, the authority of Lady 
Margaret^ and the assiduities of Lord Evandale. 

'And to what do I owe it^' he said, Hhat I cannot stand up 
like a man and plead my interest in her ere I am thus cheated 
out of it? to what but to the all-pervading and accursed 
tyranny which afflicts at once our bodies, souls, estates, and 
affections? And is it to one of the pensioned cut-throats of 
this oppressive government that I must yield my pretensions to 
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Edith BeUenden f I will not^ by Heaven ! It is a just punish- 
ment on me for being dead to public wrongs that they have 
visited me with their injiiries in a point where they can be 
least brooked or borne.' 

As these stormy resolutions boiled in his bosom, and while 
he ran over the various kinds of insult and injury which he 
had sustained in his own cause and in that of his country, 
Bothwell entered the tower, followed by two dragoons, one of 
whom carried handcuffs. 

'You must follow me, young man,' said he, 'but first we 
must put you in trim.' 

* In trim ! ' said Morton. * What do you mean ? ' 

' Why, we must put on these rough bracelets. I durst not 
— nay, d — n it> I dvrst do anything — but I wovld not for 
three hours' plunder of a stormed town bring a Whig before my 
Ck)lonel without his being ironed. C!ome, come, young man, 
don't look sulky about it.' 

He advanced to put on the irons ; but^ seizing the oaken 
seat upon which he had rested, Morton threatened to dash out 
the brains of the first who should approach him. 

'I coidd manage you in a moment, my youngster,' said 
Bothwell, ' but I had rather you woidd strike sail quietly.' 

Here indeed he spoke the truth, not from either fear or 
reluctance to adopt force, but because he dreaded the con- 
sequences of a noisy scvdffle, through which it might prob- 
ably be discovered that he had, contrary to express onlers, 
suffered his prisoner to pass the night without being properly 
secured. 

' You had better be prudent,' he continued in a tone which 
he meant to be conciliatoiy, ' and don't spoil your own sport. 
They say here in the castle that Lady Maigaret's niece is 
immediately to marry our young captain. Lord Evandale. I 
saw them close together in the hall yonder, and I heard her 
ask him to intercede for your pardon. She looked so devilish 

handsome and kind upon him that on my soid But what 

the devil's the matter with you ? You are as pale as a sheet. 
Will you have some brandy ? ' 

'Miss Bellenden ask my life of Lord Evandale !' said the 
prisoner, faintly. 

*Ay, ay; there's no friend like the women; their interest 
carries all in court and camp. Come, you are reasonable now. 
Ay, I thought you would come round.' 

Hero he employed himself in putting on the fetters, against 
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which Morton, thunderstruck by this intelligence, no longer 
offered the least resistance. 

* My life begged of him, and by her ! Ay, ay, put on the 
irons ; my limbs shall not refuse to bear what has entered into 
my veiy soul. My life begged by £dith, and begged of Evan- 
dale!' 

' Ay, and he has power to grant it too,' said Bothwell. ' He 
can do more with the Colonel than any man in the regiment.' 

And as he spoke he and his party led their prisoner towards 
the hall. In passing behind the seat of £dith the unfortunate 
prisoner heard enough, as he conceived, of the broken expres- 
sions which passed between Edith and Lord Evandale to con- 
firm all that the soldier had told him. That moment made a 
singular and instantaneous revolution in his character. The 
depth of despair to which his love and fortunes were reduced, 
the peril in which his life appeared to stand, the transference 
of Edith's affections, her intercession in his favour, which 
rendered her fickleness yet more galling, seemed to destroy 
every feeling for which he had hitherto lived, but at the same 
time awakened those which had hitherto been smothered by 
passions more gentle though more selfish. Desperate himself, 
he determined to support Uie rights of his country, insulted in 
his person. His character was for the moment as effectually 
changed as the appearance of a villa which, from being the 
abode of domestic quiet and happiness, is, by the sudden intru- 
sion of an armed force, converted into a formidable post of 
defence. 

We have already said that he cast upon Edith one glance in 
which reproach was mingled with sorrow, as if to bid her fare- 
well for ever ; his next motion was to walk firmly to the table 
at which Ck)lonel Grahame was seated. 

* By what right is it> sir,' said he firmly, and without waiting 
till ^ was questioned, — ' by what right is it that these soldiers 
have dragged me from my family and put fetters on the limbs 
of a free man ? ' 

' By my commands,' answered Claverhouse ; ' and I now lay 
my commands on you to be silent and hear my questions.' 

' I will not»' replied Morton in a determined tone, while his 
boldness seemed to electrify all around him. 'I will know 
whether I am in lawful custody, and before a civil magistrate, 
ere the charter of my countiy shall be forfeited in my person.' 

'A pretty springald this, upon my honour!' said Claver- 
house. 
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*Are you mad?* said Major Bellenden to his young friend. 
'For God's sake, Henry Morton,' he continued, in a tone 
between rebuke and entreaty, ' remember you are speaking to 
one of his Majesty's officers high in the service.' 

*It is for that very reason, sir,' returned Henry,- firmly, 
' that I desire to know what right he has to detain me without 
a legal warrant. Were he a civil officer of the lai^, I should 
know my duty was submission.' 

* Your friend here,* said Claverhouse to the veteran, coolly, 
' is one of those scrupidous gentlemen who, like the madman 
in the play, will not tie his cravat without the warrant of Mr. 
Justice Overdo; but I will let him see before we part that 
my shoidder-knot is as legal a badge of authority as the mace 
of the Justiciary. So, waving this discussion, you will be 
pleased, young man, to tell me directly when you saw Balfour 
of Burley.' 

'As I know no right you have to ask such a question,' replied 
Morton, * I decline replying to it.' 

' You confessed to my sergeant^' said Claverhouse, ' that you 
saw and entertained him, knowing him to be an intercommuned 
traitor ; why are you not so frank with me ? ' 

'Because,' replied the prisoner, 'I presume you are from 
education taught to tmderstand the rights upon which you 
seem disposed to trample; and I am willing you should be 
aware there are yet Scotsmen who can assert the liberties of 
Scotland.' 

' And these supposed rights you would vindicate with your 
sword, I presume!' said Colonel Grahame. 

' Were I armed as you are, and ^e wen. alone upon a hillside, 
you should not ask me the question twice.' 

* It is quite enough,' answered Claverhouse, calmly ; * your 
language corresponds with all I have heard of you ; but you 
are the son of a soldier, though a rebellious one, and you shall 
not die the death of a dog ; I will save you that indignity.' 

* Die in what manner I may,' replied Morton, * I will die like 
the son of a brave man ; and the ignominy you mention shall 
remain with those who shed innocent blood.' 

' Make your peace, then, with Heaven in five minutes' space. 
Bothwell, lead him down to the courtyard and draw up your 
party.' 

The appalling nature of this conversation, and of its result, 
struck the silence of horror into all but the speakers. But 
now those who stood round broke forth into clamour and 

VI o 
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expostulation. Old Lady Margaret, who, with all the prejudices 
of rank and party, had not laid aside the feelings of her sex, 
was loud in her intercession. 

' 0, Ck)lonel Grahame,' she exclaimed, ' spare his young blood ! 
Leave him to the law ; do not repay my hospitality by shedding 
men's blood on the threshold of my doors ! ' 

' Colonel Grahame,' said Major Bellenden, ^ you must answer 
this violence. Don't think, though I am old and feckless, that 
my friend's son shall be murdered before my eyes with impimity. 
I can find friends that shall make you answer it.' 

'Be satisfied, Major Bellenden, I toill answer it,' replied 
Claverhouse, totally immoved ; ' and you, madam, might spare 
me the pain of resisting this passionate intercession for a traitor, 
when you consider the noble blood your own house has lost by 
such as he is.' 

'Colonel Grahame,' answered the lady, her aged frame 
trembling with anxiety, * I leave vengeance to God, who calls 
it His own. The shedding of this young man's blood will not 
call back the lives that were dear to me ; and how can it 
comfort me to think that there has maybe been another widowed 
mother made childless, like mysell, by a deed done at my very 
door-stane ! ' 

' This is stark madness,' said Claverhouse ; ' I must do my 
duty to church and state. Here are a thousand villains hard 
by in open rebellion, and you ask me to pardon a young fanatic 
who is enough of himself to set a whole kingdom in a blaze ! 
It cannot be. Remove him, Bothwell.' 

She who was most interested in this dreadful decision had 
twice strove to speak, but her voice had totally failed her; 
her mind refused to suggest words, and her tongue to utter 
them. She now sprung up and attempted to rush forward ; 
but her strength gave way and she would have fallen flat upon 
the pavement had she not been caught by her attendant. 

* Help ! ' cried Jenny — * help, for God's sake ! my young lady 
is dving.' 

At this exclamation, Evandale, who, during the preceding 
part of the scene, had stood motionless, leaning upon his sword, 
now stepped forward, and said to his commanding officer, 
'Colonel Grahame, before proceeding in this matter, will you 
speak a word with me in private ? ' 

Claverhouse looked surprised, but instantly rose and with- 
drew with the young nobleman into a recess, where the following 
brief dialogue passed between them : — 



OLD MORTALITY 131 

' I think I need not remind you, Colonel, that^ when our 
family interest was of service to you last year in that afiair in 
the privy council, you considered yourself as laid imder some 
obligation to us T 

' Certainly, my dear Evandale,' answered Claverhouse, ' I am 
not a man who forgets such debts; you will delight me by 
showing how I can evince my gratitude.' 

' I will hold the debt cancelled,' said Lord Evandale, ' if you 
will spare this young man's life.' 

' Evandale,' replied Grahame, in great surprise, * you are mad 
— absolutely mad ; what interest can you have in this young 
spawn of an old Roundhead ? His father was positively the most 
dangerous man in all Scotland — cool, resolute, soldierly, and in- 
flexible in his cursed principles. His son seems his veiy model ; 
you cannot conceive the mischief he may do. I know mankind, 
Evandale ; were he an insignificant^ fanatical, ooimtry booby, do 
you think I would have refused such a txifle as his life to 
Lady Margaret and this family? But this is a lad of fire, 
zeal, and education ; and these knaves want but such a leader 
to direct their blind enthusiastic hardiness. I mention this, 
not as refusing your request^ but to make you fully aware 
of the possible consequences. I will never evade a promise, 
or refuse to return an obligation ; if you ask his life he shall 
have it.' 

'Keep him close prisoner,' answered Evandale, 'but do not 
be surprised if I peisist in requesting you will not put him to 
death. I have most urgent reasons for what I ask.' 

< Be it so, then,' replied Grahame ; ' but» yoimg man, should 
you wish in your future life to rise to eminence in the service 
of your king and country, let it be your first task to subject to 
the public interest and to the discharge of your duty your 
private passions, affections, and feelings. These are not times 
to sacrifice to the dotage of greybeards or the tears of silly 
women the measures of salutary severity which the dangers 
around compel us to adopt. And remember that^ if I now 
yield this point in compliance with your urgency, my present 
concession must exempt me from future solicitations of the same 
nature.' 

He then stepped forward to the table and bent his eyes 
keenly on Morton, as if to observe what effect the pause of 
awful suspense between death and life, which seemed to freesse 
the bystanders with horror, woidd produce upon the prisoner 
himself. Morton maintained a degree of firmness which nothing 
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but a mind that had nothing left upon earth to love or to hope 
could have supported at such a crisis. 

' You see him ? ' said Claverhouse in a half whisper to Lord 
Evandale. 'He is tottering on the verge between time and 
eternity, a situation more appalling than the most hideous 
certainty ; yet his is the only cheek unblenched, the only eye 
that is calm, the only heart that keeps its usual time, the only 
nerves that are not quivering. Look at him well, Evandale. 
If that man shall ever come to head an army of rebels, you 
will have much to answer for on account of this morning's 
work.' He then said aloud, ' Yoimg man, your life is for the 
present safe, through the intercession of your friends. Eemove 
him, Bothwell, and let him be properly guarded and brought 
along with the other prisoners.' 

* U my life,' said Morton, stung with the idea that he owed 
his respite to the intercession of a favoured rival — ' if my life 
be granted at Lord Evandale's request ' 

* Take the prisoner away, Bothwell,' said Colonel Grahame, 
interrupting him ; ' I have neither time to make nor to hear 
fine speeches.' 

Bothwell forced off Morton, saying, as he conducted him 
into the courtyard, *Have you three lives in your pocket, 
besides the one in your body, my lad, that you can afford to 
let your tongue run away with them at this rate? CJome, 
come, 111 take care to keep you out of the Colonel's way; 
for, egad, you will not be five minutes with him before the 
next tree or the next ditch will be the word. So come along 
to your companions in bondage.' 

Thus speaking, the sergeant, who in his rude maimer did 
not altogether want sympathy for a gallant young man, 
hurried Morton down to the courtyard, where three other 
prisoners, two m^ and a woman, who had been taken by 
Lord Evandsde, remained under an escort of dragoons. 

Meantime Claverhouse took his leave of Lady Margaret. 
But it was difficidt for the good lady to forgive his neglect of 
her intercession. 

*I have thought till now,' she said, *that the Tower of 
TiUietudlem might have been a place of succour to those that 
are ready to perish, even if they werena sae deserving as they 
should have been ; but I see auld fruit has little savour ; our 
suffering and our services have been of an ancient date.' 

* They are never to be forgotten by me, let me assure your 
ladyship,' said Claverhouse. 'Nothing but what seemed my 
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sacred duty could make me hesitate to grant a favour requested 
by you and the Major. Come, my good lady, let me hear you 
say you have forgiven me, and as I return to-night I will 
bring a drove of two hundred Whigs with me, and pardon fifty 
head of them for your sake.' 

* I shall be happy to hear of your success, Colonel,' said 
Major BeUenden ; ' but take an old soldier's advice, and spare 
blood when battle's over ; and once more let me request to 
enter bail for young Morton.' 

*We will settle that when I return,' said Claverhouse. 
' Meanwhile, be assured his life shall be safe.' 

During this conversation Evandale looked anxiously around 
for Edith; but the precaution of Jenny Dennison had occasioned 
her mistress being transported to her own apartment. 

Slowly and heavily he obeyed the impatient sxmmions of 
Claverhouse, who, after taking a courteous leave of Lady 
Margaret and the Major, had hastened to the courtyard. The 
prisoners with their guard were already on their march, and 
the officers with their escort mounted and followed. All 
pressed forward to overtake the main body, as it was supposed 
they would come in sight of the enemy in little more than 
two hours. 



CHAPTER XIV 

My hounds may a' rin masterless, 

My hawks may fly frae tree to tree. 
My lord may grip my vassal lands, 

For there again maun I never be ! 

Old Ballad, 

We left Morton, along with three companions in captivity, 
travelling in the custody of a small body of soldiers, who 
formed the rearguard of the colimm under the command of 
Claverhouse, and were immediately under the charge of Sergeant 
Bothwell. Their route lay towards the hills in which the in- 
surgent Presbyterians were reported to be in arms. They had 
not prosecuted their march a quarter of a mile ere Claverhouse 
and Evandale galloped past them, followed by their orderly- 
men, in order to taJce their proper places in the colimm which 
preceded them. No sooner were they past than Bothwell halted 
the body which he commanded, and disencumbered Morton of 
his irons. 

'King's blood must keep wotd,' said the dragoon. 'I 
promised you should be civilly treated as far as rested with 
me. Here, Corporal Inglis, let this gentleman ride alongside 
of the other young fellow who is prisoner ; and you may permit 
them to converse together at their pleasure, under their breath, 
but take care they are guarded by two files with loaded 
carabines. If they attempt an escape, blow their brains out. 
Tou cannot call that using you uncivilly,' he continued, 
addressing himself to Morton ; ' it's the rules of war, you know. 
And, IngUs, couple up the parson and the old woman ; they are 
fittest company for each other, d — ^n me; a single file may 
guard them well enough. If they speak a word of cant or 
^atical nonsense, let them have a strapping with a shoulder- 
belt. There's some hope of choking a silenced parson ; if he is 
not aUowed to hold forth, his own treason will burst him.' 

Having made this arrangement, Bothwell placed himself at 
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the head of the party, and Inglis, with six dragoons, brought 
up the rear. The whole then set forward at a trot, with the 
purpose of overtaking the main body of the regiment. 

Morton, overwhelmed with a complication of feelings, was 
totally indifferent to the various arrangements made for his 
secure custody, and even to the relief afforded him by his 
release from tibe fetters. He experienced that blank and waste 
of the heart which follows the hurricane of passion, and, no 
longer supported by the pride and conscious rectitude which 
dictated his answers to Claverhouse, he surveyed with deep 
dejection the glades through which he travelled, each turning 
of which had something to remind him of past happiness and 
disappointed love. The eminence which they now ascended 
was that from which he used first and last to behold the 
ancient tower when approaching or retiring from it ; and it is 
needless to add that there he was wont to pause and gaze 
with a lover's delight on the battlements which, rising at a 
distance out of the lofty wood, indicated the dwellmg of her 
whom he either hoped soon to meet or had recently parted 
from. Instinctively he turned his head back to take a last 
look of a scene formerly so dear to him, and no less instinctively 
he heaved a deep sigh. It was echoed by a loud groan from 
his companion in misfortune, whose eyes, moved, perchance, by 
similar reflections, had taken the same direction. This indica- 
tion of sympathy on the part of the captive was uttered in 
a tone more coarse than sentimental ; it was, however, the ex- 
pression of a grieved spirit, and so far corresponded with the 
sigh of Morton. In turning their heads their eyes met, and 
Morton recognised the stolid countenance of Cuddie Headrigg, 
bearing a rueful expression, in which sorrow for his own lot 
was mixed with sympathy for the situation of his companion. 

* Hegh, sirs ! ' was the expression of the cirdevant ploughman 
of the mains of Tillietudlem ; ' it's an imco thing that decent 
folk should be harled through the country this gate as if they 
were a warld's wonder.' 

*I am sorry to see you here, Cuddie,' said Morton, who, 
even in his own distress, did not lose feeling for that of 
others. 

*And sae am I, Mr. Henry,' answered Cuddie, *baith for 
mysell and you; but neither of our sorrows will do muckle 
gude that I can see. To be sure, for me,' continued the captive 
agriculturist, relieving his heart by talking, though he well knew 
it was to little purpose — * to be sure, for my part, I hae nae 
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right to be here ava', for I never did nor said a word against 
either king or curate ; but my mither, puir body, couldna baud 
the auld tongue o' her, and we maun baith pay for't, it's like.' 

' Your mother is their prisoner likewise f ' said Morton, hardly 
knowing what he said. 

' In troth is she, riding ahint ye there like a bride, wi' that 
auld carle o' a minister that they ca' Grabriel Eettledrummle. 
Deil that he had been in the inside of a drum or a kettle 
either, for my share o' him ! Ye see, we were nae sooner chased 
out o' the doors o' Milnwood, and your uncle and the housekeeper 
banging them to and barring them ahint us as if we had had 
the plague on -our bodies, thou I says to my mother, " What are 
we to do neist t for every hole and bore in the country will be 
steekit against us, now that ye hae afironted my auld leddy, 
and gar't the troopers tak up yoimg Milnwood." Sae she says 
to me, " Binna cast doun, but gird yoursell up to the great task 
o' the day, and gie your testimony like a man uppn the mount 
o* the Covenant." ' 

' And so I suppose you went to a conventicle ? ' said Morton. 

'Ye sail hear,' continued Cuddie. ' Aweel, I kendna muckle 
better what to do, sae I e'en gaed wi' her to an auld daft carline 
like hersell, and we got some water-broo and bannocks; and 
mony a weary grace they said, and mony a psalm they sang, or 
they wad let me win to, for I was amaist famished wi' vexation. 
Aweel, they had me up in the grey o' the morning, and I behoved 
to whig awa wi' them, reason or nane, to a great gathering o' 
their folk at the Miry Sikes ; and there this chield, Gabriel 
Eettledrummle, was blasting awa to them on the hillside about 
lifting up their testimony, nae doubt, and ganging down to the 
battle of Roman Gilead, or some sic place. £h, Mr. Henry, but 
the carle gae them a screed o' doctrine ! Ye might hae heard 
him a mile down the wind. He routed like a cow in a fremd 
loaning. " Weel," thinks I, '' there's nae place in this country 
they ca' Roman Gilead ; it will be some gate in the west muir- 
lands ; and or we win there 111 see to slip awa wi' this mither o' 
mine, for I winna rin my neck into a tether for ony Eettle- 
drummle in the country-side." Aweel,' continued Cuddie, 
relieving himself by detailing his misfortunes,, without being 
scrupulous concerning the degree of attention which his com- 
panion bestowed on his narrative, 'just as I was wearying for 
the tail of the preaching, cam word that the dragoons were upon 
us. Some ran, and some cried, '' Stand ! " and some cried, " Down 
wi' the Philistines ! " I was at my mither to get her awa sting 
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and ling or the redcoats cam up, but I might as weel hae tried 
to drive our auld fore-a-hand ox without the goad — deil a step 
wad she budge. Weel, after a', the cleugh we were in was 
strait, €uid the mist cam thick, and there was good hope the 
dragoons wad hae missed us if we could hae held our tongues ; 
but, as if auld Eettlednunmle himsell hadna made din eneugh 
to' waken the very dead, they behoved a' to skirl up a psalm 
that ye wad hae heard as far as Lanrick 1 Aweel, to mak a lang 
tale short, up cam my young Lord Evandale, skelping as fast as 
his horse could trot, and twenty redcoats at his back. Twa or 
three chields wad needs fight wi' the pistol and the whinger in 
the tae hand and the Bible in the tother, and they got their 
crouns weel cloured ; but there wasna muckle skaiUi dune, for 
Evandale aye cried to scatter us, but to spare life.' 

*And did you not resist?' said Morton, who probably felt 
that at that moment he himself would have encountered Lord 
Evandale on much slighter grounds. 

* Na» truly,' answered Cuddie, * I keepit aye before the auld 
woman, and cried for mercy to life and limb ; but twa o' the 
redcoats cam up, and ane o' them was gaun to strike my 
mither wi' the side o' his broadsword. So I got up my kebbie 
at them, and said I wad gie them as gude. Weel, they turned 
on me, and clinked at me wi' their swords, and I garr'd my 
hand keep my head as weel as I could till Lord Evandale came 
up, and then I cried out I was a servant at Tillietudlem — ^ye 
ken yoursell he was aye judged to hae a look after the young 
leddy, — and he bade me fling down my kent ; and sae me and 
my mither yielded oursells prisoners. Vm thinking we wad 
hae been letten slip awa; but Eettlednunmle was taen near us, 
for Andrew Wilson's naig that he was riding on had been a 
dragooner lang syne, and the sairer Eettledrummle spurred to 
win awa, the readier the dour beast ran to the dragoons when 
he saw them draw up. Aweel, when my mither and him for- 
gathered they set till the sodgers, and I think they gae them 
their kale through the reek ! Bastards o' the hiu^ o' Babylon 
was the best words in their wame. Sae then the kiln was in a 
bleeze again, and they brought us a' three on wi' them to mak 
us an example, as they ca't.' 

'It is- most infamous and intolerable oppression!' said 
Morton, half speaking to himself. ' Here is a poor peaceable 
fellow, whose only motive for joining the conventicle was a 
sense of filial piety, and he is chained up like a thief or murderer, 
and likely to die the death of one, but without the privilege of 
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a formal trial, which our laws indulge to the worst malefactor. 
Even to witness such tyranny, and still more to suffer imder it, 
is enough to make the blood of the tamest slave boil within 
him.' 

' To be sure,' said Cuddie, hearing, and partly understanding, 
what had broken from Morton in resentment of his injuries, * it 
is no right to speak evil o' dignities. My auld leddy aye said 
that, as nae doubt she had a gude right to do, being in a place 
o' dignity hersell ; and troth I listened to her very patiently, 
for she aye ordered a dram, or a soup-kale, or something to us, 
after she had gien us a hearing on our duties. But deil a dram, 
or kale, or ony thing else, no sae muckle as a cup o' cauld 
water, do thae lords at Edinbiurgh gie us ; cuid yet they are 
heading and hanging amang us, cuid trailing us after thae black- 
guard troopers, and taking our goods and gear as if we were 
outlaws. I canna say I tak it kind at their hands.' 

*It would be very strange if you did,' answered Morton, 
with suppressed emotion. 

* And what I like warst o' a',' continued poor Cuddie, * is 
thae ranting redcoats coming amang the lasses and taking 
awa our joes. I had a sair heart o' my ain when I passed the 
mains down at Tillietudlem this morning about parritch-time, 
and saw the reek comin' out at my ain lum-head, and kenn'd 
there was some ither body than my auld mither sitting by the 
ingle-side. But I think my heart was e'en sairer when I saw 
thathellicat trooper, Tam Halliday, kissing Jenny Dennison 
afore my face. I wonder women can hae the impudence to do 
sic things; but they are a' for the redcoats. Whiles I hae 
thought o' being a trooper mysell, when I thought naething 
else wad gae down wi' Jenny ; and yet 111 no blame her ower 
muckle neither, for maybe it was a' for my sake that she loot 
Tam touzle her tap-knots that gate.' 

' For your sake ? ' said Morton, unable to refrain from taking 
some interest in a story which seemed to bear a singular co- 
incidence with his own. 

* E'en sae, Milnwood,' replied Cuddie ; * for the puir quean 
gat leave to come near me wi' speaking the loon fair— d — n 
him, that I suld say sae ! — and sae she bade me Grodspeed, and 
she wanted to stap siller into my hand ; I'se warrant it was 
the tae half o' her fee and boimtith, for fihe wared the ither 
half on pinners and pearlings to gang to see us shoot yon day 
at the popinjay.' 

'And did you take it, Cuddie?' said Morton. 
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' Troth did I no, Milnwood ; I was sic a fule as to fling it 
back to her ; my heart was ower grit to be behadden to her 
when I had seen that loon slavering and kissing at her. But 
I was a great fule for mj pains ; it wad hae dune my mither 
and me some gude, and she'll ware't a' on duds and nonsense.' 

There was here a deep and long pause. Cuddie was prob- 
ably engaged in regretting the rejection of his mistress's 
bounty, and Henry Morton in considering from what motives, 
or upon what conditions, Miss Bellenden had succeeded in pro- 
curing the interference of Lord Evandale in his favour. 

Was it not possible, suggested his awakening hopes, that he 
had construed her influence over Lord Evandale hastily cuid 
unjiistly? Ought he to censure her severely if, submitting 
to dissimulation for his sake, she had permitted the young 
nobleman to entertain hopes which she had no intention to 
realise ? Or what if she had appealed to the generosity which 
Lord Evandale was supposed to possess, and had engaged his 
honour to protect the person of a favoiired rival ? 

Still, however, the words which he had overheard recurred 
ever and anon to his remembrance with a pang which resembled 
the sting of an adder. 

' Notching that she could refuse him ! Was it possible to 
make a more unlimited declaration of predilection f The 
language of afibction has not, within the limits of maidenly 
delicacy, a stronger expression. She is lost to me wholly and 
for ever, and nothing remains for me now but vengeance for 
my own wrongs and for those which are hourly inflicted on 
my country.' 

Apparently Cuddie, though with less refinement, was follow- 
ing out a sinnlar train of ideas, for he suddenly a^ed Morton 
in a low whisper, * Wad there be ony ill in getting out o' thae 
chields' hands an ane could compass it ? ' 

* None in the world,* said Morton ; * and if an opportunity 
occurs of domg so, depend on it I for one will not let it slip.' 

'I'm blythe to hear ye say sae,' answered Cuddie. 'I'm 
but a puir silly fallow, but I canna think there wad be muckle 
ill in breaking out by strength o' hand if ye could mak it ony 
thing feasible. I am the lad that will ne'er fear to lay on, if it 
were come to that ; but our auld leddy wad hae ca'd that a 
resisting o' the king's authority.' 

'I will resist any authority on earth,' said Morton, 'that 
invades tyrannically my chartered rights as a freeman ; and I 
am determined I will not be unjustly dragged to a jail, or 
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perhaps a gibbet, if I can possibly make my escape from these 
men either by address or force.' 

'Weel, that's just my mind too, aye supposing we hae a 
feasible opportunity o' breaking loose. But then ye speak o' a 
charter ; now these are things thttt only belang to the like o' 
you that are a gentleman, and it mightna b^ me through 
that am but a husbandman.' 

' The charter that I speak of,' said Morton, ' is common to 
the meanest Scotchman. It is that freedom from stripes and 
bondage which was claimed, as you may read in Scripture, by 
the Apostle Paul himself, and which every man who is free bom 
is called upon to defend for his own sake and that of his 
countrymen.' 

' Hegh, sirs ! ' replied Cuddie, ' it wad hae been lang or my 
Leddy Margaret, or my mither either, wad hae fimd out sic a 
wise-like doctrine in the Bible ! The tane was aye graning 
about giving tribute to Csesar, and the tither is as daft wi' her 
^'^iggeiy* I hae been clean spoilt, just wi' listening to twa 
blethering auld wives; but if I could get a gentleman that 
wad let me tak on to be his servant^ I am confident I wad be a 
clean contrary creature ; and I hope your honour will think on 
what I am saying if ye were ance fairly delivered out o' this 
house of bondage, and just take me to be your ain wally-de- 
shamble.' 

* My valet, Cuddie ! ' answered Morton. * Alas ! that would 
be sorry preferment, even if we were at liberty.' 

' I ken what ye're thinking — that because I am landward- 
bred, I wad be bringing ye to disgrace afore folk; but ye 
maun ken I'm gay gleg at the uptak : there was never ony 
thing dune wi* hand but I learned gay readily, 'septing reading, 
writmg, and ciphering ; but there's no the like o' me at the fit- 
ba', and I can play wi' the broadsword as weel as Corporal 
Inglis there. I hae broken his head or now, for as massy as 
he's riding ahmt us. And then yell no be gaun to stay in 
this country ? ' said he, stopping and interrupting himself. 

* Probably not,' replied Morton. 

*Weel, I carena a boddle. Ye see I wad get my mither 
bestowed wi' her auld graning tittle. Auntie Meg, in the 
Gallowgate o' Glasgow, and then I trust they wad neither 
bum her for a witch, or let her fail for fau't o' fude, or hang 
her up for an auld Whig wife ; for the provost, they say, is 
very regardfu' o' sic puir bodies. And then you and me wad 
gang and pouss our fortunes like the folk i' the daft auld 
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tales about Jock the Giant-killer and Valentine and Orson; 
and we wad come back to merry Scotland, as the sang says, 
and I wad tak to the stilts again, and turn sic furs on the 
bonny rigs o' Milnwood holmes that it wad be worth a pint 
but to look at them.' 

* I fear,' said Morton, * there is very little chance, my good 
friend Cuddle, of our getting back to our old occupation.' 

*Hout, stir — hout, stir,' replied Cuddie, 'it's aye gude to 
keep up a hardy heart, as broken a ship's come to land. 
But what's that I hear ? Never stir, if my auld mither isna at 
the preaching again! I ken the sough o' her texts, that 
sound just like ^e wind blawing through the spence; and 
there's Eettledrummle setting to wark too. Lordsake, if the 
sodgers anes get angry they'U murder them baith, and us for 
company ! ' 

Their farther conversation was in fact interrupted by a 
blatant noise which rose behind them, in which the voice of 
the preacher emitted, in unison with that of the old woman, 
tones like the grumble of a bassoon combined with the screaking 
of a cracked fiddle. At first the aged pair of sufferers had been 
contented to condole with each other in smothered expressions 
of complaint and indignation ; but the sense of their injuries 
became more pungently aggravated as they conmiunicated with 
each other, and they became at length unable to suppress their 
ire. 

* Woe, woe, and a threefold woe imto you, ye bloody and 
violent persecutors ! ' exclaimed the Reverend Gabriel Eettle- 
drummle. *Woe, and threefold woe imto you, even to the 
breaking of seals, the blowing of trumpets, and the pouring 
forth of vials ! ' 

'Ay, ay; a black cast to a' their ill-faur'd faces, and the 
outside o' the loof to them at the last day ! ' echoed the shrill 
counter-tenor of Mause, falling in like tiie second part of a 
catch. 

'I tell you,' continued the divine, 'that your rankings 
and your ridings, your neighings and your prancings, your 
bloody, barbarous, and inhuman cruelties, your benumbing, 
deadening, and debauching the conscience of poor creatures 
by oaths, soul -damning and self - contradictory, have arisen 
from earth to Heaven like a foul and hideous outcry of 

perjuiy for hastening the wrath to come hugh ! hugh ! 

hughl' 

'And I say,' cried Mause in the same tune, and nearly at 
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the same time, 'that wi' this auld breath o' mine, and it's 
sair taen down wi' the asthmatics and this rough trot * 

* Deil gin they would gallop,' said Cuddie, * wad it but gar 
her haud her tongue ! ' 

* — Wi' this auld and brief breath,' continued Mause, *will 
I testify against the backslidings, defections, defalcations, and 
declinings of the land — against the grievances and the causes 
of wrath ! ' 

* Peace, I pr'ythee — peace, good woman,' said the preacher, 
who had just recovered from a violent fit of couglnng, and 
found his own anathema borne down by Manse's better wind — 
' peace, and take not the word out of the mouth of a servant of 
the altar. I say, I uplift my voice and tell you, that before 
the play is played out — ay, before this very sun gaes down — ^ye 
sail learn ^t neither a desperate Judas, like your prelate 
Sharp that's gane to his place ; nor a sanctuary-breaking Holo- 
femes, like bloody-minded Claverhouse; nor an ambitious 
Diotrephes, like the lad Evandale ; nor a covetous and warld- 
following Demas, like him they ca' Sergeant Bothwell, that 
makes every wife's plack and her meal-ark his ain; neither 
your carabines, nor your pistols, nor your broadswords, nor 
your horses, nor your saddles, bridles, surcmgles, nose-bags, 
nor martingales, shall resist the arrows that are whetted and 
the bow that is bent against you ! ' 

* That shall they never, I trow,' echoed Mause. ' Castaways 
are they ilk ane o them ; besoms of destruction, fit only to be 
flung into the fire when they have sweepit the filth out o' the 
Temple ; whips of small coids, knotted for the chastisement of 
those wha like their warldly gudes and gear better than the 
Cross or the Covenant, but when that wark's done, only meet to 
mak latchets to the deil's brogues.' 

' Fiend hae me,' said Cuddie, addressing himself to Morton, 
' if I dinna think our mither preaches as weel as the minister ! 
But it's a sair pity o' his hoast, for it aye comes on just when 
he's at the best o't, and that lang routing he made air this 
morning is sair again him too. Deil an I care if he wad roar 
her dumb, and then he wad hae't a' to answer forhimsell. It's 
lucky the road's rough, and the troopers are no taking muckle 
tent to what they say wi' the rattling o' the horses' feet ; but 
an we were anes on saft grund we'll hear news o' a' this.' 

Cuddie's conjectures were but too true. The words of the 
prisoners had not been much attended to while drowned by the 
clang of horses' hoofs on a rough and stony road ; but they now 
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entered upon the moorlands, where the testimony of the two 
zealous captives lacked this saving accompaniment. And, 
accordingly, no sooner had their steeds begun to tread heath 
and greensward, and Gabriel EetUednunmle had again raised 
his voice with, ' Also I uplift my voice like that of a pelican in 
the wilderness ' 

' And I mine,' had issued from Mause, ' like a sparrow on the 
housetops ' 

When * Hollo, ho ! * cried the corporal from the rear ; * rein 
up your tongues ; the devil blister Uiem, or 111 clap a martin- 
gale on them.' 

'I will not peace at the commands of the profane,' said 
Gabriel 

'Nor I neither,' said Mause, 'for the bidding of no earthly 
potsherd, though it be painted as red as a brick from the Tower 
of Babel, and ca' itsell a corporal.' 

' Halliday,' cried the corporal, ' hast got never a gag about 
thee, man ? We must stop their mouths before they talk us 
aU dead.' 

Ere any answer could be made, or any measure taken in 
consequence of the corporal's motion, a dragoon galloped towards 
Sergeant Bothwell, who was considerably ahead of the party 
he commanded. On hearing the orders which he brought, 
Bothwell instantly rode back to the head of his party, ordered 
them to dose their files^ to mend their pace, and to move with 
silence and precaution, as they would soon be in presence of 
the enemy. 



CHAPTER XV 

Quantum in nobiSf weVe thought Rood 
To save the expense of Christian 1nood» 
And try if we, oy mediation 
Of treaty, and accommodation. 
Can end the quarrel, and compose 
This hloody aael without blows. 

Butler. 

The increased pace of the party of horsemen soon took away 
from their zealous captives the breath, if not the inclination, 
necessary for holding forth. They had now for more than a 
mile got free of the woodlands, whose broken glades had for 
some time accompanied them after they had left the woods 
of Tillietudlem. A few birches and oaks still feathered the 
narrow ravines, or occupied in dwarf clusters the hollow plains 
of the moor. But these were gradually disappearing, and a 
wide and waste coimtry lay before them, swelling into bare 
hills of dark heath, intersected by deep gullies, being the 
passages by which torrents forced their course in winter, and 
during summer the disproportioned channels for diminutive 
rivulets that winded their puny way among heaps of stones 
and gravel, the effects and tokens of their winter fury, like 
so many spendthrifts dwindled down by the consequences of 
former excesses and extravagance. This desolate region seemed 
to extend farther than the eye could reach, without grandeur, 
ydthout even the dignity of mountain wildness, yet striking, 
from the huge proportion which it seemed to bear to such more 
favoTired spots of the country as were adapted to cultivation 
and fitted for the support of man, and thereby impressing 
irresistibly the mind of the spectator with a sense of the 
omnipotence of nature and the comparative inefficacy of the 
boasted means of amelioration which man is capable of opposing 
to the disadvantages of climate and soil. 

It is a remarkable effect of such extensive wastes that they 
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impose an idea of solitude even upon those who travel through 
them in considerable numbers, so much is the imagination 
affected by the disproportion between the desert aroimd and 
the party who are traversing it. Thus the members of a caravan 
of a thousand sotds may feel, in the deserts of Africa or Arabia, 
a sense of loneliness unknown to the individual traveller whose 
solitary course is through a thriving and cultivated country. 

It was not^ therefore, without a peculiar feeling of emotion 
that Morton beheld, at the distance of about half a mile, the 
body of the cavalry to which his escort belonged creeping up a 
steep and winding path which ascended from the more level 
moor into the hills. Their numbers, which appeared formidable 
when they crowded through narrow roads, and seemed multiplied 
by appearing partially and at different points among the trees, 
were now apparently diminished by being exposed at once to 
view, and in a landscape whose extent bore such immense pro- 
portion to the columns of horses and men, which, showing more 
like a drove of black cattle than a body of soldiers, crawled slowly 
along the face of the hill, their force and their nxmibers seeming 
trifling and contemptible. 

'Surely,' said Morton to himself, 'a handful of resolute men 
may defend any defile in these mountains against such a small 
force as this is, providing that their bravery is equal to their 
enthusiasm.' 

While he made these reflections, the rapid movement of the 
horsemen who guarded him soon traversed the space which 
divided them Scorn their companions; and ere the front of 
Claverhouse's column had gained the brow of the hill which 
they had been seen ascending, Bothwell, with his rear-guard 
and prisoners, had united himself, or nearly so, with the main 
body led by his commander. The extreme difficulty of the 
road, which was in some places steep and in others boggy, 
retarded the progress of Uie column, especially in the rear; 
for the passage of the main body in many instances poached 
up the swamps through which they passed, and rendered them 
80 deep that the last of their followers were forced to leave the 
beaten path and find safer passage where they could. 

On these occasions the distresses of the Reverend Gabriel 
Eettledrummle and of Mause Headrigg were considerably 
augmented, as the brutal troopers by whom they were guarded 
compelled them, at all risks which such inexperienced riders 
were likely to incur, to leap their horses over drains and gullies, 
or to push them through morasses and swamps. 

VI lO 
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'Through the help of the Lord I have luppen ower a 
wall,' cried poor Mause, as her horse was by her rude at- 
tendants brought up to leap the turf inolosure of a deserted 
fold, in which feat her curch flew off, leaving her grey hairs 
uncovered. 

' I am sunk in deep mire where there is no standing ; I am 
come into deep waters where the floods overflow me ! ' exclaimed 
Kettledrummle, as the charger on which he was mounted 
plunged up to the saddle-girths in a ' well-head,' as the springs 
are called which supply the marshes, the sable streams beneath 
spouting over the face and person of the captive preacher. 

These exclamations excited shouts of laughter among their 
military attendants ; but events soon occurred which rendered 
them all sufficiently serious. 

The leading files of the regiment had nearly attained the 
brow of the steep hill we have mentioned when two or three 
horsemen, speedily discovered to be a part of their own advcuiced 
guard who had acted as a patrol, appeared returning at full 
gallop, their horses much blown and the men apparently in a 
disordered flight. They were followed upon the spur by five 
or six riders, well armed with sword and pistol, who halted 
upon the top of the hill on observing the approach of the 
Life Guards. One or two who had carabines dismounted, and 
taking a leisurely and deliberate aim at the foremost rank of 
the regiment, dischaiged their pieces, by which two troopers 
were wounded, one severely. They then mounted their horses 
and disappeared over the ridge of the hill, retreating with so 
much coolness as evidently showed that, on the one hand, they 
were undismayed by the approach of so considerable a force as 
was moving against them, and conscious, on the other, that 
they were supported by numbers sufficient for their protection. 
Thiis incident occasioned a halt through the whole body of 
cavalry ; and while Claverhouse himself received the report of 
his advanced guard, which had been thus driven back upon the 
main body, Lord Evandale advanced to the top of the ridge 
over which the enemy's horsemen had retired, and Major Allan, 
Comet Grahame, and the other officers, employed themselves 
in extricating the regiment from the broken ground, and draw- 
ing them up on the side of the hill in two lines, the one to 
support the other. 

The word was then given to advance ; and in a few minutes 
the first lines stood on the brow and commanded the prospect 
on the other side. The second line closed upon them, and also 
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the rear-guard with the prisoners; so that Morton and his 
companions in captivity could in like manner see the form of 
opposition which was now offered to the farther progress of 
their captors. 

The brow of the hill, on which the Royal Life Guards were 
now drawn up, sloped downwards (on the side opposite to that 
which they had ascended) with a gentle declivity for more 
than a quarter of a mile, and presented ground which, though 
unequal in some places, was not altogether unfavourable for 
the manoeuvres of cavalry, until near the bottom, when the 
slope terminated in a marshy level, traversed through its whole 
length by what seemed either a natural gully or a deep artificial 
drain, the sides of which were broken by springs, trenches filled 
with water, out of which peats and turf had been dug, and 
hero and there by some straggling thickets of alders, which 
loved the moistness so well that they continued to live as 
bushes, although too much dwarfed by the sour soil and the 
stagnant bog-water to ascend into trees. Beyond this ditch or 
gully the ground arose into a second heathy swell, or rather 
hill, near to the foot of which, and as if with the object of 
defending the broken ground and ditch that covered their 
fronts the body of insurgents appeared to be drawn up with the 
purpose of abiding battle. 

Their infantry was divided into three lines. The' first, 
tolerably provided with firearms, were advanced almost close 
to the verge of the bog, so that their fire must necessarily 
annoy the royal cavalry as they descended the opposite hill, 
the whole front of which was exposed, and would probably be 
yet more fatal if they attempted to cross the morass. Behind 
this first line was a body of pikemen, designed for their support 
in case the dragoons Euiould force the passage of the mush. 
In their rear was their third line, consisting of countrymen 
armed with scythes set straight on poles, hay-forks, spits, clubs, 
goads, fish-spears, and such other rustic implements as hasty 
resentment had converted into instruments of war. On each 
flank of the infantry, but a little backward from the bog, as if 
to allow themselves dry and sound groimd whereon to act in 
case their enemies should force the pass, there was drawn up 
a small body of cavalry, who were in general but indifferently 
armed and worse mounted, but full of zeal for the cause, being 
chiefly either landholders of small property or farmers of the 
better class, whose means enabled them to serve on horseback. 
A few of Uiose who had been engaged in driving back the 
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advanced guard of the Royalists might now be seen returning 
slowly towards their own squadrons. These were the only 
indiyiduab of the insurgent army which seemed to be in 
motion. All the others stood firm and motionless as the grey 
stones that lay scattered on the heath around them. 

The total number of the insurgents might amount to about 
a thousand men; but of these there were scarce a hundred 
cavalry, nor were the half of them even tolerably armed. The 
strength of their position, however, the sense of their having 
taken a desperate step, the superiority of their numbers, but, 
above all, the ardour of their enthusiasm, were the means on 
which their leaders reckoned for supplying the want of arms, 
equipage, and military discipline. 

On the side of the hill that rose above the array of battle 
which they had adopted were seen the women, and even the 
children, whom zeal, opposed to persecution, had driven into 
the wilderness. They seemed stationed there to be spectators 
of the engagement^ by which their own fate, as well as that of 
their parents, husbands, and sons, was to be decided. Like 
the females of the ancient German tribes, the shrill cries which 
they raised when they beheld the glittering ranks of their 
enemy appear on the brow of the opposing eminence acted as 
an incentive to their relatives to fight to &e last in defence of 
that which was dearest to them. Such exhortations seemed to 
have their full and emphatic effect ; for a wild halloo, which 
went from rank to rank on the appearance of the soldiers, 
intimated the resolution of the insurgents to fight to the utteiv 
most 

As the horsemen halted their lines on the ridge of the hill, 
their trumpets and kettledrums soimded a bold and warlike 
flourish of menace and defiance, that rang along the waste like 
the shrill summons of a destroying angel. The Wanderers, in 
answer, united their voices and sent forth in solemn modula- 
tion the two first verses of the seventy-sixth Psalm, according 
to the metrical version of the Scottish Kirk— - 



In Judah's land God is well known, 

His name's in Isr'el great : 
In Salem is his tabernacle, 

In Sion is his seat. 
There arrows of the bow he brake, 

The ^eld, the sword, the war. 
More glorious thon than hills of prey, 

More excellent art £ur. 
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A shout, or rather a solemn acclamation, attended the close 
of the stanza ; and after a dead pause the second verse was 
resumed by the msurgents, who applied the destruction of the 
Assyrians as prophetical of the issue of their own impending 
contest — 

Those that were stout of heart are spoil'd, 

They slept their sleep outright : 
And none of those their hands did find, 

That were the men of mk;ht. 
When thy rebnke, Jacob^ God, 

Had forth against them ^ast, 
Their horses and their chanots both 

Were in a deep sleep cast 

There was another acclamation, which was followed by the 
most profound silence. 

While these solemn soimds, accented by a thousand voices, 
were prolonged amongst the waste hills, Claverhouse looked 
with great attention on the ground and on the order of battle 
which the Wanderers had adopted, and in which they determined 
to await the assault. 

' The churls,' he said, ' must have some old soldiers with 
thenx; it was no rustic that made choice of that groimd.' 

' Burley is said to be with them for certain,' answered Lord 
Evandale, ' and also Hackston of Rathillet, Paton of Meadow- 
head, Cleland, and some other men of military skill.' 

'I judged as much,' said Claverhoiise, 'from the style in 
which these detached horsemen leapt their horses over the 
ditch as they returned to their position. It was easy to see 
that there were a few Eoundheaided troopers amongst them, 
the true spawn of the old Covenant. We must manage this 
matter warily as well as boldly. Evandale, let the officers 
come to this knoll.' 

He moved to a small moss-grown cairn, probably the 
resting-place of some Celtic chief of other times, and the call 
of ' Officers to the front ' soon brought them aroimd their com- 
mander. 

' I do not call you around me, gentlemen,' said Claverhouse, 
*in the formal capacity of a council of war, for I will never 
turn over on others the responsibility which my rank imposes 
on myself. I only want the benefit of your opinions, reserving 
to myself, as most men do when they ask advice, the liberty of 
following my own. What say you, Comet Grahame? Shall 
we attack these fellows who are bellowing yonder? You are 
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youngest and hottest^ and therefore will speak first whether I 
will or no.' 

' Then/ said Comet Grahame, ' while I have the honour to 
carry the standard of the Life Guards it shall never, with my 
will, retreat before rebels. I say, charge, in God's name and 
the king's ! ' 

*And what say you, Allan?' continued Claverhouse, *for 
Evandale is so modest we shall never get him to speak till you 
have said what you have to say.' 

' These fellows,' said Major Allan, an old Cavalier officer of 
experience, ' are three or four to one ; I should not mind that 
much upon a fair field, but they are posted in a very formidable 
strength, and show no inclination to quit it. I therefore think, 
with deference to Comet Gi^hame's opinion, that we should 
draw back to Tillietudlem, occupy the pass between the hills 
and the open coimtry, and send for reinforcements to my Lord 
Ross, who is lying at Glasgow with a regiment of infantry. In 
this way we should cut them off from the Strath of Clyde, and 
either compel them to come out of their stronghold and give 
us battle on fair terms, or if they remain here we will attack 
them so soon as our infantry has joined us and enabled us to 
act with effect among these ditches, bogs, and quagmires.' 

'Pshaw!' said the yoimg Cornet^ *what signifies strong 
greimd when it is only held by a crew of canting, psalm-singing 
old women t ' 

* A man may fight never the worse,' retorted Major Allan, 
' for honoiuring boUi his Bible and Psalter. These fellows will 
prove as stubborn as steel ; I know them of old.' 

' Their nasal psalmody,' said the Comet> ' reminds our Major 
of the race of Dimbar.' 

' Had you been at that race, young man,' retorted Allan, 
* you would have wanted nothing to remind you of it for the 
longest day you have to live.' 

'Hush, hush, gentlemen,' said Claverhoiise, 'these are 
untimely repartees. I should like your advice well, Major 
Allan, had our rascally patrols — ^whom I will see duly punished 
— ^brought us timely notice of the enemy's numbers and position. 
But having once presented ourselves before them in line, the 
retreat of the Life Guards would argue gross timidity and be 
the general signal for insurrection throughout the west; in 
which case, so far from obtaining any assistance from my Lord 
Ross, I promise you I should have great apprehensions of his 
being cut off before we can join him, or he us. A retreat would 
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have quite the same fatal effect upon the king's cause as the 
loss of a battle ; and as to the difference of risk or of safety it 
might make with respect to ourselves, that, I am sure, no 
gentleman thinks a moment about. There must be some 
gorges or passes in the morass through which we can force our 
way ; and were we once on firm ground, I trust there is no man 
in the Life Guards who supposes our squadrons, though so 
weak in numbers, are imable to trample into dust twice the 
number of these unpractised clowns* What say you, my Lord 
Evandale ) ' 

' I humbly think,' said Lord Evandale, ' that go the day how 
it will it must be a bloody one ; and that we shall lose many 
brave fellows, and probably be obliged to slaughter a great 
number of these misguided men, who, after all, are Scotchmen 
and subjects of King Charles as well as we are.' 

'Rebels! rebels! and undeserving the name either of Scotch- 
men or of subjects,' said Claverhouse ; * but come, my lord, what 
does your opinion point at 1 ' 

' To enter into a treaty with these ignorant and misled men,' 
said the young nobleman. 

'A treaty! and with rebels having arms in their hands! 
Never while I live,' answered his conunander. 

'At least send a trumpet and flag of truce summoning 
them to lay down their weapons and disperse,' said Lord Evan- 
dale, 'upon promise of a free pardon. I have always heard 
that had that been done before the battle of Pentland Hills 
much blood might have been saved.' 

' Well,' said Claverhouse, ' and who the devil do you think 
would carry a summons to these headstrong and desperate 
fanatics t They acknowledge no laws of war. Their leaders, 
who have been all most active in the murder of the Archbishop 
of St. Andrews, fight with a rope round their necks, and are 
likely to kill the messenger, were it but to dip their followers 
in loyal blood, and to make them as desperate of pardon as 
themselves.' 

* I will go myself,' said Evandale, ' if you will permit me. 
. I have often risked my blood to spill that of others ; let me do 
so now in order to save himian lives.' 

' You shall not go on such an errand, my lord,' said Claver- 
house ; ' your rank and situation render your safety of too much 
consequence to the country in an age when good principles are 
so rare. Here's my brother's son, Dick Grahajne, who fears shot 
or steel as little as if the devil had given him armour of proof 
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against it> as the fanatics say he has given to his uncle. He 
shall take a flag of truce and a trumpet^ and ride down to the 
edge of the morass to summon them to lay down their arms 
ai^ disperse.' 

' With all my soul, Colonel,' answered the Comet ; * and 111 
tie my cravat on a pike to serve for a white flag ; the rascals 
never saw such a pennon of Flanders lace in their lives before.' 

'Colonel Grahame,' said Evandale, while the yoimg officer 
prepared for his expedition, 'this young gentleman is your 
nephew and your apparent heir ; for Ckxl's sake, permit me to 
go. It was my counsel, and I ought to stand the risk.' 

* Were he my only son,' said Claverhouse, * this is no cause 
and no time to spare him. I hope my private affections will 
never interfere with my public duty. If Dick Grahame falls, 
the loss is chiefly mine ; were your lordship to die, the king 
and coimtry would be the sufferers. Come, gentlemen, each to 
his post. If our summons is unfavourably received we will 
instantly attack ; and, as the old Scottish blazon has it, " God 
shaw the right " ! ' 



CHAPTER XVI 

With many a stout thwack and many a bang, 
Hard crab-tree and old iron rang. 

CoRNiET RiCHABD Gbahamb descended the hill, bearing in his 
hand the extempore flag of truce, and making his managed horse 
keep time by boimds and curvets to the tune which he whistled. 
The tnmipeter followed. Five or six horsemen, having some- 
thing the appearance of officers, detached themselves from each 
flank of the Presbjrterian army, and meeting in the centre, 
approached the ditch which divided the hollow as near as the 
morass would permit. Towards this group, but keeping the 
opposite side of the swamp, (hornet Grahame directed his horse, 
his motions being now the conspicuous object of attention to 
both armies; and, without disparagement to the courage of 
either, it is probable there was a general wish on both sides 
that this embassy might save the risks and bloodshed of the 
impending conflict. 

When he had arrived right opposite to those who, by their 
advancing to receive his message, seemed to take upon them- 
selves as the leaders of the enemy. Comet Grahame commanded 
his trumpeter to sound a parley. The insurgents having no 
instrument of martial music wherewith to make the appropriate 
reply, one of their number called out with a loud, strong voice, 
demanding to know why he approached their leaguer. 

' To summon you in the king's name and in that of Colonel 
John Grahame of Claverhouse, specially commissioned by the 
right honourable Privy Council of Scotland,* answered the Cor- 
net> ' to lay down your arms and dismiss the followers whom 
ye have led into rebellion, contrary to the laws of God, of the 
king, and of the country.' 

' Return to them that sent thee,' said the insurgent leader, 
' and tell them that we are this day in arms for a broken Cove- 
nant and a persecuted Kirk ; tell them that we renounce the 
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licentious and perjured Charles Stewart, whom you call king, 
even as he renounced the (Covenant idPter having once and 
again sworn to prosecute to the utmost of his power all 
the ends thereof, really, constantly, and sincerely all the days 
of his life, having no enemies but the enemies of the (Covenant, 
and no friends but its friends. Whereas, far from keeping the 
oath he had called God and angels to witness, his first step, 
after his incoming into these kingdoms, was the fearful grasp- 
ing at the prerogative of the Almighty by that hideous Act of 
Supremacy, together with his ezpulsing without summons, 
libel, or process of law, hundreds of famous, faithful preachers, 
thereby wringing the bread of life out of the mouth of hungry, 
poor creatures, and forcibly cramming their throats with the 
lifeless, saltless, foisonless, lukewarm drammock of the fourteen 
false prelates and their sycophantic, formal, carnal, scandalous 
creature-curates.' 

* I did not come to hear you preach,' answered the ofiicer, 
* but to know in one word if you will disperse yourselves, on 
condition of a free pardon to all but the murderers of the late 
Archbishop of St. Andrews, or whether you will abide the 
attack of his Majesty's forces, which will instantly advance 
upon you.* 

* In one word, then,' answered the spokesman, * we are here 
with our swords on our thighs, as men that watch in the night. 
We will take one part and portion together as brethren in 
righteousness. Whosoever assails us in our good cause, his 
blood be on his own head. So return to them that sent thee, 
and God give them and thee a sight of the evil of your 
ways ! ' 

* Is not your name,' said the Comet> who began to recollect 
having seen the person whom he was now speaking with, ' John 
Balfour of Burley t ' 

' And if it be,' said the spokesman, ' hast thou aught to say 
against it ? ' 

' Only,' said the Cornet^ ' that, as you are excluded from par- 
don in the name of the king and of my commanding officer, it 
is to these country people, and not to you, that I offer it ; and 
it is not with you, or such as you, that I am sent to treat.' 

* Thou art a young soldier, friend,' said Burley, * and scant 
well learned in thy trade, or thou wouldst know that the bearer 
of a flag of truce cannot treat with the army but through their 
officers ; and that if he presume to do otherwise, he foifeits his 
safe conduct.' 
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While speaking these words, Burley imslung his carabine and 
held it in readiness. 

' I am not to be intimidated from the discharge of my duty 
by the menaces of a murderer,' said Comet Grahame. * Hear 
me, good people; I proclaim, in the name of the king and 
of my commanding officer, full and free pardon to a]A, ex- 
cepting ' 

' I give thee fair warning,' said Burley, presenting his piece. 

*A free pardon to all,' continued the young officer, still 
addressing the body of the insurgents — * to all but ' 

'Then the Lord grant grace to thy soul. Amen!' said 
Burley. 

With these words he fired, and Ck>met Richard Grahame 
dropped from his horse. The shot was mortal. The un- 
fortunate young gentleman had only strength to turn himself 
on the ground and mutter forth, * My poor mother ! * when life 
forsook him in the effi)rt His startled horse fled back to the 
regiment at the gallop, as did his scarce less affinghted at- 
tendant. 

* What have you done ? * said one of Balfour's brother officers. 

* My duty,' said Balfour, firmly. * Is it not written, " Thou 
shalt be zealous even to slaying " ? Let those who dare now 
venture to speak of truce or pi^on ! ' * 

Claverhouse saw his nephew fall. He turned his eye on 
Evandale, while a transitory glance of indescribable emotion 
disturbed for a second's space the serenity of his features, and 
briefly said, * You see the event.' 

' I will avenge him, or die ! ' exclaimed Evandale ; and, putting 
his horse into motion, rode fmriously down the hill, followed by 
his own troop and that of the deceased Comet, which broke 
down without orders ; and, each striving to be the foremost to 
revenge their young officer, their ranks soon fell into confusion. 
These forces formed the first line of the Royalists. It was in 
vain that Claverhouse exclaimed, 'Halt! halt! this rashness 
will undo us.' It was all that he could accomplish by gallop- 
ing along the second line, entreating, commanding, and even 
menacing the men with his sword, that he could restrain them 
from following an example so contagious. 

' Allan,' he said, as soon as he had rendered the men in some 
degree more steady, ' lead them slowly down the hill to support 
Lord Evandale, who is about to need it very much. Bothwell, 
thou art a cool and a daring fellow ' 

* See Cornet Qimhame. Note 21. 
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'Ay/ muttered Bothwell, 'you can remember that in a 
moment like this.' 

'Lead ten file up the hollow to the rights' continued his 
commanding officer, ' and try every means to get through the 
bog ; then form and charge the rebels in flank and rear while 
they are engaged with us in front.' 

Bothwell made a signal of intelligence and obedience, and 
moved off with his party at a rapid pace. 

Meantime the disaster which Claverhouse- had apprehended 
did not fail to take place. The troopers who, with Lord Evan- 
dale, had rushed down upon the enemy, soon found their dis- 
orderly career interrupted by the impracticable character of 
the ground. Some stuck fast in the morass as they attempted 
to struggle through, some recoiled from the attempt and re- 
mained on the brink, others dispersed to seek a more favourable 
place to pass the swamp. In the midst of this confusion the 
first line of the enemy, of which the foremost rank knelt^ the 
second stooped, and the tlurd stood upright^ poured in a close 
and destructive fire that emptied at least a score of saddles, 
and increased tenfold the disorder into which the horsemen 
had fallen. Lord Evandale in the meantime, at the head of a 
very few well-mounted men, had been able to clear the ditch, 
but was no sooner across than he was charged by the left body 
of the enemy's cavalry, who, encouraged by the small number 
of opponents that had made their way through the broken 
groxmd, set upon them with the utmost fury, crying, 'Woe, 
woe to the uncircumcised Philistines ! down with Dagon and 
all his adherents ! ' 

The yoimg nobleman fought like a lion ; but most of his 
followers were killed, and he himself could not have escaped 
the same fate but for a heavy fire of carabines which Claver- 
house, who had now advanced with the second line near to the 
ditch, poured so effectually upon the enemy that both horse 
and foot for a moment began to shrink, and Lord Evandale, 
disengaged from his unequal combat^ and finding himself nearly 
alone, took the opportunity to effect his retreat through the 
morass. But> notwithstanding the loss they had sustained by 
Claverhouse's first fire, the insurgents became soon aware that 
the advantage of numbers and of position were so decidedly 
theirs that, if they could but persist in making a brief but 
resolute defence, the Life Guards must necessarily be defeated. 
Their leaders flew through their ranks exhorting them to stand 
firm, and pointing out how efficacious their fire must be where 
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botbr men and horse were exposed to it; for the troopers, 
according to custom, fired without having dismounted. Claver- 
house more than once, when he perceived his best men dropping 
by a fire which they could not effectually return, made des- 
perate efforts to pass the bog at various points and renew the 
battle on firm ground and fiercer terms. But the close fire of 
the insurgents, joined to the natural difficulties of the pass, 
foiled his attempts in every point. 

'We must retreat^' he said to Evandale, 'unless Bothwell 
can effect a diversion in our favour. In the meantime draw 
the men out of fire and leave skirmishers behind these patches 
of alder-bushes to keep the enemy in check.' 

These directions being accompHshed, the appearance of Both- 
well with his party was earnestly expected. But Bothwell had 
his own disadvantages to struggle with. His detour to the 
right had not escaped the penetrating observation of Burley, 
who made a corresponding movement with the left wing of the 
mounted insui^nts, so that when Bothwell, after riding a 
considerable way up the valley, found a place at which the bog 
could be passed, though with some difficulty, he perceived he 
was still in front of a superior enemy. His daring character 
was in no degree checked by this unexpected opposition. 

' Follow me, my lads ! ' he called to his men ; * never let it 
be said that we turned our backs before these canting Round- 
heads!' 

With that^ as if inspired by the spirit of his ancestors, he 
shouted, ' Bothwell ! Bothwell ! ' and throwing himself into the 
morass, he struggled through it at the head of his party, and 
attacked that of Burley with such fury that he drove them 
back above a pistol-shot^ killing three men with his own hand. 
Burley, perceiving the consequences of a defeat on this pointy 
and that his men, though more numerous, were unequal to the 
regulars in using their arms and managing their horses, threw 
himself across BothwelFs way and attacked him hand to hand. 
Each of the combatants was considered as the champion of his 
respective party, and a result ensued more usual in romance 
ihaia in real story. Their followers on either side instantly 
paused and looked on as if the fate of the day were to be 
decided by the event of the combat between these two redoubted 
swordsmen. The combatants themselves seemed of the same 
opinion ; for, after two or three eager cuts and pushes had 
been exchanged, they paused, as if by joint consent^ to recover 
the breath which preceding exertions had exhausted, and to 
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prepare for a duel in which each seemed conscious he had met 
his match. 

*You are the murdering villain, Burley/ said Bothwell, 
griping his sword firmly, and setting his teeth close ; * you 
escaped me once, but (he swore an oath too tremendous to 
be written down) thy head is worth its weight of silver, and 
it shall go home at my saddle-bow, or my saddle shall go home 
empty for me.' 

'Yes,' replied Burley, with stem and gloomy deliberation, 
' I am that John Balfour who promised to lay thy head where 
thou shouldst never lift it again ; and €rod do so imto me, and 
more also, if I do not redeem my word ! * 

' Then a bed of heather or a thousand merks ! ' said Both- 
well, striking at Burley with his full force. 

' The sword of the Lord and of Gideon ! ' answered Balfour, 
as he parried and returned the blow. 

There have seldom met two combatants more equally 
matched in strength of body, skill in the management of their 
weapons and horses, determined courage, and imrelenting 
hostility. After exchanging many desperate blows, each re- 
ceiving and inflicting several wounds, though of no great 
consequence, they grappled together as if with the desperate 
impatience of mortal hate, and Bothwell, seizing his enemy by 
the shoulder-belt, while the grasp of Balfour was upon his own 
collar, they came headlong to the ground. The companions of 
Burley hastened to his assistance, but were repelled by the 
dragoons, and the battle became again general. But nothing 
could withdraw the attention of the combatants from each 
other, or induce them to unclose the deadly clasp in which they 
rolled together on the ground, tearing, struggling, and foaming 
with the inveteracy of thoroughbred bull-dogs. 

Several horses passed over them in the mSUe without their 
quitting hold of each other, xmtil the sword-arm of Bothwell 
was broken by the kick of a charger. He then relinquished 
his grasp with a deep and suppressed groan, and both combat- 
ants started to their feet. Bothwell's right hand dropped 
helpless by his side, but his left griped to tiie place where his 
dagger himg ; it had escaped from the sheath in the struggle, 
and, with a look of mingled rage and despair, he stood totally 
defenceless as Balfour, with a laugh of savage joy, flourished 
his sword aloft, and then passed it through his adversaiy's 
body. Bothwell received the thrust without falling; it had 
only grazed on his ribs. He attempted no farther defence, but, 
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looking at Barley with a grin of deadly hatred, exclaimed, 
'Base peasant churl, thou hast spilt the blood of a line of 
kings!' 

* Die, wretch ! die ! ' said Balfour, redoubling the thrust 
with better aim ; and, setting his foot on BothwelFs body as 
he fell, he a third time transfixed him with his sword. ' Die, 
bloodthirsty dog ! die as thou hast lived ! die, like the beasts 
that perish, hoping nothing, believing nothing * 

' And FEARING nothing ! ' said Bothwell, collecting the last 
effort of respiration to utter these desperate words, and expiring 
as soon as they were spoken. 

To catch a stray horse by the bridle, throw himself upon it» 
and rush to the assistance of his followers, was with Burley 
the afiair of a moment. And as the fall of Bothwell had given 
to the insurgents all the courage of which it had deprived his 
comrades, the issue of this partial contest did not remain long 
undecided. Several soldiers were slain, the rest driven back 
over the morass and dispersed, and the victorious Burley, with 
his party, crossed it in their turn, to direct against Claverhouse 
the veiy manoeuvre which he had instructed Bothwell to 
execute. He now put his troop in order with the view of attack- 
ing the right wing of the Royalists ; and, sending news of his 
success to the main body, exhorted them, in the name of 
Heaven, to cross the marsh and work out the glorious work of 
the Lord by a general attack upon the enemy. 

Meanwhile Claverhouse, who had in some degree remedied 
the confusion occasioned by the first irregular and unsuccessful 
attack, and reduced the combat in front to a distant skirmish 
with firearms, chiefly maintained by some dismounted troopers 
whom he had posted behind the cover of the shrubby copses of 
alders, which in some places covered the edge of the morass, 
and whose close, cool, and well-aimed fire greatly annoyed the 
enemy and concealed their own deficiency of numbers, — Claver- 
house, while he maintained the contest in this manner, still 
expecting that a diversion by Bothwell and his party might 
facilitate a general attack, was accosted by one of the dragoons, 
whose bloody face and jaded horse bore witness he was come 
from hard service. 

'What is the matter, Halliday?' said Claverhouse, for he 
knew eveiy man in his regiment by name. ' Where is Both- 
welir 

' Bothwell is down,' replied Halliday, ' and many a pretty 
fellow with him.' 
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' Then the king/ said Claverhouse, with hia usual composure, 
* has lost a stout soldier. The enemy have passed the marsh, I 
suppose ? ' 

* With a strong body of horse, commanded by the devil in- 
carnate that killed Boliiwell,' answered the terrified soldier. 

' Hush ! hush ! ' said Olaverhouse, putting his finger on his 
lips, ' not a word to any one but me. Lord Evandale, we must 
retreat. The fates will have it so. Draw together the men 
that are dispersed in the skirmishing work. Let Allan form 
the regiment, and do you two retreat up the hill m two bodies, 
each halting alternately as the other falls back. V\\ keep the 
rogues in check with the i^ai^atd, making a stand and fLing 
from time to time. They will be over the ditch presently, for 
I see their whole line in motion and preparing to cross ; there- 
fore lose no time.' 

* Where is Both well with his party ? * said Lord Evandale, 
astonished at the coolness of his commander. 

* Fairly disposed of,' said Claverhouse, in his ear ; * the king 
has lost a servant and the devil has got one. But away to 
business, Evandale ; ply your spurs and get the men together. 
Allan and you must keep them steady. This retreating is new 
work for us all ; but our turn will come round another day.' 

Evandale and Allan betook themselves to their task ; but 
ere they had arranged the regiment for the purpose of retreating 
in two alternate bodies, a considerable number of the enemy 
had crossed the marsh. Claverhouse, who had retained im- 
mediately around his person a few of his most active and tried 
men, charged those who had crossed in person while they were 
yet disordered by the broken ground. Some they killed, others 
they repulsed into the morass, and checked the whole so as to 
enable the main body, now greatly diminished, as well as dis- 
heartened by the loss they had sustained, to commence their 
retreat up the hill. 

But the enemy's van, being soon reinforced and supported, 
compelled Claverhouse to follow his troops. Never did man, 
however, better maintain the character of a soldier than he did 
that day. Conspicuous by his black horse and white feather, 
he was first in the repeated charges which he made at every 
favourable opportunity to arrest the progress of the pursuers 
and to cover Uie retreat of his regiment. The object of aim to 
every one, he seemed as if he were impassive to their shot. The 
superstitious fanatics, who looked upon him as a man gifted by 
the Evil Spirit with supernatural means of defence, averred 
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that they saw the bullets recoil from his jaok-boots and buff-coat 
like hailstones from a rock of granite, as he galloped to and fro 
amid the storm of the battle. Many a Whig that day loaded 
his musket with a dollar cut into slugs, in oider that a silver 
bullet (such was their belief) might bring down the persecutor 
of the holy kirk, on whom lead had no power. 

* Try him with the cold steel,' was the cry at every renewed 
charge ; * powder is wasted on him. Ye might as weel shoot at 
the Auld Enemy himsell.' * 

But though this was loudly shouted^ yet the awe on the 
insurgents' minds was such that they gave way before Claver- 
house as before a supernatural being, and few men ventured 
to cross swords with him. Still, however, he was fighting in 
retreat, and with all the disadvantages attending that move- 
ment. The soldiers behind him, as Uiey beheld the increasing 
number of enemies who poured over the morass, became 
unsteady; and at eveiy successive movement Major Allan 
and Lord Evandale found it more and more difficult to bring 
them to halt and form line regularly ; while, on the other hand, 
their motions in the act of retreating became by degrees 
much more rapid than was consistent with good order. As the 
retiring soldiers approached nearer to the top of the ridge, from 
which in so luckless an hour they had descended, the panic 
began to increase. Every one be<^me impatient to place the 
brow of the hill between him and the continued fire of the 
pursuers ; nor could any individual think it reasonable that he 
should be the last in the retreat, and thus sacrifice his own 
safety for that of others. In this mood several troopers set 
spurs to their horses and fled outright, and the others became 
so unsteady in their movements and formations that their 
officers eveiy moment feared they would follow the same 
example. 

Amid this scene of blood and confusion, the trampling of 
the horses, the groans of the wounded, the continued fire of the 
eneipy, which fell in a succession of unintermitted musketry, 
while loud shouts accompanied each bullet which the fall of a 
trooper showed to have been successfully aimed — ^amid all the 
terrors and disorders of such a scene, and when it was dubious 
how soon they might be totally deserted by their dispirited 
soldiery, Evandale could not forbear remarking the composure 
of his commanding officer. Not at Lady Margaret's breakfast- 
table that morning did his eye appear more lively, or his 

* See Proof againBt Shot given by Satui« Note 92. 
VI II 
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demeanour more oompoeed. He had closed up to Evandale for 
the purpose of giving some ordera and picking out a few men 
to reinforce his rear-guard. 

* If this bout lasts five minutes longer,' he said in a whisper, 
* our rogues will leave you, my lord, old Allan, and myself the 
honour of fighting this batde with our own hands. I must do 
something to disperse the musketeers who annoy them so hard, 
or we shall be all shamed. Don't attempt to succour me if 
you see me go down, but keep at the head of your men ; get 
off as you can, in God's name, and tell the king and the council 
I died in my duty ! ' 

So saying, and commanding about twenty stout men to 
follow him, he gave, with this small body, a charge so desperate 
and unexpected that he drove the foremost of the pursuers 
back to some distance. In the confusion of the assault he 
singled out Burley, and, desirous to strike teiror into his 
followers, he dealt him so severe a blow on the head as cut 
through his steel headpiece and threw him from his horse, 
stunned for the moment, though unwoimded. A wonderful 
thing, it was afterwards thought, that one so powerful as 
Balfour should have sunk under the blow of a man to appear- 
ance so slightly made as Claverhouse; and the vulgar, of 
course, set down to supernatural aid the effect of that energy 
which a determined spirit dm give to a feebler arm. Claver- 
house had in this last charge, however, involved himself too 
deeply among the insurgents, and was fairly surrounded. 

Ix)rd Evandale saw die danger of his commander, his body 
of dragoons being then halted, while that commanded by Allan 
was in the act of retreating. Regardless of Glaverhouse's 
disinterested command to the contrary, he ordered the party 
which he headed to charge down hill and extricate their 
Colonel. Some advanced with him, most halted and stood 
uncertain, many ran away. With those who followed Evan- 
dale, he disengaged Claverhouse. His assistance just came in 
time, for a rustic had wounded his horse in a most ghastly 
manner by the blow of a scythe, and was about to repeat the 
stroke when Lord Evandale cut him down. As they got out 
of the press they looked round them. Allan's division had 
ridden clear over the hill, that officer's authority having proved 
altogether imequal to halt them. Evandale's troop was scattered 
and in total confusion. 

'What is to be done, Colonelt' said Lord Evandale. 

* We are the last men in the field, I think,' said Claverhouse ; 
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* and when men fight as long as they can there is no shame in 
flying. Hector himself would say, ''Devil take the hindmost," 
when there are but twenty against a thousand. Save your- 
selves, my lads, and rally as soon as you can. Come, my lord, 
we must e'en ride for it.' 

So saying, he put spurs to his wounded horse; and the 
generous animal, as if conscious that the life of his rider 
depended on his exertions, pressed forward with speed, unabated 
either by pain or loss of blood.* A few officers and soldiers 
followed him, but in a veiy irr^ular and tumultuary manner. 
The flight of Claverhouse was the signal for all the stragglers 
who yet ofiered desultory resistance to fly as fast as they could, 
and yield up the field of battle to the victorious insurgents. 

* See dAverhouae's Chaiger. Note 88. 



CHAPTER XVII 

But see 1 through the fast-flashing lightnings of war, 
What steed to tne desert flies frantic and far ? 

Campbell. 

DuBiNa the severe skirmish of which we have given the details, 
Morton, together with Cuddle and his mother and the Reverend 
Gabriel Eettledrummle, remained on the brow of the hill, near 
tp the small cairn or barrow, beside which Claverhouse had 
held his preliminary council of war, so that they had a com- 
manding view of the action which took place in the bottom. 
They were guarded by Corporal Inglis and four soldiers, who, 
as may readily be supposed, were much more intent on watch- 
ing the fluctuating fortunes of the battle than in attending to 
what passed among their prisoners. 

' If yon lads stand to their tackle,' said Cuddle, ' well hae 
some chance o' getting our necks out o' the brecham again ; 
but I misdoubt tiiem ; they hae little skeel o' arms.' 

* Much is not necessary, Cuddie,' answered Morton ; * they 
have a strong position, and weapons in their hands, and are 
more than three times the nimiber of their assailants. If they 
cannot fight for their freedom now, they and theirs deserve to 
lose it for ever.' 

' 0, sirs,' exclaimed Mause, ' here's a goodly spectacle, indeed ! 
My spirit is like that of the blessed Elihu : it bums within me ; 
my bowels are as wine which lacketh vent, they are ready to 
burst like new bottles. that He may look after His ain 
people in this day of judgment and deliverance ! And now, what 
ailest thou, precious Mr. Gabriel Eettledrummle ? I say, what 
ailest thou that wert a Nazarite purer than snow, whiter than 
milk, more ruddy than sulphur (meaning, perhaps, sapphires) 
— I say, what ails thee now, that thou art blacker than a coal, 
that thy beauty is departed, and thy loveliness withered like 
a dry potsherd ? Surely it is time to be up and be doing, to 
cry loudly and to spare not, and to wrestle for the puir lads 
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that are yonder testifying with their ain bluid and that of their 
enemies.' 

This expostulation implied a reproach on Mr. Kettledrummle, 
who, though an absolute Boanerges or son of thimder in the 
pulpit, when the enemy were afar, and indeed sufficiently 
contumacious, as we have seen, when in their power, had been 
struck dumb by the firing, shouts, and shrieks, which now 
arose from the valley, and — as many an honest man might 
have been, in a situation where he coidd neither fight nor fly — 
was too much dismayed to take so favourable an opportunity 
to preach the terrors of Presbytery as the courageous Mause 
had expected at his hand, or eveli to pray for the successful 
event <^ the battle. His presence of mind was not, however, 
entirely lost any more than his jealous respect for his reputa- 
tion as a pure and powerful preacher of the Word. 

•Hold yom: peace, woman!' he said, *and do not perturb 
my inward meditations and the wrestlings wherewith I wrestle. 
But of a verity the shooting of the foemen doth begin to 
increase ; peradventure some pellet may attain unto us even 
here. Lo ! I will ensconce me behind the cairn, as behind a 
strong wall of defence.' 

'He's but a coward body after a',' said Cuddie, who was 
himself by no means deficient in that sort of courage which 
consists in insensibility to danger ; * he's but a daidling coward 
body. Hell never fill Rumbleberry's bonnet. Odd ! Rumble- 
berry fought and flyted like a fleeing dragon. It was a great 
pity, puir man, he oouldna cheat the woodie. But they say he 
gaed singing and rejoicing till't, just as I wad gang to a bicker 
o' broee, supposing me himgry, as I stand a gude ch^ce to be. 
Eh, sirs ! yon's an awfu' sight, and yet ane canna keep their 
een aff frae it ! ' 

Accordingly, strong curiosity on the part of Morton and 
Cuddie, together with the heated enthusiasm of old Mause, 
detained them on the spot from which they could best hear 
and see the issue of the action, leaving to Eettledrummle to 
occupy alone his place of security. The vicissitudes of combat, 
which we have already described, were witnessed by our 
spectators from the top of the eminence, but without their 
being able positively to determine to what they tended. That 
the Presbyterians defended themselves stoutly was evident 
from the heavy smoke, which, illumined by frequent flashes of 
fire, now eddied along the valley and hid the contending 
parties in its sulphureous shade. On the other hand, the 
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continued firing from the nearer side of the morass indicated 
that the enemy persevered in their attack, that the affiur was 
fiercely disputed, and that everything was to be apprehended 
from a continued contest in which undisciplined rustics had to 
repel the assaults of regular troops, so completely officered and 
armed. 

At length horses, whose caparisons showed that they belonged 
to the Life Guards, b^an to fly masterless out of the confusion. 
Dismounted soldiers next appeared, forsaking the conflict and 
straggling over the side of the hill in order to escape from the 
scene of action. As the numbers of these fugitives increased, 
the fate of the day seemed no longer doubtftd. A large body 
was then seen emerging from the smoke, forming irregularly 
on the hillside, and with difficulty kept stationary by their 
officers, until Evandale's corps also appeared in full retreat. 
The result of the conflict was then apparent, and the joy of the 
prisoners was corresponding to their approaching deliverance. 

'They hae dune the job for anes,' said Cuddie, 'an they' 
ne'er do't again.' 

' They flee ! they flee ! ' exclaimed Mause, in ecstasy. ' 0, 
the truculent tyrants ! they are riding now as they never 
rode before. 0, the false Egyptians, the proud Assyrians, the 
Philistines, the Moabites, the Edomites, the Ishmaelites ! The 
Lord has brought sharp swords upon them to make them 
food for the fowls of heaven and the beasts of the field. See 
how the clouds roll and the fire flashes ahint them, and goes 
forth before the chosen of the Covenant, e'en like the pillar o' 
cloud and the pillar o' flame that led the people of Israel out 
o' the land of Egypt ! This is indeed a day of deliverance to 
the righteous, a day of pouring out of wrath to the persecutors 
and the ungodly ! ' 

'Lord save us, mither,' said Cuddie, 'baud the claveriug 
tongue o' ye, and lie down ahint the cairn, like Kettledrummle, 
honest man ! The Whigamore bullets ken imco little discretion, 
and will just as sune knock out the bams o' a psalmndnging 
auld wife as a swearing dragoon.' 

' Fear naething for me, Cuddie,' said the old dame, trans- 
ported to ecstasy by the success of her party ; ' fear naething 
for me ! I will stand, like Deborah, on the tap o' the cairn, and 
tak up my sang o' reproach against these men of Harosheth of 
the GentUes, whose horse-hoofs are broken by their prancing.' 

The enthusiastic old woman would, in fact, have accom- 
plished her purpose of mounting on the cairn and becoming, 
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as she said, a sign and a banner to the people, had not Cuddle, 
with more filial tenderness than respect, detidned her by such 
force as his shackled arms would permit him to exert 

'£h, sirs!' he said, having accomplished this task, 'look 
out yonder, Milnwood ; saw ye ever mortal fight like the deevil 
Claver'sef Yonder he's be^ thrice doun amang them, and 
thrice cam free aff. But I think well soon be free oursells, 
Milnwood. Inglis and his troopers look ower their shouthers 
very aften, as if they liked the road ahint them better than the 
road afore.' 

Cuddie was not mistaken ; for, when the main tide of fugi- 
tives passed at a. little distance from the spot where they were 
stationed, the corporal and his party fired their carabines at 
random upon the advancing insuigents, and, abandoning all 
charge of their prisoners, joined the retreat of their comrades. 
Morton and the old woman, whose hands were at liberty, lost 
no time in undoing the bonds of Cuddie and of the clergyman, 
both of whom had been secured by a cord tied round their 
arms above the elbows. By the time this was accomplished, 
the rear-guard of the dragoons, which still preserved some 
order, passed beneath the hillock or rising groimd which was 
surmounted by the cairn already repeatedly mentioned. They 
exhibited all the hurry and confusion incident to a forced re- 
treat, but still continued in a body. Claverhouse led the van, 
his naked sword deeply dyed with blood, as were his face and 
clothes. His horse was aJl covered with gore, and now reeled 
with weakness. Lord Evandale, in not much better plight, 
brought up the rear, still exhorting the soldiers to keep together 
and fear nothing. Several of the men were wounded, and one 
or two dropped from their horses as they surmounted the hill. 

Mause's zeal broke forth once more at this spectacle, while 
she stood on the heath with her head uncovered and her grey 
hairs streaming in the wind, no bad representation of a super- 
annuated bacchante, or Thessalian witch in the agonies of in- 
cantation. She soon discovered Claverhouse at the head of the 
fugitive party, and exclaimed with bitter irony, * Tarry, tarry, 
ye wha were aye sae blythe to be at the meetings of the saints, 
and wad ride every muir in Scotland to find a conventicle. 
Wilt thou not tarry now thou hast found ane t Wilt thou not 
stay for one word mair? Wilt thou na bide the afternoon 
preaching f Wae betide ye ! ' she said, suddenly changing her 
tone, 'and cut the houghs of the creature whase fleetness ye 
trust in ! Sheugh, sheugh ! awa wi' ye that hae spilled sae 
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muckle bluid, and now wad save your ain — awa wi' ye for a 
railing Rabshakeh, a cursing Shunei, a bloodthirsty Doeg! 
The sword's drawn now that winna be lang o' overtaking ye, 
ride as fast as ye will.' 

Clayerhouse, it may be easily supposed, was too busy to 
attend to her reproaches, but hastened over the hill, anxious to 
get the remnant of his men out of gun-shot, in hopes of again 
collecting the fugitives round his standard. But as the rear of 
his followers rode over the ridge, a shot struck Lord Evan- 
dale's horse, which instantly sunk down dead beneath him. Two 
of the Whig horsemen, who were the foremost in the pursuit, 
hastened up with the purpose of killing him, for hitherto there 
had been no quarter given. Morton, on the other hand, rushed 
forward to save his life, if possible, in order at once to indulge 
his natural generosity, and to requite the obligation which Lord 
Evandale had conferred on him that morning, and under which 
circumstances had made him wince so acutely. Just as he 
had assisted Evandale, who was much wounded, to extricate 
himself from his dying horse and to gain his feet, the two 
horsemen came up, and one of them, exclaiming, * Have at the 
red-coated tyrant ! * made a blow at the young nobleman, which 
Morton parried with difficulty, exclaiming to the rider, who was 
no other than Burley himself, * Give quarter to this gentleman, 
for my sake — ^for the sake,' he added, observing that Burley did 
not immediately recognise him, * of Henry Morton, who so lately 
sheltered you.' 

* Henry Morton ! ' replied Burley, wiping his bloody brow 
with his bloodier hand ; ' did I not sav that the son of Silas 
Morton would come forth out of the land of bondage, nor be 
long an indweller in the tents of Ham ? Thou art a brand 
snatched out of the burning. But for this booted apostle of 
Prelacy, he shall die the death! We must smite t^em hip 
and thigh, even from the rising to the going down of the sim. 
It is our commission to slay them like Amalek, and utterly 
destroy all they have, and spare neither man nor woman, 
infant nor suckling ; therefore hinder me not,' he continued, 
endeavouring again to cut down Lord Evandale, ' for this work 
must not be wrought negligently.' 

' You must not, and you shall not, slay him, more especially 
while incapable of defence,' said Morton, planting himself before 
Lord Evandale so as to mtercept any blow that diould be aimed 
at him. ' I owed my life to him this morning — my life, which 
was endangered solely by my having sheltered you; and to 
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shed his blood when he can offer no effectual resistance were 
not only a cruelty abhorrent to God and man, but detestable 
ingratitude both to him and to me.' 

Burley paused. ' Thou art yet,' he said, ' in the court of the 
Gentiles, and I compassionate thy human blindness and frailty. 
Strong meat is not fit for babes, nor the mighty and grinding 
dispensation imder which I draw my sword for those whose 
hearts are yet dwelling in huts of clay, whose footsteps are 
tangled in the mesh of mortal sympathies, and who clothe them- 
selves in the righteousness that is as filthy rags. But to gain 
a soul to the truth is better than to send one to Tophet ; there- 
fore I give quarter to this youth, providing the grant is con- 
firmed by the general council of God's army, whom He hath 
this day blessed with so signal a deliverance. Thou art unarmed. 
Abide my return here. I must yet pursue these sinners, the 
Amalekites, and destroy them till they be utterly consumed 
from the face of the land, even from Havilah imto Shur.' 

So saying, he set spurs to his horse and continued to pursue 
the chase. 

'Cuddie,' said Morton, 'for God's sake catch a horse as 
quickly as you can. I will not trust Lord Evandale's life with 
these obdurate men. You are wounded, my lord. Are you 
able to continue your retreat 7 ' he continued, addressing him- 
self to his prisoner, who, half -stunned by the fall, was but 
beginning to recover himself. 

' I thmk so,' replied Lord Evandale. ' But is it possible t 
Do I owe my life to Mr. Morton t ' 

' My interference would have been the same from common 
humanity,' replied Morton ; ' to your lordship it was a sacred 
debt of gratitude.' 

Cuddie at this instant returned with a horse. 

' God-sake, munt — mimt and ride like a fleeing hawk, my 
lord,' said the good-natured fellow, ' for ne'er be in me if they 
arena killing every ane o' the woimded and prisoners ! ' 

Lord Evandale mounted the horse, while Cuddie officiously 
held the stirrup. 

* Stand off, good fellow, thy courtesy may cost thy life. Mr. 
Morton,' he continued, addressing Henry, ' this makes us more 
than even; rely on it, I will never forget your generosity. 
Farewell.' 

He turned his horse, and rode swiftly away in the direction 
which seemed least exposed to pursuit. 

Lord Evandale had just rode off, when several of the insur- 
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gents, who were in the front of the pursuit, came up denouncing 
yengeance on Henry Morton and Cuddie for having aided the 
escape of a Philistine, as they called the young nobleman. 

' What wad ye hae had us to do ! ' cried Cuddie. ' Had we 
aught to stop a man wi' that had twa pistols and a sword f 
Sudna ye hae come faster up yoursells, instead of flyting at huz f ' 

This excuse would hardly have passed current ; but Eettle- 
drummle, who now awoke from his trance of terror, and was 
known to, and reyerenced by, most of the Wanderers, together 
with Mause, who possessed their appropriate language as well 
as the preacher himself, proved active and effectual intercessors. 

' Touch them not, harm them not,' exclaimed Eettledrummle, 
in his very best double-bass tones; Hhis is the son of the 
famous Silas Morton, by whom the Lord wrought great things in 
this land at the breaking forth of the reformation from Prelacy, 
when there was a plentiful pouring forth of the Word and a re- 
newing of the Covenant ; a hero and champion of those blessed 
days when there was power and efficacy, and convincing and 
converting of sinners, and heart- exercises, and fellowships of 
saints, and a plentiful flowing forth of the spices of the garden 
of Eden.' 

'And this is my son Cuddie,' exclaimed Mause, in her turn, 
'the son of his father, Judden Headrigg, wha was a douce 
honest man, and of me, Mause Middlemas, an unworthy pro- 
fessor and follower of the pure gospel, and ane o' your ain folk. 
Is it not written, '' Cut ye not off the tribe of the families of the 
Kohathites from among the Levites"t Numbers fourth and 
aughteenth. 0, sirs! dinna be standing here prattling wi' 
honest folk when ye suld be following forth your victory with 
which Providence has blessed ye.' 

This party having passed on, they were immediately beset 
by another, to whom it was necessary to give the same explana- 
tion. Eettledrummle, whose fear was much dissipated since 
the firing had ceased, again took upon him to be intercessor, 
and grown bold, as he felt his good word necessary for the pro- 
tection of his late fellow-captives, he laid claim to no small share 
of the merit of the victory, appealing to Morton and Cuddie, 
whether the tide of battle had not turned while he prayed on 
the Mount of Jehovah-Nissi, like Moses, that Israel might pre- 
vail over Amalek ; but granting them, at the same time, the 
credit of holding up his hands when they waxed heavy, as those 
of the prophet were supported by Aaron and Hur. It seems 
probable that Eettledrummle allotted this part in the success to 
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his companions in adversity, lest they should be tempted to 
disclose his carnal selfnseeking and falling away, in regarding 
too closely his own personal safety. These strong testimonies 
in favour of the liberated captives quickly flew abroad, with 
many exaggerations, among the victorious army. The reports 
on the subject were various; but it was universally agreed 
that young Morton of Milnwood, the son of the stout soldier of 
the Covenant, Silas Morton, together with the precious Gabriel 
EetUedrummle, and a singular devout Christian woman, whom 
many thought as good as himself at extracting a doctrine or an 
use, whether of terror or consolation, had arrived to support the 
good old cause, with a reinforcement of a himdred well-armed 
men from the Middle Ward.* 

* See Skirmish at Dmmdog. Note Si. 



CHAPTER XVIII 

When pulpit, drum eoclesiastio, 
Was beat with fists instead of a stick. 

Hudibras, 

In the meantime, the insurgent cavaliy returned from the 
pursuit, jaded and worn out with their unwonted efforts, and 
the infantry assembled on the ground which they had won, 
fatigued with toil and hunger. Their success, however, was a 
cordial to every bosom, and seemed even to serve in the stead 
of food and refreshment It was, indeed, much more brilliant 
than they durst have ventured to anticipate ; for, with no great 
loss on their part, they had totally routed a regiment of picked 
men, commanded by tiie first officer in Scotland, and one whose 
very name had long been a terror to them. Their success 
seemed even to have upon their spirits the effect of a sudden 
and violent surprise, so much had their taking up arms been 
a measure of desperation rather than of hope. Their meeting 
was also casual, and they had hastily arranged themselves under 
such commanders as were remarkable for zeal and courage, 
without much respect to any other qualities. It followed from 
this state of disorganisation that the whole army appeared at 
once to resolve itself into a general committee for considering 
what steps were to be taken in consequence of their success, 
and no opinion could be started so wild that it had not some 
favourers and advocates. Some proposed they should march 
to Glasgow, some to Hamilton, some to Edinburgh, some to 
London. Some were for sending a deputation of tSeir number 
to London to convert Charles II. to a sense of the error of his 
ways ; and others, less charitable, proposed either to call a new 
successor to the crown, or to declare Scotland a free republic. 
A free parliament of the nation, and a free assembly of the 
Kirk, were the objects of the more sensible and moderate of the 
party. In the meanwhile, a clamour arose among the soldiers 
for bread and other necessaries j and while all complained of 
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hardship and hunger, none took the necessary measures to pro- 
cure supplies. In short, the camp of the Coyenanters, even in 
the very moment of success, seemed about to dissolve like a 
rope of sand, from want of the original principles of combination 
and union. 

Burley, who had now returned from the pursuit^ found his 
followers in this distracted state. With the ready talent of one 
accustomed to encounter exigences, he proposed that one 
hundred of the freshest men should be drawn out for duty; 
that a small number of those who had hitherto acted as leaders 
should constitute a committee of direction until officers should 
be regularly chosen ; and that, to crown the victory, Gabriel 
EetUedrummle should be called upon to improve the provi- 
dential success which they had obtained by a word in season 
addressed to the army. He reckoned very much, and not 
without reason, on this last expedient as a means of engaging 
the attention of the bulk of the insurgents, while he hisoself 
and two or three of their leaders held a private council of war, 
imdisturbed by the discordant opinions or senseless clamour of 
the general body. 

Eettledrummle more than answered the expectations of 
Burley. Two mortal hours did he preach at a breathing ; and 
certainly no limgs or doctrine excepting his own could have 
kept up, for so long a time, the attention of men in such 
precarious circumstances. But he possessed in perfection a sort 
of rude and familiar eloquence peculiar to the preachers of that 
period, which, though it would have been fastidiously rejected 
by an audience which possessed any portion of taste, was a cake 
of the right leaven for the palates of those whom he now 
addressed. His text was from the forty-ninth chapter of 
Isaiah, * Even the captives of the mighty shall be taken away, 
and the prey of the terrible shall be delivered: for I wUl 
contend with him that oontendeth with thee, and I will save 
thy children. And I will feed them that oppress thee with 
their own flesh; and they shall be drunken with their own 
blood, as with sweet wine : and all flesh shall know that I the 
Lord am thy Saviour and thy Redeemer, the Mighty One of 
Jacob.' 

The discourse which he pronoimced upon this subject was 
divided into fifteen heads, each of which was garnished with 
seven uses of application, two of consolation, two of terror, two 
declaring the causes of backsliding and of wrath, and one 
announcing the promised and expected deliverance. The first 
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part of his text he applied to his own deliverance and that of 
his companions; and took occasion to speak a few words in 
praise of young Milnwood, of whom, as of a champion of the 
Covenant, he augured great things. The second part he applied 
to the punishments which were about to fall upon the 
persecuting government. At times he was familiar and 
colloquial; now he was loud, energetic, and boisteroxis; some 
parts of his discourse might be called sublime, and others 
sunk below burlesque. Occasionally he vindicated with great 
animation the right of every freeman to worship God according 
to his own conscience ; and presently he charged the guilt and 
misery of the people on the awful negligence of their rulers, who 
had not only failed to establish Presbyteiy as the national 
religion, but had tolerated sectaries of various descriptions, 
Papists, Prelatists, Erastians assuming the name of Presby- 
terians, Independents, Socinians, and Quakers; all of whom 
EetUedrummle proposed, by one sweeping act, to expel from 
the land, and thus re-edify in its integrity the beauty of the 
sanctuary. He next handled very pithily the doctrine of de- 
fensive arms and of resistance to Charles II., observing that, 
instead of a nursing father to the Kirk, that monarch had been 
a nursing father to none but his own bastards. He went at 
some length through the life and conversation of that joyous 
prince, few parts of which, it must be owned, were qualified to 
stand the rough handling of so uncourdy an orator, who 
conferred on hun the hard names of Jeroboam, Omri, Ahab, 
Shallum, Pekah, and eveiy other evil monarch recorded in the 
Chronicles, and concluded with a roimd application of the 
Scripture, ' Tophet is ordained of old ; yea, for the Eiko it is 
provided : he hath made it deep and lai^ ; the pile thereof is 
fire and much wood : the breath of the Lord, like a stream of 
brimstone, doth kindle it' 

Eettledrummle had no sooner ended his sermon and de- 
scended from the huge rock which had served him for a pulpit 
than his post was occupied by a pastor of a very different 
description. The Reverend Gabriel was advanced in years, 
somewhat corpulent, with a loud voice, a square face, and a set 
of stupid and unanimated features, in which the body seemed 
more to predominate over the spirit than was seemly in a soxmd 
divine. The youth who succeeded him in exhorting this 
extraordinary convocation, Ephraim Macbriar by name, was 
hardly twenty years old ; yet his thin features already indicated 
that a constitution, naturally hectic, was worn out by vigils, 
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by fasts, by the rigour of imprisonment, and the fatigues 
incident to a fugitive life. Young as he was he had been 
twice imprisoned for several months, and suffered many severities, 
which gave him great influence witibi those of his own sect. He 
threw his faded eyes over the mtdtitude and over the scene of 
battle ; and a light of triumph arose in his glance, his pale yet 
striking features were coloured with a transient and hectic 
blush of joy. He folded his hands, raised his face to heaven, and 
seemed lost in mental prayer and thanksgiving ere he addressed 
the people. When he spoke, his faint and broken voice seemed 
at first inadequate to express his conceptions. But the deep 
silence of the assembly, the eagerness with which the ear 
gathered every word, as the famiidied Israelites collected the 
heavenly manna, had a corresponding effect upon the preacher 
himself. His words became more distinct, his manner more 
earnest and energetic ; it seemed as if religious zeal was triumph- 
ing over bodily weakness and infirmity. His natural eloquence 
was not altogether untainted with the coarseness of his sect ; 
and yet, by tiie influence of a good natural taste, it was freed 
from the grosser and more ludicrous errors of his contemporaries ; 
and the language of Scriptiire, which in their mouths was 
sometimes degraded by misapplication, gave, in Macbriar's 
exhortation, a rich and solemn effect, like that which is produced 
by the beams of the sun streaming through the storied repre- 
sentation of saints and martyrs on the Gothic window of some 
ancient cathedral. 

He painted the desolation of the church, during the late 
period of her distresses, in the most affecting colours. He 
described her, like Hagar watching the waning life of her infant 
amid the fountainless desert ; like Judah, imder her palm-tree, 
mourning for the devastation of her temple; like Rachel, 
weeping for her children and refusing comfort. But he chiefly 
rose into rough sublimity when addressing the men yet reeking 
from battle. He called on them to remember the great things 
which God had done for them, and to persevere in the career 
which their victoiy had opened. 

'Your garments are dyed, but not with the juice of the 
wine-press ; your swords are fiUed with blood,' he exclaimed, 
' but not with the blood of goats or lambs ; the dust of the 
desert on which ye stand is made fat with gore, but not with 
the blood of bullocks, for the Lord hath a sacrifice in Bozrah, 
and a great slaughter in the land of Idumea. These were not 
the firstlings of the flock, the small cattle of burnt-offerings, 
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whose bodies lie like dung on the ploughed field of the husband- 
man ; this is not the savour of myrrh, of frankincense, or of 
sweet herbs that is steaming in your nostrils; but these 
bloody trunks are the carcasses of those who held the bow and 
the lance, who were cruel and would show no mercy, whose 
voice roared like the sea, who rode upon horses, every man in 
array as if to battle ; they are the carcasses even of the mighty 
men of war that came against Jacob in the day of his deliverance, 
and the smoke is that of the devouring fires that have consumed 
them. And those wild hills that surround you are not a 
sanctuary planked with cedar and plated with silver ; nor are 
ye ministering priests at the altar with censers and with torches; 
but ye hold in your hands the sword and the bow and the 
weapons of death. And yet verily, I say imto you, that not 
when the ancient temple was in its first glory was there offered 
sacrifice more acceptable than that which you have this day 
presented, giving to the slaughter the tyrant and the op- 
pressor, with the rocks for your altars, and the sky for your 
vaulted sanctuary, and your own good swords for the instru- 
ments of sacrifice. Leave not, therefore, the plough in the 
furrow; turn not back from the path in which you have 
entered like the famous worthies of old, whom God raised up 
for the glorifying of His name and the deliverance of His 
afflicted people ; halt not in the race you are running, lest the 
latter end should be worse than the beginning. Wherefore, set 
up a standard in the land ; blow a trumpet upon the moimtains ; 
let not the shepherd tarry by his sheepfold, or the seedsman 
continue in the ploughed field; but make the watch strong, 
sharpen the arrows, burnish the shields, name ye the captains 
of thousands, and captains of hundreds, of fifties, and of tens ; 
call the footmen like the rushing of winds, and cause the horse- 
men to come up like the sound of many waters ; for the passages 
of the destroyers are stopped, their rods are burned, and the 
face of their men of battle hath been turned to flight. Heaven 
has been with you and has broken the bow of the mighty ; then 
let every man's heart be as the heart of the valiant Maccabeus, 
every man's hand as the hand of the mighty Sampson, every 
man's sword as that of Gideon, which turned not back from the 
slaughter ; for the banner of reformation is spread abroad on 
the mountains in its first loveliness, and the gates of hell shall 
not prevail against it. 

' Well is he this day that shall barter his house for a helmet, 
and sell his garment for a sword, and cast in his lot with the 
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children of the Covenant, even to the fulfilling of the promise ; 
and woe, woe unto him who, for carnal ends and self-seeking, 
shall withhold himself from the great work, for the curse shall 
abide with him, even the bitter curse of Meroz, because he came 
not to the help of the Lord against the mighty. Up, then, and 
be doing ; the blood of martyrs, reeking upon scaffolds, is crying 
for vengeance ; the bones of saints, which lie whitening in the 
highways, are pleading for retribution ; the groans of innocent 
captives from desolate isles of the sea, and firom the dungeons 
of the tyrants' high places, ciy for deliverance ; the prayers of 
persecuted Christians, sheltering themselves in dens and deserts 
from the sword of their persecutors, famished with hunger, 
starving with cold, lacking fire, food, shelter, and clothing, 
because they serve God rather than man — all are with you, 
pleading, watching, knocking, storming the gates of heaven in 
your behalf. Heaven itself shall fight for you, as the stars in 
their courses fought against Sisera. Then whoso will deserve 
inunortal fame in this world, and eternal happiness in that 
which is to come, let them enter into God's service, and take 
arles at the hand of His servant, — a blessing, namely, upon him 
and his household, and his chndren, to the ninth generation, 
even the blessing of the promise, for ever and ever ! Amen.' 

The eloquence of the preacher was rewarded by the deep 
hum of stem approbation which resounded through the armed 
assemblage at the conclusion of an exhortation so well suited 
to that which they had done, and that which remained for 
them to do. The wounded forgot their pain, the faint and 
hungry their fatigues and privations, as they listened to 
doctrines which elevated them alike above the wants and 
calamities of the world, and identified their cause with that of 
the Deity. Many crowded around the preacher as he descended 
from the eminence on which he stood, and, clasping him with 
hands on which the gore was not yet hardened, pledged their 
sacred vow that they would play the part of Heaven's true 
soldiers. Exhausted by his own enthusiasm, and by the 
animated fervour which he had exerted in his discourse, the 
preacher could only reply in broken accents, ' God bless you, 
my brethren — it is His cause. Stand strongly up and play the 
men ; the worst that can befall us is but a brief and bloody 
passage to Heaven.' 

Bidfour and the other leaders had not lost the time which 
was employed in these spiritual exercises. Watch-fires were 
lighted, sentinels were posted, and arrangements were made to 

VI 12 
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refresh the army with such provisions as had been hastily col- 
lected from the nearest farm-houses and villages. The present 
necessity thus provided for, they turned their thoughts to the 
future. They h%d despatched parties to spread the news of 
their victory, and to obtain, either by force or favour, supplies 
of what they stood most in need of. In this they had succeeded 
beyond their hopes, having at one village seized a small 
magazine of provisions, forage, and ammunition, which had 
been provided for the royal forces. This success not only 
gave them relief at the time, but such hopes for the future, 
that, whereas formerly some of their number had begun to 
slacken in their zeal, they now unanimously resolved to abide 
together in arms, and commit themselves and their cause to 
the event of war. 

And whatever may be thought of the extravagance or 
narrow-minded bigotry of many of their tenets, it is impossible 
to deny the praise of devoted courage to a few himdred peasants, 
who, without leaders, without money, without magazines, with- 
out any fixed plan of action, and almost without arms, borne 
out only by their innate zeal and a detestation of the oppres- 
sion of their rulers, ventured to declare open war against an 
established government, supported by a regular army and the 
whole force of three kingdoms. 



CHAPTER XIX 

Why, then, say an old man oan do somewhat. 

Henry IK Part II. 

• 

Wb must now return to the Tower of Tillietudlem, which the 
march of the Life Guards on the morning of this eventfiil day 
had left to silence and anxiety. The assurances of Lord Evan- 
dale had not succeeded in quelling the apprehensions of Edith. 
She knew him generous, and faithful to his word; but it 
seemed too plain that he suspected the object of her inter- 
cession to be a successful rival ; and was it not expecting from 
him an effort above human nature to suppose that he was to 
watch over Morton's safety, and rescue him from all the 
dangers to which his state of imprisonment, and the suspicions 
which he had incurred, must repeatedly expose Jiimf She 
therefore resigned herself to the most heartrending appre- 
hensions, without admitting, and indeed almost without 
listening to, the multifarious grounds of consolation which 
Jenny Dennison brought forwwl, one after another, like a 
skilful general who charges with the several divisions of his 
troops in regular succession. 

First, Jenny was morally positive that yoimg Milnwood 
would come to no harm ; then, if he did, there was consolation 
in the reflection that Lord Evandale was the better and more 
appropriate match of the two ; then, there was every chance of 
a batUe in which the said Lord Evandale might be killed, and 
there wad be nae mair fash about that job ; then, if the Whigs 
gat the better, Milnwood and Cuddie might come to the CasUe 
and carry off the beloved of their hearts by the strong hand. 
'For I forgot to tell ye, madam,' continued the damsel, 
putting her handkerchief to her eyes, 'that puir Cuddie's in 
the himds of the Philistines as weel as young Milnwood, and 
he was brought here a prisoner this morning, and I was fain to 
speak Tarn Halliday fair, and fleech him, to let me near the 
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puir creature ; but Cuddle wasua sae thankfu' as he needed till 
hae been neither/ she added, and at the same time changed 
her tone, and bri^y withdrew the handkerchief from her fe^ ; 
' so I will ne'er waste my een wi' greeting about the matter. 
There wad be aye enow o' young men left, if they were to hang 
the tae half o' tiiem.' 

The other inhabitants of the Castle were also in a state of 
dissatisfaction and anxiety. Lady Margaret thought that 
Colonel Qrahame, in commanding an execution at the door of 
her house, and refusing to grant a reprieve at her request, had 
fallen short of the deference due to her rank, and had even 
encroached on her seignorial rights. 

' The Colonel,' she said, * ought to have remembered, brother, 
that the barony of Tillietudlem has the baronial privilege of 
pit and gallows ; and therefore, if the lad was to be executed 
on my estate— which I consider as an unhandsome thing, see- 
ing it is in the possession of females, to whom such tragedies 
cannot be acceptable — he ought, at common law, to have been 
delivered up to my bailie, and justified at his sight.' 

' Martial law, sister,' answered Major Bellenden, ' supersedes 
every other. But I must own I think Colonel Qrahame rather 
deficient in attention to you ; and I am not over and above 
pre-eminently flattered by his granting to young £vandale — I 
suppose because be is a lord, and has interest with the privy 
council — a request which he refused to so old a servant of the 
king as I am. But so long as the poor young fellow's life is 
saved, I can comfort myself with the ^-end of a ditty as old 
as myself.' And therewithal he hummed a stanza : 

' And what though winter will pinch severe 
Through locks of grey and a cloak that's old ? 
Tet keep up thy heut, bold cavalier, 
For a cup of sack shall fence the cold. 

I must be joux guest here to-day, sister. I wish to hear 
the issue of this gathering on Loudon Hill, though I cannot 
conceive their standing a body of horse appointed like oiur 
guests this morning. Woe's me, the time has been that I 
would have liked ill to have sate in biggit wa's waiting for the 
news of a skirmish to be fought within ten miles of me ! But, 
as the old song goes. 

For time will rust the brightest blade. 
And years will break the strongest bow ; 

Was ever wight so starkly made, 
But time and years would ovOTthrow ? ' 
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'We are well pleased you will stay, brother/ said Lady 
Margaret; 'I will take my old privilege to look after my 
household, whom this collation has thrown into some disorder, 
although it is uncivil to leave you alone.' 

* 0, I hate ceremony as I hate a stumbling horse,' replied 
the Mjajor. ' Besides, your person would be with me, and your 
mind with the cold meat and reversionary pasties. Where is 
Edithr 

' Gone to her room a little evil-disposed, I am informed, and 
laid down in her bed for a gliff,' said her grandmother; 'as 
soon as she wakes, she shall ta^e some drops.' 

'Pooh! pooh! she's only sick of the soldiers,' answered 
Major Bellenden. ' She's not accustomed to see one acquaint- 
ance led out to be shot» and another marching off to actual 
service, with some chance of not finding his way back again. 
She would soon be used to it» if the Civil War were to break 
out again.' 

' God forbid, brother ! ' said Lady Maigaret. 

' Ay, Heaven forbid, as you say ; and, in the meantime. 111 
take a hit at trick-track with Harrison.' 

' He has ridden out, sir,' said Gudyill, ' to try if he can hear 
any tidings of the battle.' 

' D — n the battle,' said the Major ; ' it puts this family as 
much out of order as if there had never been such a thing in 
the country before ; and yet there was such a place as Kilsyth, 
John.' 

'Ay, and as Tippermuir, your honour,' replied Gudyill, 
' where I was his honour my late master's rear-rank man.' 

' And Alford, John,' pursued the Major, ' where I commanded 
the horse ; and Innerlochy, where I was the Great Marquis's 
aid-de-camp ; and Auld Etun, and Brig o' Dee.' 

'And PhOiphaugh, your honour,' said John. 

' Umph ! ' replied the Major ; ' the less, John, we say about 
that matter, the better.' 

However, being once fairly embarked on the subject of 
Montrose's campaigns, the Major and John Gudyill carried on 
the war so stoutly as for a considerable time to keep at bay 
the formidable enemy called Time, with whom retired veterans, 
during the quiet close of a bustling life, usually wage an un- 
ceasing hostility. 

It has been frequently remarked that the tidings of 
important events fly with a celerity almost beyond the power 
of credibility, and that reports, correct in the general pointy 
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though inaccurate m details, precede the certain intelligence, 
as if carried by the birds of the air. Such rumours anticipate 
the reality, not unlike to the ' shadows of coming events,' which 
occupy the imagination of the Highland seer. Harrison, in 
his ride, encountered Bome such report concerning the event of 
the battle, and turned his horse back to Tillietudlem in great 
dismay. He made it his first business to seek out the Major, 
and interrupted him in the midst of a prolix account of the 
siege and storm of Dundee, with the ejactdation, ' Heaven send, 
Major, that we do not see a siege of Tillietudlem before we are 
many days older ! * 

'How is that, Harrison f what the devil do you mean?' 
exclaimed the astonished veteran. 

'Troth, sir, there is strong and increasing belief that 
Claver'se is clean broken, some say killed; that the soldiers 
are all dispersed ; and that the rebels are hastening this way, 
threatening death and devastation to a' that will not take the 
Covenant. ' 

' I will never believe that,' said the Major, starting on his 
feet — ' I will never believe that the Life Guards would retreat 
before rebels; and yet why need I say that,' he contmued, 
checking himself, 'when I have seen such sights myself 1 
Send out Pike and one or two of the servants for intelligence, 
and let all the men in the Castle and in the village that can 
be trusted take up arms. This old tower may hold them play 
a bit if it were but victualled and garrisoned, and it commands 
the pass between the high and low countries. It's lucky I 
chanced to be here. Go, muster men, Harrison. You, GudyiU, 
look what provisions you have, or can get brought in, and be 
ready, if the news be confirmed, to knock down as many bullocks 
as you have salt for. The well never goes dry. There are soma 
old-fashioned guns on the battlements ; if we had but ammuni- 
tion we should do well enough.' 

' The soldiers left some casks of ammunition at the Grange 
this morning, to bide their return,' said Harrison. 

' Hajsten, then,' said the Major, ' and bring it into the Castle, 
with every pike, sword, pistol, or gun that is within our reach ; 
don't leave so much as a bodkin. Lucky that I was here ! I 
will speak to my sister instantly.' 

Lady Maigaret Bellenden was astounded at intelligence so 
xmexpected and so alarming. It had seemed to her that the 
imposing force which had that morning left her walls was 
sufficient to have routed all the disafifected in Scotland, if 
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collected in a body ; and now her first reflection was upon the 
inadequacy of their own means of resistance to an army strong 
enough to have defeated Claverhouse and such select troops. 
' Woe's me ! woe's me 1 ' said she ; * what will all that we can 
do avail us, brother f What will resistance do but bring sure 
destruction on the house and on the bairn Edith ! for, God 
knows, I thinkna on my ain auld life.' 

< Come, sister,' said the Major, * you must not be cast down. 
The place is strong, the rebels ignorant and ill-provided ; my 
brother's house shall not be made a den of thieves and rebels 
while old Miles BeUenden is in it. My hand is weaker than it 
was, but I thank my old grey hairs that I have some knowledge 
of war yet. Here comes Pike with intelligence. What news. 
Pike 1 Another Philiphaugh job, eh 1 ' 

*Ay, ay,' said Pike, composedly; 'a total scattering. I 
thought this morning little gude would come of their new- 
fangled gate of slinging their carabines.' 

* Whom did you see ? Who gave you the news t ' asked the 
Major. 

^ 0, mair than half a dozen dragoon fellows that are a' on the 
spur whilk to get first to Hamilton. They'll win the race, I 
warrant them, win the battle wha like.' 

'Continue your preparations, Harrison,' said the alert 
veteran ; ' get your ammunition in, and the cattle killed. Send 
down to the borough-town for what meal you can gather. We 
must not lose an instant. Had not Edith and you, sister, 
better return to Chamwood, while we have the means of send- 
iJig you there ? ' 

' No, brother,' said Lady Margaret, looking very pale, but 
speaking with the greatest composure ; ' since the auld house 
is to be held out, I will take my chance in it. I have fled 
twice from it in my days, and I hiskve aye found it desolate of 
its bravest and its bonniest when I returned ; sae that I will 
e'en abide now, and end my pilgrimage in it' 

' It may, on the whole, be the safest course both for Edith 
and you,' said the Major ; * for the Whigs will rise all the way 
between this and Glasgow, and make your travelling there, or 
your dwelling at Chamwood, very imsafe.' 

' So be it then,' said Lady Margaret ; ' and, dear brother, as 
the nearest blood relation of my deceased husband, I deliver 
to you by this symbol (here she gave into his hand the vener- 
able gold-headed staff of the deceased Earl of Torwood) the 
keeping and government and seneschalship of my Tower of 
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Tillietudlem, and the appurtenances thereofi with full power 
to kill, slay, and damage those who shall aeoail the same, as 
freely as I might do myself. And I trust you will so defend it 
as becomes a house in which his most sadred Majesty has not 
disdained r' 

' Pshaw ! sister,' interrupted the Major, ' we have no time to 
speak about the King and his breakfast just now.' 

And hastily leaving the room he hurried, with all the alert- 
ness of a yoimg man of twenty-five, to examine the state of his 
garrison, and superintend the measures which were necessary 
for defending the place. 

The Tower of Tillietudlem, having very thick walls and very 
naiTOw windows, having also a very strong courtyard wall, 
with flanking turrets on the only accessible side, and rising on 
the other from the very verge of a precipice, was fully capable 
of defence against any thing but a train of heavy artillery. 

Famine or escalade was what the garrison had chiefly to fear. 
For artilleiy, the top of the Tower was mounted with some 
antiquated wall-pieces, and small cannons, which bore the old- 
fashioned names of culverins, sakers, demi-sakers, folcons, and 
falconets. These the Major, with the assistance of John 
Qudyill, caused to be scaled and loaded, and pointed them so 
as to command the road over the brow of the opposite hill by 
which the rebels must advance, causing, at the same time, two 
or three trees to be cut down, which would have impeded the 
eflect of the artilleiy when it should be necessary to use it. 
With the trunks of these trees, and other materials, he directed 
barricades to be constructed upon the winding avenue which 
rose to the Tower along the highroad, taking care that each 
should command the other. The large gate of the courtyard 
he barricadoed yet more strongly, leaving only a wicket open 
for the convenience of passage. What he had most to appre- 
hend was the slendemess of his garrison ; for all the efforts of 
the steward were unable to get more than nine men under arms, 
himself and Gudyill included, so much more popular was the 
cause of the insurgents than that of the government. Major 
Bellenden and his trusty servant Pike made the garrison 
eleven in number, of whom one-half were old men. The round 
dozen might indeed have been made up, would Lady Margaret 
have consented that Goose Gibbie should again take up arms. 
But she recoiled from the proposal, when moved by Gudyill, 
with such abhorrent recollection of the former achievements of 
that luckless cavalier that she declared she would rather the 
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Castle were lost than that he were to be enrolled in the defence 
of it. With eleven men, however, himself included, Major 
Bellenden determined to hold out the place to the uttermost. 

The arrangements for defence were not made without the 
degree of fracas incidental to such occasions. Women shrieked, 
cattle bellowed, dogs howled, men ran to and fro, cursing and 
swearing without intermission ; the lumbering of the old guns 
backwaids and forwards shook the battlements, the court 
resoimded with the hasty gallop of messengers who went and 
returned upon errands of importance, and the din of warlike 
preparation was mingled with the sound of female laments. 

Such a Babel of discord might have awakened the slumbers 
of the very dead, and, therefore, was not long ere it dispelled 
the abstracted reveries of Edith Bellenden. She sent out 
Jenny to bring her the cause of the tumult which shook the 
Castle to its very basis ; but Jenny, once engaged in the bustling 
tide, found so much to ask and to hear that she forgot th€$ 
state of anxious uncertainty in which she had left her young 
mistress. Having no pigeon to dismiss in pursuit of informar 
tion when her raven messenger had failed to return with it, 
Edith was compelled to venture in quest of it out of the ark 
of her own chamber into the deluge of confusion which over- 
flowed the rest of the Castle. Six voices speaking at once 
informed her, in reply to her first inquiry, that Claver'se and 
all his men were killed, and that ten thousand Whigs were 
marching to besiege the Castle, headed by John Balfour of 
Burley, young Milnwood, and Cuddie Headr^. This strange 
association of persons seemed to infer the falsehood of the whole 
story, and yet the general bustle in the Castle intimated that 
danger was certainly apprehended. 

' Where is Lady Maigaret f ' was Edith's second question. 

* In her oratory,* was the reply — a cell adjoining to the 
chapel, in which the good old lady was wont to spend the 
greater part of the days destined by the rules of the Episcopal 
Church to devotional observances, as also the anniversaries of 
those on which she had lost her husband and her children, 
and, finally, those hours in which a deeper and more solemn 
address to Heaven was called for by national or domestic 
calamity. 

' Where, then,' said Edith, much alarmed, ' is Major Bellen- 
den?' 

'On the battlements of the Tower, madam, pointing the 
cannon,' was the reply. 



186 WAVERLEY NOVELS 

To the battlements, therefore, she made her way, impeded 
by a thousand obstacles, and found the old gentleman m the 
midst of his natural military element, commanding, rebuking, 
encouraging, instructing, and exercising all the numerous 
duties of a good governor. 

' In the name of God, what is the matter, uncle t ' exclaimed 
Edith. 

' The matter, my love ! ' answered the Major coolly, as, with 
spectacles on his nose, he examined the position of a gun. 
' The matter 1 — Why, raLse her breech a thought more, John 
Gudyill. — ^The matter ! Why, Claver'se is routed, my dear, and 
the Whigs are comuig down upon us in force, that's all the 
matter.' 

'Gracious powers!' said Edith, whose eye at that instant 
caught a glance of the road which ran up the river, 'and 
yonder they come ! ' 

' Yonder ! where t ' said the veteran ; and, his eyes taking the 
same direction, he beheld a large body of horsemen coming 
down the path. ' Stand to your guns, my lads ! ' was the first 
exclamation ; ' well make them pay toll as they pass the heugh. 
But stay, stay, these are certainly the Life Guards.' 

* no, uncle, no,' replied Edith ; 'see how disorderly they ride, 
and how ill they keep their ranks ; these cannot be the fine 
soldiers who left us this morning.' 

'Ah, my dear girl ! ' answered the Major, 'you do not know 
the difference between men before a battle and after a defeat ; 
but the Life Guards it is, for I see the red and blue and the 
king's colours. I am glad they have brought them off, 
however.' 

His opinion was confirmed as the troopers approached nearer, 
and finally halted on the road beneath the Tower ; while their 
commanding officer, leaving them to breathe and refresh their 
horses, hastily rode up the hill. 

' It is Claverhouse, sure enough,' said the Major ; ' I am glad 
he has escaped, but he has lost his famous black horse. Let 
Lady Margaret know, John Gudyill ; order some refreshments ; 
get oats for the soldiers' horses ; and let us to the hall, Edith, 
to meet him. I surmise we shall hear but indifferent news.' 



CHAPTER XX 

With careless gesture, mind nnmoved, 

On rade he north the plain, 
His seem in thrang of fiercest strife. 

When winner aye the same. 

ffdrdyhnute, 

CoLONBL Grahams of Claverhouse met the family, assembled 
in the hall of the Tower, with the same serenity and the same 
oourtesj which had graced his manners in the morning. He 
had even had the composure to rectify in part the derangement 
of his dress, to wash the signs of battle from his face and hands, 
and did not appear more disordered in his exterior than if 
returned from a morning ride. 

* I am grieved, Colonel Grahame,' said the reverend old lady, 
the tears trickling down her face, ' deeply grieved.' 

* And I am grieved, my dear Lady Margaret,' replied Claver- 
house, 'that this misfortime may render your remaining at 
Tillietudlem dangerous for you, especially considering your 
recent hospitality to the king's troops, and your well-known 
loyalty. And I came here chiefly to request Miss Bellenden 
and you to accept my escort — if you will not scorn that of a 
poor runaway — to Glasgow, from whence I will see you safely 
sent either to Edinburgh or to Dumbarton Castle, as you shall ' 
think best.' 

' I am much obliged to you. Colonel Grahame,' replied Lady 
Margaret; 'but my brother, Major Bellenden, has taken on 
him the responsibility of holding out this house against the 
rebels; and, please God, they shall never drive Margaret 
Bellenden from her ain hearth-stane while there's a brave man 
that says he can defend it.' 

' And will Major Bellenden undertake this ? ' said Claverhouse 
hastily, a joyful light glancing from his dark eye as he turned 
it on the veteran. ' Yet why should I question it ? it is of a 
piece with the rest of his life. But have you the means, Major ? ' 
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' All but men and provisions, with which we are ill supplied,' 
answered the Major. 

'As for men,' said Claverhouse, ' I will leave you a dozen or 
twenty fellows who will make good a breach against the devil. 
It will be of the utmost service if you can defend the place 
but a week, and by that time you must surely be relieved.' 

' I will make it good for that space. Colonel,' replied the 
Major, ' with twenty-five good men and store of ammunition, if 
we should gnaw the soles of our shoes for hunger ; but I trust 
we shall get in provisions from the coxmtiy.' 

'And, Colonel Qrahame, if I might presume a request,' said 
Lady Margaret, * I would entreat that Sergeant Francis Stewart 
might conmiand the auxiliaries whom you are so ftood as to add 
to the garrison of our people ; it may serve to legitimate his 
promotion, and I have a prejudice in favour of his noble birth.' 

' The sergeant's wars are ended, madam,' said Grahame, in 
an imaltered tone, ' and he now needs no promotion that an 
earthly master can give.' 

' Pardon me,' said Major Bellenden, taking Claverhouse by 
the arm, and turning hun away from the ladies, 'but I am 
anxious for my friends ; I fear you have other and more im- 
portant loss. I observe another officer carries your nephew's 
standard.' 

'You are rights Major Bellenden,' answered Claverhouse 
firmly ; ' my nephew is no more. He has died in his duty, aa 
became him.' 

'Great God!' exclaimed the Major, 'how unhappy! The 
handsome, gallant, high-spirited youth ! ' 

' He was indeed all you say,' answered Claverhouse ; ' poor 

Richard was to me as an eldest son, the apple of my eye, and 

my destined heir ; but he died in his duty, and I — I — Major 

' Bellenden (he wrung the Major's hand hard as he spoke), 

I live to avenge him.' 

'Colonel Grahame,' said the a£fectionate veteran, his eyes 
filling with tears, ' I am glad to see you bear this misfortune 
with such fortitude.' 

' I am not a selfish man,' replied Claverhouse, ' though the 
world will tell you otherwise — I am not selfish either in my 
hopes or fears, my joys or sorrows. I have not been severe for 
myself, or grasping for myself, or ambitious for myself. The 
service of my master and the good of the country are what I 
have tried to aim at. I may, perhaps, have driven severity 
into cruelty, but I acted for the best ; and now I will not yield 
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' to my own feelings a deeper sympathy than I have given to 
those of others.' 

' I am astonished at your fortitude under all the unpleasant 
circumstances of this a^tir/ pursued the Major. 

' Yes,' replied Claverhouse, ' my enemies in the council will 
lay this misfortune to my charge ; I despise their accusations. 
They will calumniate me to my sovereign ; I can repel their 
charge. The public enemy will exult in my flight ; I shall find 
a time to show them that they exult too early. This youth 
that has fallen stood betwixt a grasping kinsman and my in- 
heritance, for you know that my marriage-bed is barren ; yet, 
peace be with him! the country can better spare him than 
your friend Lord Evandale, who, after behaving very gallantly, 
has, I fear, also fallen.' 

'What a fatal day!' ejaculated the Major. 'I heard a 
report of this, but it was again contradicted; it was added 
that the poor yotmg nobleman's impetuosity had occasioned 
the loss of this unhappy field.' 

' Not so. Major,' said Grahame ; * let the living officers bear 
the blame, if there be any; and let the laurels flourish un- 
tarnished on the grave of the fallen. I do not, however, speak 
of Lord £vandale's death as certain ; but killed or prisoner I 
fear he must be. Yet he was extricated from the tumult the 
last time we spoke together. We were then on the point of 
leaving the field with a rear-guard of scarce twenty men ; the 
rest of the regiment were almost dispersed.' 

* They have rallied again soon,' said the Major, looking from 
the window on the dragoons, who were feeding their horses and 
refreshing themselves beside the brook. 

'Yes,' answered Claverhouse, 'my blackguards had little 
temptation either to desert or to straggle farther than they 
were driven by their first panic. There is small friendship and 
scant courtesy between them and the boors of this country ; 
every village they pass is likely to rise on them, and so the 
scoundrels are driven back to their colours by a wholesome 
terror of spits, pike-staves, hay-forks, and broomsticks. But 
now let us talk about your plans and wants, and the means of 
corresponding with you. To tell you the truth, I doubt being 
able to make a long stand at Glasgow, even when I have joined 
my Lord Ross ; for this transient and accidental success of the 
fanatics will raise the devil through all the western counties.' 

They then discussed Major Bellenden's means of defence, 
and settled a plan of correspondence, in case a general in- 
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Burrection took place, as was to be expected. Claverhouse 
renewed his offer to escort the ladies to a place of safety ; but, 
all things considered, Major Bellenden thought they would be 
in equal safety at Tillietudlem. 

The Colonel then took a polite leave of Lady Margaret and 
Miss BeUenden, assuring them that though he was reluctantly 
obliged to leave them for the present in dangerous circum- 
stances, yet his earliest means should be turned to the re- 
demption of his character as a good knight and true, and that 
they might speedily rely on hearing from or seeing him. 

Full of doubt and apprehension. Lady Mai^garet was little 
able to reply to a speech so much in imison with her usual 
expressions and feelings, but contented herself with bidding 
Claverhouse farewell, and thanking him for the succours which 
he had promised to leave theuL Edith longed to inquire the 
fate of Henry Morton, but could find no pretext for doing so, 
and could only hope that it had made a subject of some part 
of the long private commimication which her uncle had held 
with Claverhouse. On this subject, however, she was dis- 
appointed ; for the old Cavalier was so deeply immersed in the 
duties of his own office that he had scarce said a single word 
to Claverhouse, excepting upon military matters, and most 
probably would have been equally forgetful had the fate of his 
own son, instead of his friend's, lain in the balance. 

Claverhouse now descended the bank on which the Castle is 
founded, in order to put his troops again in motion, and Major 
Bellenden accompanied him to receive the detachment who 
were to be left in the Tower. . 

' I shall leave Inglis with you,' said Claverhouse, ' for, as I 
am situated, I cannot spare an officer of rank ; it is all we can 
do^ by our joint efforts, to keep the men together. But should 
any of our missing officers make their appearance, I authorise 
you to detain them ; for my fellows can with difficulty be sub- 
jected to any other authority.' 

His troops being now drawn up, he picked out sixteen men 
by name, and committed them to the command of Corporal 
Inglis, whom he promoted to the rank of sergeant on the spot. 

'And hark ye, gentlemen,' was his conduding harangue, 
'I leave you to defend the house of a lady, and under the 
command of her brother. Major Bellenden, a faithfid servant to 
the king. You are to behave bravely, soberly, regularly, and 
obediently, and each of you shall be handsomely rewarded on 
my return to relieve the garrison. In case of mutiny, cowardice, 
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neglect of duty, or the slightest excess in the family, the provost- 
niM'shftl and cord ; you know I keep my word for good and evil.' 

He touched his hat as he bade them farewell, and shook 
hands cordially with Major Bellenden. 

'Adieu,' he said, 'my stout-hearted old friend 1 Good luck 
be with you, and better times to us both.' 

The horsemen whom he commanded had been once more 
reduced to tolerable order by the exertions of Major Allan ; 
and, though shorn of their splendour, and with their gilding all 
besmirched, made a much more regular and military appearance 
on leaving, for the second time, the Tower of Tillietudlem than 
when they returned to it after their rout. 

Major Bellenden, now left to his own resources, sent out 
several videttes, both to obtain supplies of provisions, and 
especially of meal, and to get knowledge of the motions of the 
enemy. All the news he could collect on the second subject 
tended to prove that the insutgents meant to remain on the 
field of battle for that night. But they also had abroad their 
detachments and advanced guards to collect supplies, and great 
was the doubt and distress of those who received contraiy orders, 
in the name of the king and in that of the kirk; the one 
commanding them to send provisions to victual the Castle of 
Tillietudlem, and the other enjoining them to forward supplies 
to the camp of the godly professors of true religion, now in arms 
for the cause of covenanted reformation, presently pitched at 
Drumclog, nigh to Loudon Hill. Each summons closed with a 
denunciation of fire and sword if it was neglected ; for neither 
party could confide so far in the loyalty or zeal of those whom 
they addressed as to hope they would part with their property 
upon other terms. So that the poor people knew not what 
hand to turn themselves to ; and, to say truth, there were some 
who turned themselves to more than one. 

* Thir kittle times will drive the wisest o' us daft,' said Niel 
Blane, the prudent host of the Howff; 'but I'se aye keep a 
calm sough. Jenny, what meal is in the gimel 1 ' 

* Four bows o' aitmeal, twa bows o' bear, and twa bows o' 
pease,' was Jenny's reply. 

* Aweel, hinny,* continued Niel Blane, sighing deeply, ' let 
Bauldy drive the pease and bear meal to the camp at Drumclog ; 
he's a Whig, and was the auld gudewife's pleughman ; the mash- 
lum bannocks will suit their muirland stamachs weel. He maun 
say it's the last unce o' meal in the house, or, if he scruples to 
tell a lie — as it's no likely he will when it's for the gude o' the 
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house — ^he may wait till Duncan Qlen, the auld drucken trooper, 
drives up the aitmeal to Tillietudlem, wi' my dutifu' service to 
my Leddy and the Major, and I haena as muckle left as will mak 
my parritch ; and if Duncan manage right, 111 gie him a tass 
o' whisky shall mak the blue low come out at his mouth.' 

'And what are we to eat oursells then, father,' asked Jenny, 
' when we hae sent awa the haill meal in the ark and the gimel ? ' 

* We maun gar wheat-flour serve us for a blink,' said Niel in 
a tone of resignation ; ' it's no that ill food, though far frae 
being sae hearty or kindly to a Scotchman's stamach as the 
cumey aitmeal is. The Englishers live amaist upon't ; but, to 
be sure, the pock-puddings ken nae better.' 

While the prudent and peaceful endeavoured, like Niel 
Blane, to make fair weather with both parties, those who had 
more public (or party) spirit began to take arms on all sides. 
The Royalists in the coxmtry were not numerous, but wero re- 
spectable from their foi*tune and influence, being chiefly landed 
proprietors of ancient descent, who, with their brothers, cousins, 
and dependents to the ninth generation, as well as their domestic 
servants, formed a sort of militia capable of defending their own 
peel-houses against detached bodies of the insurgents, of resist- 
ing their demand of supplies, and intercepting those which wero 
sent to the Presbyterian camp by others. The news that the 
Tower of Tillietudlem was to be defended against the insurgents 
aflbrded great courage and support to these feudal volunteers, 
who considered it as a stronghold to which they might rotreat, 
in case it should become impossible for them to maintain the 
desultory war they were now about to wage. 

On the other hand, the towns, the villages, the farm-houses, 
the properties of small heritors, sent forth numerous recruits to 
the Presbyterian interest. These men had been the principal 
sufferers during the oppression of the time. Their minds were 
fretted, soured, and driven to desperation by the various exac- 
tions and cruelties to which they had been subjected; and 
although by no means united among themselves either concern- 
ing the purpose of this formidable insurrection, or the means by 
wUch that purpose was to be obtained, most of them considered 
it as a door opened by Providence to obtain the liberty of con- 
science of which they had been long deprived, and to shake them- 
selves free of a tyranny directed boUi against body and souL 
Numbers of these men, therefore, took up arms ; and, in the 
phrase of their time and party, prepared to cast in their lot with 
the victors of Loudon Hill. 



CHAPTER XXI 

Ananias, I do not like the man. He is a heathen, 
And speaks the language of Canaan truly. 

TribulcUion, You must await his callinjo;, and the coming 
Of the good spirit You did ill to upbraid him. 

The Alchemist. 

Wb return to Henry Morton, whom "^e left on the field of battle. 
He was eating by one of the watch-fires his portion of the pro- 
visions which had been distributed to the army, and musing 
deeply on the path which he was next to pursue, when Burley 
suddenly came up to him, accompanied by the young minister, 
whose exhortation after the victory had produced such a power- 
ful efibct. 

* Henry Morton,' said Balfour, abruptly, * the council of the 
army of tiie Covenant, confiding that the son of Silas Morton 
can never prove a lukewarm Laodicean, or an indifferent Gallio 
in this great day, have nominated you to be a captain of their 
host, with the right of a vote in their council, and all authority 
fitting for an officer who is to command Christian men.' 

* Mr. Balfour,' replied Morton, without hesitation, * I feel 
this mark of confidence, and it is not surprising that a natural 
sense of the injuries of my country, not to mention those I 
have sustained in my own person, should make me sufficiently 
willing to draw my sword for liberty and freedom of conscience. 
But I will own to you, that I must be better satisfied concern- 
ing the principles on which you bottom your cause ere I can 
agree to take a command amongst you.' 

*And can you doubt of our principles,' answered Burley, 
' since we have stated them to be the reformation both of church 
and state, the rebuilding of the decayed sanctuary, the gathering 
of the dispersed saints, and the destruction of the man of sin ? ' 

* I will own frankly, Mr. Balfour,' replied Morton, * much of 
this sort of language, which I observe is so powerful with 
others, is entirely lost on me. It is proper you should be aware 
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of this before we commune further together.' The young 
clergyman here groaned deeply. 'I distress you, sir/ said 
Morton ; ' but perhaps it is because you will not hear me out. 
I revere the Scriptures as deeply as you or any Christian can do. 
I look into them with hiunble hope of extracting a rule of con- 
duct and a law of salvation. But I expect to find this by an 
examination of their general tenor, and of the spirit which they 
uniformly breathe, and not by wresting particular passages from 
their context, or by the application of Scriptural phrases to cir- 
cumstances and events with which they have often very slender 
relation.' 

The young divine seemed shocked and thunderstruck with 
this declaration, and was about to remonstrate. 

< Hush, Ephraim ! ' said Burley, ' remember he is but as a 
babe in swaddling-clothes. Listen to me, Morton. I will speak 
to thee in the worldly language of that carnal reason which is 
for the present thy blind and imperfect guide. What is the 
object for which thou art content to draw thy sword f Is it 
not that the church and state should be reformed by the free 
voice of a free parliament, with such laws as shall hereafter 
prevent the executive government from spilling the blood, 
torturing and imprisoning the persons, exhausting the estates, 
and trampling upon the consciences of men, at their own wicked 
pleasure ? ' 

'Most certainly/ said Morton; 'such I esteem legitimate 
causes of warfare, and for such I will fight while I can wield a 
sword.' 

* Nay, but,' said Macbriar, * ye handle this matter too tenderly ; 
nor will my conscience permit me to fard or daub over the 
causes of divine wrath ' 

' Peace, Ephraim Macbriar 1 ' again interrupted Burley. 

* I will not peace,' said the yoimg man. ' Is it not the cause 
of my Master who hath sent me ? Is it not a profane and Eras- 
tian destroying of His authority, usmrpation of His power, denial 
of His name, to place either King or Parliament in His place as 
the master and governor of His household, the adulterous 
husband of His spouse ? ' 

< You speak well,' said Burley, dragging him aside, ' but not 
wisely ; your own ears have heard this night in coimcil how 
this scattered remnant are broken and divided, and would ye 
now make a veil of separation between themf Would ye 
build a wall with unslaked mortar? If a fox go up, it will 
breach it.' 
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*I know/ said the young clergyman in reply, 'that thou 
art faithful, honest, and zealous, even unto slaying ; but, believe 
me, this worldly craft, this temporising with sin and with 
infirmity, is in itself a falling away ; and I fear me Heaven will 
not honour us to do much more for His glory, when we seek to 
carnal cunning and to a fleshly arm. The sanctified end must 
be wrought by sanctified means.' 

' I tell thee,' answered Balfour, ' thy zeal is too rigid in this 
matter ; we cannot yet do without the help of the Laodiceans 
and the Erastians ; we must endure for a space the indulged in 
the midst of the coimcil ; the sons of Zeruiah are yet too strong 
for us.' 

' I tell thee I like it not,' said Macbriar ; ' God can work 
deliverance by a few as well as by a multitude. The host of 
the faithful that was broken upon Pentland Hills paid but the 
fitting penalty of acknowledging the carnal interest of that 
tyrant and oppressor, Charles Stewart.' 

' Well, then,' said Balfour, ' thou knowest the healing resolu- 
tion that the coimcil have adopted — to make a comprehending 
declaration that may suit the tender consciences of all who 
groan under the yoke of our present oppressors. Retiuii to 
the coimcil if thou wilt, and get them to recall it, and send 
forth one upon narrower grounds; but abide not here to 
hinder my gaining over this youth, whom my soul travails for ; 
his name alone will call forth hundreds to our banners.' 

* Do as thou wilt, then,' said Macbriar ; ' but I will not assist 
to mislead the youth, nor bring him into jeopardy of life, unless 
upon such grounds as will ensure his eternal reward.' 

The more artful Balfour then dismissed the impatient 
preacher and returned to his proselyte. 

That we may be enabled to dispense with detailing at length 
the arguments by which he urged Morton to join the insur- 
gents, we shall take this opportunity to give a brief sketch of 
the person by whom they were used, and the motives which he 
had for interesting himself so deeply in the conversion of young 
Morton to his cause. 

John Balfour of Kinloch, or Burley, for he is designated 
both ways in the histories and proclamations of that melan- 
choly period, was a gentleman of some fortune, and of good 
family, in the county of Fife, and had been a soldier from his 
youth upwards. In the younger part of his life he had been 
wild and licentious, but had early laid aside open profligacy 
and embraced the strictest tenets of Calvinism. Unfortunately, 
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habits of excess and intemperance were more easily rooted out 
of his dark, saturnine, and enterprising spirit than the vices of 
revenge and ambition, which continued, notwithstanding his 
religious professions, to exercise no small sway over his mind. 
Daring in design, precipitate and violent in execution, and going 
to the veiy extremity of the most rigid recusancy, it was his 
ambition to place himself at the head of the Presbyterian interest. 

To attain this eminence among the Whigs he had been 
active in attending their conventicles, and more than once had 
oonmianded them when they appeared in arms, and beaten off 
the forces sent to disperse them. At length the gratification 
of his own fierce enthusiasm, joined, as some say, with motives 
of private revenge, placed him at the head of that party who 
assassinated the Primate of Scotland as the author of the suffer- 
ings of the Presbyterians. The violent measures adopted by 
government to revenge this deed, not on the perpetrators only, 
but on the whole professors of the religion to which they 
belonged, together with long previous sufferings without 
any prospect of deliverance, except by force of arms, occasioned 
the insurrection which, as we have already seen, commenced 
by the defeat of Olaverhouse in the bloody skirmish of Loudon 
HOI. 

But Burley, notwithstanding the share he had in the victory, 
was far from finding himself at the summit which his ambition 
aimed at. This was partly owing to the various opinions enter- 
tained among the insurgents concerning the murder of Arch- 
bishop Sharp. The more violent among them did indeed 
approve of this act as a deed of justice executed upon a 
persecutor of God's church through the immediate inspiration 
of the Deity ; but the greater part of the Presbyterians disowned 
the deed as a crime highly culpable, although they admitted 
that the Archbishop's punishment had by no means exceeded his 
deserts. The insurgents differed in another main point, which has 
been already touched upon. The more warm and extravagant 
fanatics condemned, as guilty of a pusillanimous abandonment 
of the rights of the church, those preachers and congregations 
who were contented, in any manner, to exercise their religion 
through the permission of the ruling government. This, they 
said, was absolute Erastianism, or subjection of the chiirch of 
God to the regulations of an earthly government, and therefore 
but one degree better than Prelacy or Popery. Again, the 
more moderate party were content to allow the king's title to 
the throne, and in secular affairs to acknowledge his authority, 
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80 long as it was exercised with due regard to the liberties of 
the subject) and in conformity to the laws of the realm. But 
the tenets of the wilder sect, called, from their leader Richard 
Cameron, by the name of Oameronians, went the length of 
disowning the reigning monarch, and every one of his suc- 
cessors who should not acknowledge the Solemn League and 
Covenant. The seeds of disunion were therefore thickly 
sown in this ill-fated party ; and Balfour, however enthusiastic, 
and however much attached to the most violent of those tenets 
which we have noticed, saw nothing but ruin to the general 
cause if they were insisted on during this crisis, when unity 
was of so much consequence. Hence he disapproved, as we 
have seen, of the honest, downright, and ardent z^ of Macbriar, 
and was extremely desirous to receive the assistance of the 
moderate party of Presbyterians in the immediate overthrow of 
the government) with the hope of being hereafter able to dictate 
to them what should be substituted in its place. 

He was on this account particularly anxious to secure the 
accession of Henry Morton to the cause of the insurgents. The 
memory of his father was generally esteemed among the 
Presbyterians ; and as few persons of any decent quality had 
joined the insurgents, this young man's family and prospects 
were such as almost ensured his being chosen a leader. 
Through Morton's means, as being the son of his ancient 
comrade, Burley conceived he might exercise some influence 
over the more liberal part of the army, and ultimately perhaps 
ingratiate himself so far with them as to be chosen commander- 
in-chief, which was the mark at which his ambition aimed. He 
had therefore, without waiting till any other person took up 
the subject) exalted to the council the talents and disposition 
of Morton, and easily obtained his elevation to the painful rank 
of a leader in this disunited and undisciplined army. 

The arguments by which Balfour pressed Morton to accept 
of this dangerous promotion, as soon as he had gotten rid of 
his less wary and imoompromising companion, Macbriar, were 
sufficiently artful and urgent. He did not affect either to 
deny or to disguise that the sentiments which he himself 
entertained concerning church government went as far as those 
of the preacher who had just left them ; but ha argued that 
when the affairs of the nation were at such a desperate crisis, 
minute difference of opinion should not prevent those who, 
in general, wished well to their oppressed ooimtry from drawing 
their swords in its behalf. Many of the subjects of division, as, 
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for example, that couceniing the Indulgence itself, arose, he 
observed, out of cux^umstances which would cease to exist, 
provided their attempt to free the coimtry should be successful, 
seeing that the Presbytery, being in that case triiunphant, 
would need to make no such compromise with the government, 
and, consequently, with the abolition of the Indulgence all 
discussion of its legality would be at once ended. He insisted 
much and strongly upon the necessity of taking advantage of 
this favourable crisis, upon the certainty of their being joined 
by the force of the whole western shires, and upon the gross 
guilt which those would incur who, seeing the distress of the 
country and the increasing tyranny with which it was governed, 
should, from fear or indifference, withhold their active aid from 
the good cause. 

Morton wanted not these argmnents to induce him to jom 
in any insurrection which might appear to have a feasible 
prospect of freedom to the coimtry. He doubted, indeed, 
greatly whether the present attempt was likely to be sup- 
ported by the strength sufficient to ensure success, or by the 
wisdom and liberality of spirit necessary to make a good use of 
the advantages that might be gained. Upon the whole, how- 
ever, considering the wrongs he had personally endured, and 
those which he had seen daily inflicted on his fellow-subjects, 
meditating also upon the precarious and dangerous situation in 
which he already stood with relation to the government, he 
conceived himself, in every point of view, called upon to join 
the body of Presbyterians already in arms. 

But while he expressed to Burley his acquiescence in the 
vote which had named him a leader among the insurgents, and 
a member of their council of war, it was not without a quali- 
fication. 

* I am willing,' he said, * to contribute every thing within my 
limited power to effect the emancipation of my coimtiy. But 
do not mistake me. I disapprove, in the utmost degree, of the 
action in which this rising seems to have originated ; and no 
arguments should induce me to join it, if it is to be carried on 
by such measures as that with which it has commenced.' 

Burley's blood rushed to his face, giving a ruddy and dark 
glow to his swarthy brow. 

' You mean,' he said, in a voice which he designed should 
not betray any emotion — *you mean the death of James 
Sharp?' 

* Frankly,' answered Morton, * such is my meaning.' 



OLD MORTALITY 199 

*You imagine, then/ said Burley, *that the Almighty in 
times of difficulty does not raise up instruments to deliver His 
church from her oppressors? You are of opinion that the 
justice of an execution consists, not in the extent of the 
sufferer's crime, or in his havmg merited punishment, or in the 
wholesome and salutary effect which that example is likely to 
produce upon other evil-doers, but hold that it rests solely in 
the robe of the judge, the height of the bench, and the voice of 
the doomster ? Is not just punishment justly inflicted, whether 
on the scaffold or the moor ? And where constituted judges, 
from cowardice, or from having cast in their lot with trans- 
gressors, suffer them not only to pass at liberty through the 
land, but to sit in the high places and dye their garments 
in the blood of the saints, is it not well done in any brave 
spirits who shall draw their private swords in the public 
causer 

I have no wish to judge this individual action,' replied 
Morton, * further than is necessary to make you fully aware of 
my principles. I therefore repeat that the case you have sup- 
plied does not satisfy my judgment. That the Almighty, in 
His mysterious providence, may bring a bloody man to an end 
deservedly bloody does not vindicate those who, without 
authority of any kind, take upon themselves to be the instru- 
ments of execution, and presume to call them the executors of 
divine vengeance.* 

'And were we not so?' said Burley, in a tone of fierce 
enthusiasm. * Were not we — ^was not every one who owned the 
interest of the Covenanted Church of Scotland — bound by that 
covenant to cut off the Judas who had sold the cause of God for 
fifty thousand merks a year ? Had we met him by the way as 
he came down from London, and there smitten him with the 
edge of the sword, we had done but the duty of men faithful to 
our cause and to our oaths recorded in heaven. Was not the 
execution itself a proof of our warrant ? Did not the Lord de- 
liver him into our hands when we looked out but for one of His 
inferior tools of persecution 1 Did we not pray to be resolved 
how we should act, and was it not borne in on our hearts as if 
it had been written on them with the point of a diamond, " Ye 
shall surely take him and slay him " ? Was not the tragedy 
full half an hour in acting ere the sacrifice was completed, and 
that in an open heath, and within the patrols of their garri- 
sons ; and yet who interrupted the great work ? What dog so 
much as bayed us during the pursuit, the taking, the slaying, 
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and the dispersiDg ? Then, who will say — who dare say, that 
a mightier arm than ours was not herein revealed ? ' 

* You deceive yourself, Mr. Balfour,' said Morton ; * such cir- 
cumstances of facility of execution and escape have often 
attended the commission of the most enormous crimes. But it 
is not mine to judge you. I have not forgotten that the way 
was opened to the former liberation of Scotland by an act of 
violence which no man can justify — the slaughter of Gumming 
by the hand of Robert Bruce ; and therefore condemning 
this action, as I do and must^ I am not imwilling to suppose 
that you may have motives vindicating it in your own eyes, 
though not in mine or in those of sober reason. I only now 
mention it because I desire you to understand that I join a 
cause supported by men engaged in open war, which it is pro- 
posed to carry on according to the niles of civilised nations, 
without in any respect approving of the act of violence which 
gave immediate rise to it.' 

Balfour bit his lip, and with difficulty suppressed a violent 
answer. He perceived with disappointment that, upon points 
of principle, his young brother-in-arms possessed a clearness of 
judgment and a finnness of mind, which afforded but little 
hope of his being able to exert that degree of influence over 
him which he had expected to possess. After a moment's pause, 
however, he said, with coolness, * My conduct is open to men 
and angels. The deed was not done in a comer ; I am here in 
arms to avow it, and care not where or by whom I am called 
on to do so, whether in the council, the field of battle, the 
place of execution, or the day of the last great trial. I will 
not now discuss it further with one who is yet on the other 
side of the veil. But if you will cast in your lot with us as a 
brother, come with me to the council, who are still sitting 
to arrange the futiire march of the army and the means of im- 
proving our victory.' 

Morton arose and followed him in silence, not greatly de- 
lighted with his associate, and better satisfied with the general 
justice of the cause which he had espoused than either with the 
measures or the motives of many of those who were embarked 
in it. 



CHAPTER XXII 

And look how many Grecian tents do stand 
Hollow upon this plain — so many hollow factions. 

Troilus and Cressida, 

In a hollow of the hill, about a quarter of a mile from the field 
of battle, was a shepherd's hut — a miserable cottage, which, as 
the only inclosed spot within a moderate distance, the leaders 
of the Presbyterian army had chosen for their council -house. 
Towards this spot Burley guided Morton, who was surprised, as 
he approached it, at the multifarious confusion of soimds which 
issued from its precincts. The cahn and anxious gravity which 
it might be supposed would have presided in councils held on 
such important subjects, and at a period so critical, seemed to 
have given place to discord, wild and loud uproar, which fell on 
the ear of their new ally as an evil augury of their future 
measures. As they approached the door, they found it open 
indeed, but choked up with the bodies and heads of country- 
men, who, though no members of the council, felt no scruple in 
intruding themselves upon deliberations in which they were so 
deeply interested. By expostulation, by threats, and even by 
some degree of violence, Burley, the sternness of whose chai^ 
acter maintained a sort of superiority over these disorderly 
forces, compelled the intruders to retire, and introducing 
Morton into the cottage, seciu^ the door behind them against 
impertinent curiosity. At a less agitating moment the yoimg 
man might have been entertained with the singular scene of 
which he now found himself an auditor and a spectator. 

The precincts of the gloomy and ruinous hut were 
enlightened partly by some furze which blazed on the 
hearth, the smoke whereof, having no legal vent, eddied 
around, and formed over the heads of the assembled coimcil 
a clouded canopy as opake as their metaphysical theology, 
through which, like stars through mist, were dimly seen 
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to twinkle a few blinking candles, or rather rushes dipped 
in tallow, the property of the poor owner of the cottage, which 
were stuck to the walls by patches of wet clay. This broken 
and dusky light showed many a countenance elated with 
spiritual pride, or rendered dark by fierce enthusiasm: and 
sLe whde anxious, wandering, and uncertain looks showed 
they felt themselves rashly embarked in a cause which they 
had neither courage nor conduct to bring to a good issue, yet 
knew not how to abandon for very shame. They were, indeed, 
a doubtful and disimited body. The most active of their 
number were those concerned with Burley in the death of the 
Primate, four or five of whom had found their way to Loudon 
Hill, together with other men of the same relentless and 
imoompromising zeal, who had in various ways given desperate 
and unpardonable offence to the government. 

With them were mingled their preachers, men who had 
spumed at the Indulgence offered by government, and preferred 
assembling their flocks in the wilderness to worshipping in 
temples built by human hands, if their doing the latter should 
be construed to admit any right on the part of their rulers 
to interfere with the supremacy of the kirk. The other 
class of counsellors were such gentlemen of small fortime, and 
substantial farmers, as a sense of intolerable oppression had 
induced to take arms and join the insurgents. These also 
had their clergymen with them ; and such divines, having many 
of them taken advantage of the Indulgence, were prepared 
to resist the measures of their more violent brethren, who 
proposed a declaration in which they should give testimony 
against the warrants and instructions for indulgence as sinful 
and imlawful acts. This delicate question had been passed 
over in silence in the first draught of the manifestoes which 
they intended to publish of the reasons of their gathering in 
arms ; but it had been stirred anew during Balfour's absence, 
and to his great vexation he now found that both parties 
had opened upon it in full cry, Macbriar, Eettledrummle, 
and other teachers of the Wanderers being at the very 
spring tide of polemical discussion with Peter Poundtext, 
the indulged pastor of Milnwood's parish, who, it seems, had 
e'en girded himself with a broadsword, but, ere he was called 
upon to fight for the good cause of Presbytery in the field, 
was manfully defending his own dogmata in the council. It 
was the din of this conflict, maintained chiefly between Poimd- 
text and Kettledrummle, together with the clamour of their 
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adherents, which had saluted Morton's ears upon approaching 
the cottage. Indeed, as both the divines were men well gifted 
with words and lungs, and each fierce, ardent, and intolerant in 
defence of his own doctrine, prompt in the recollection of texts 
wherewith they battered each other without mercy, and deeply 
impressed with the importance of the subject of discussion, the 
noise of the debate betwixt them fell little short of that which 
might have attended an actual bodily conflict. 

Burley, scandalised at the disunion implied in this virulent 
strife of tongues, interposed between the disputants, and, by 
some general remarks on the unseasonableness of discoid, a 
soothing address to the vanity of each party, and the exertion 
of the authority which his services in that day's victory entitled 
him to assume, at length succeeded in prevaUing upon them to 
adjourn farther discussion of the controversy. But although 
EetUedrununle and Poimdtext were thus for the time silenced, 
they continued to eye each other like two dogs, who, having 
been separated by the authority of their masters while fighting, 
have retreated, each beneath the chair of his owner, still watching 
each other's motions, and indicating, by occasional growls, by the 
erected bristles of the back and ears, and by the red glance of the 
eye, that their discord is unappeased, and that they only wait 
the first opportunity afforded by any general movement or com- 
motion in the company to fly once more at each other's throats. 

Balfour took advantage of the momentary pause to present 
to the coimcil Mr. Henry Morton of MUnwood, as one touched 
with a sense of the evils of the times, and willing to peril goods 
and life in the precious cause for which his father, the renowned 
Silas Morton, had given in his time a soul-stirring testimony. 
Morton was instanUy received with the right hand of fellowship 
by his ancient pastor, Poundtext, and by those among the 
insuigents who supported the more moderate principles. The 
others muttered something about Erastianism, and reminded 
each other in whispers that Silas Morton, once a stout and 
worthy servant of the Covenant, had been a backslider in the 
day when the Resolutioners had led the way in owning the 
authority of Charles Stewart, thereby making a gap whereat 
the present tyrant was afterwards brought in to the oppression 
both of kirk and country. They added, however, that on 
this great day of calling they would not refuse society with 
any who should put hand to the plough ; and so Morton was 
installed in his office of leader and ooxmsellor, if not with the 
full approbation of his colleagues, at least without any formal 
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or avowed dissent. They proceeded, on Barley's motion, to 
divide among themselves the command of the men who had 
assembled, and whose niunbers were daily increasing. In this 
partition the insurgents of Poundtext's parish and congrega- 
tion were naturally placed under the command of Morton ; an 
arrangement mutually agreeable to both parties, as he was re- 
commended to their confidence as well by his personal qualities 
as his having been bom among them. 

When this task was accomplished, it became necessary to 
determine what use was to be made of their victory. Morton's 
heart throbbed high when he heard the Tower of TiUietudlem 
named as one of the most important positions to be seized upon. 
It commanded, as we have often noticed, the pass between the 
more wild and the more fertile country, and must furnish, it 
was plausibly urged, a stronghold and place of rendezvous to 
the Cavaliers and Malignants of the district, supposing the in- 
surgents were to march onward and leave it uninvested. This 
measure was particularly urged as necessary by Poimdtext 
and those of his immediate followers whose habitations and 
families might be exposed to great severities, if this strong 
place were permitted to remain in possession of the Royalists. 

' I opine,' said Poimdtext, for, like the other divines of the 
period, he had no hesitation in offering his advice upon military 
matters, of which he was profoimdly ignorant — ' I opine that 
we should take in and raze that stronghold of the woman Lady 
Margaret Bellenden, even though we should build a fort and 
raise a mount against it; for the race is a rebellious and a 
bloody race, and their hand has been heavy on the children of 
the Covenant, both in the former and the latter times. Their 
hook hath been in our noses, and their bridle betwixt our jaws.' 

' What are their means and men of defence ? ' said Burley. 
' The place is strong ; but I cannot conceive that two women 
can make it good against a host.' 

' There is also,' said Poundtext, ' Harrison the steward, and 
John GudyiU, even the lady's chief butler, who boasteth him- 
self a man of war from his youth upward, and who spread the 
banner against the good cause with that man of Belial, James 
Grahame of Montrose.' 

* Pshaw ! * returned Burley, scornfully, * a butler ! ' 

' Also, there is that ancient Malignant,' replied Poimdtext, 
' Miles Bellenden of Chamwood, whose hands have been dipped 
in the blood of the saints.' 

'If that,' said Burley, 'be Miles Bellenden, the brother of 
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Sir Arthur, he is one whose sword will not turn back from 
battle ; but he must now be stricken in years.' 

' There was word in the country as I rode along/ said 
another of the council, Hhat so soon as they heard of the 
victory which has been given to us, they caused shut the gates 
of the Tower, and called in men, and collected ammunition. 
They were ever a fierce and a malignant house.' 

* We will not> with my consent,' said Burley, * engage in a 
siege which may consume time. We must rush forwe^ and 
follow our advantage by occupying Glasgow ; for I do not fear 
that the troops we have this day beaten, even with the 
assistance of my Lord Ross's regiment, will judge it safe to 
await our coming.' 

* Howbeit,* said Poundtext, * we may display a banner before 
the Tower, and blow a trumpet and summon them to come 
forth. It may be that they will give over the place into our 
mercy though they be a rebellious people. And we will 
summon the women to come forth of their stronghold — ^that is, 
Lady Margaret Bellenden and her grand-daughter, and Jenny 
Dennison, which is a girl of an ensnaring eye, and the other 
maids, and we will give them a safe conduct, and send them in 
peace to the city, even to the town of Edinburgh. But John 
Gudyill, and Hugh Harrison, and Miles Bellenden, we will restrain 
with fetters of iron, even as they in times bye-past have done to 
the martyred saints.' 

'Who talks of safe conduct and of peace?' said a shrill, 
broken, and overstrained voice from the crowd. 

' Peace, brother Habakkuk,' said Macbriar in a soothing 
tone to the speaker. 

* 1 will not hold my peace,' reiterated the strange and im- 
natural voice ; ' is this a time to speak of peace, when the earth 
quakes, and the moimtains are rent, and tiie rivers are changed 
into blood, and the two-edged sword is drawn from the sheath 
to drink gore as if it were water, and devour flesh as the fire 
devours dry stubble 1 ' 

While he spoke thus, the orator struggled forward to the 
inner part of the circle, and presented to Morton's wondering 
eyes a figiure worthy of such a voice and such language. The 
rags of a dress which had once been black, added to the tattered 
fragments of a shepherd's plaid, composed a covering scarce fit 
for the purposes of decency, much less for those of warmth or 
comfort. A long beard, as white as snow, himg down on his 
breast, and mingled with biishy, uncombed, grizzled hair, which 
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hung in elf-looks around his wild and staring visage. The 
features seemed to be extenuated by penury and famine, until 
they hardly retained the likeness of a human aspect. The eyes, 
grey, wild, and wandering, evidently betokened a bewildered 
imagination. He held in his hand a rusty sword, clotted with 
blood, as were his long lean hands, which were garnished at the 
extremity with nails like eagle's claws. 

' In the name of Heaven ! who is he T said Morton in a 
whisper to Poimdtext, surprised, shocked, and even startled at 
this ghastly apparition, which looked more like the resurrection 
of some cannibal priest, or Druid red from his human sacrifice, 
than like an earthly mortal. 

/ It is Habakkuk Mucklewrath,' answered Poimdtext in the 
same tone, ' whom the enemy have long detained in captivity 
in forts and castles, imtil his understanding hath departed from 
him, and, as I fear, an evil demon hath possessed him. Never- 
theless, our violent brethren will have it, that he speaketh of 
the spirit, and that they fructify by his pouring forth.' 

Here he was interrupted by Mucklewrath, who cried in a 
voice that made the very beams of the roof quiver — * Who talks 
of peace and safe conduct ? who speaks of mercy to the bloody 
house of the Malignants ? I say take the infants and dash them 
against the stones ; take the daughters and the mothers of the 
house and hurl them from the battlements of their trust, that 
the dogs may fatten on their blood as they did on that of 
Jezabel, the spouse of Ahab, and that their carcasses may be 
dung to the face of the field even in the portion of their 
fathers ! ' 

'He speaks right,' said more than one sullen voice from 
behind ; * we will be honoured with little service in the great 
cause if we already make fair weather with Heaven's enemies.' 

' This is utter abomination and daring impiety,' said Morton, 
unable to contain his indignation. * What blessing can you 
expect in a cause in which you listen to the mingled ravings of 
madness and atrocity ? ' 

' Hush, young man ! ' said EetUedrummle, ' and reserve thy 
censure for that for which thou canst render a reason. It is not 
for thee to judge into what vessels the spirit may be poured.' 

* We judge of the tree by the fruit,' said Poimdtext, *and 
allow not that to be of divine inspiration that contradicts the 
divine laws.' 

* You forget, brother Poundtext,' said Macbriar, * that these 
are the latter days when signs and wonders shall be multiplied.' 
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Poundtext stood forward to reply ; but ere he could articu- 
late a word, the insane preacher broke in with a scream that 
drowned all competition. < Who talks of signs and wonders ? 
Am not I Habakkuk Mucklewrath, whose name is changed 
to Magor-Missabib, because I am made a terror unto my- 
self and unto all that are around me? I heard it. When 
did I hear it? Was it not in the Tower of the Bass, that 
overhangeth the wide wild sea? And it howled in the 
winds, and it roared in the billows, and it screamed, and 
it whistled, and it clanged, with the screams and the clang 
and the whistle of the sea-birds, as they floated, and flew, 
and dropped, and dived, on the bosom of the waters. I saw 
it. Where did I see it ? Was it not from the high peaks of 
Dunbarton, when I looked westward upon the fertile land, and 
northward on the wild Highland hills; when the clouds 
gathered and the tempest came, and the lightnings of heaven 
flashed in sheets as wide as the banners of an host? What did 
I see ? Dead corpses and wounded horses, the rushing together 
of battle, and garments rolled in blood. What heard I ? The 
voice that cried, " Slay, slay, smite, slay utterly, let not your 
eye have pity 1 slay utterly, old and young, the maiden, the 
child, and the woman whose head is grey. Defile the house and 
fill the courts with the slain ! " ' 

' We receive the command,' exclaimed more than one of the 
company. ' Six days he'hath not spoken nor broken bread, and 
now his tongue is unloosed. We receive the command ; as he 
hath said, so will we do.' 

Astonished, disgusted, and horror-struck at what he had 
seen and heard, Morton turned away from the circle and left 
the cottage. He was followed by Burley, who had his eye on 
his motions. 

* Whither are you going ? ' said the latter, taking him by the 
arm. 

* Anywhere, I care not whither ; but here I will abide no 
longer.' 

*Art thou so soon weary, young man?' answered Burley. 
* Thy hand is but now put to the plough, and wouldst thou 
already abandon it? Is this thy adherence to the cause of 
thy father ? ' 

*No cause,' replied Morton, indignantly, — *no cause can 
prosper so conducted. One party declares for the ravings of 
a bloodthirsty madman ; another leader is an old scholastic 
pedant ; a third ' — he stopped, and his companion continued the 



208 WAVERLEY NOVELS 

sentence — 'Is a desperate homicide, thou wouldst say, like 
John Balfour of Burley ? I can bear thy misconstruction with- 
out resentment. Thou dost not consider that it is not men of 
sober and self-seeking minds who arise in these days of wrath 
to execute judgment and to accomplish deliverance. Hadst 
thou but seen the armies of England during her Parliament of 
1640, whose ranks were filled with sectaries and enthusiasts 
wilder than the Anabaptists of Munster, thou wouldst have had 
more cause to marvel ; and yet these men were imconquered on 
the field, and their hands wrought marvellous things for the 
liberties of the land.' 

* But their affairs,' replied Morton, * were wisely conducted, 
and the violence of their zeal expended itself in their exhortar 
tions and sermons, without bringing divisions into their counsels, 
or cruelty into their conduct. I have often heard my father say 
so, and protest that he wondered at nothing so much as the 
contrast between the extravagance of their religious tenets and 
the wisdom and moderation with which they conducted their 
civil and military afiairs. But cur councils seem all one wild 
chaos of confusion.' 

* Thou must have patience, Henry Morton,* answered Balfour; 
'thou must not leave the. cause of thy religion and country 
either for one wild word or one extravagant action. Hear me. 
I have already persuaded the wiser of our friends that the 
coimsellors are too niunerous, and that we cannot expect that 
the Midianites shall, by so large a number, be delivered into 
our hands. They have hearkened to my voice, and our 
assemblies will be shortly reduced within such a number as can 
consult and act together ; and in them thou shalt have a free 
voice, as well as in ordering our affairs of war and protecting 
those to whom mercy should be shown. Art thou now satisfied V 

' It will give me pleasure, doubtless,' answered Morton, ' to 
be the means of softening the horrors of civil war ; and I will 
not leave the post I have taken unless I see measures adopted 
at which my conscience revolts. But to no bloody executions 
after quarter asked, or slaughter without trial, will I lend coim- 
tenance or sanction ; and you may depend on my opposing them, 
with both heart and hand, as constantly and resolutely, if 
attempted by our own followers, as when they are the work of 
the enemy.' 

Balfour waved his hand impatiently. 

*Thou wilt find,' he said, *that the stubborn and hard- 
hearted generation with whom we deal must be chastised with 
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scorpions ere their hearts be hiimbled, and ere they accept the 
punishment of their iniquity. The word is gone forth against 
them, " I will bring a sword upon you that shall avenge the 
quarrel of my Covenant." But what is done shall be done 
gravely, and with discretion, like that of the worthy James 
Melvin, who executed judgment on the tyrant and oppressor, 
Cardinal Beaton.' 

*I own to yoii,' replied Morton, 'that I feel still more 
abhorrent at cold-blooded and premeditated cruelty than at 
that which is practised in the heat of zeal and resentment.' 

* Thou art yet but a youth,' replied Balfour, * and hast not 
learned how light in the bailee at« a few dr^ps of blood in 
comparison to the weight and importance of this great national 
testimony. But be not afraid ; thyself shall vote and judge in 
these matters ; it may be we shall see little cause to strive 
together anent them.' 

With this concession Morton wad compelled to be satisfied 
for the present ; and Biurley left him, advising him to lie down 
and get some rest, as the host would probably move in the 
morning. 

* And you,' answered Morton, * do not you go to rest also ? ' 

* No,' said Burley ; * my eyes must not yet know slumber. 
This is no work to be done lightly ; I have yet to perfect the 
choosing of the committee of leaders, and I will call you by 
times in the morning to be present at their consultation.' 

He turned away, and left Morton to his repose. 

The place in which he found himself was not ill adapted for 
the purpose, being a sheltered nook, beneath a large rock, well 
protected from the prevailing wind. A quantity of moss with 
which the ground was overspread made a couch soft enough 
for one who had suffered so much hardship and anxiety. 
Morton wrapped himself in the horseman's cloak which he had 
still retained, stretched himself on the ground, and had not 
long indulged in melancholy reflections on the state of the 
country, and upon his own condition, ere he was relieved from 
them by deep and sound slumber. 

The rest of the army slept on the ground, dispersed in 
groups, which chose their beds on the fields as they could best 
find shelter and convenience. A few of the principal leaders 
held wakeful conference with Burley on the state of their 
afiSurs, and some watchmen were appointed who kept them- 
selves on the alert by chanting psalms, or listening to the 
exercises of the more gifted of their number. 

VI 14 



CHAPTER XXIII 

Got with muoh ease— now merrily to horse. 

Henry IF. Part I. 

With the first peep of day Hemy awoke and found the faith- 
ful Cuddle standing beside him with a - portmanteau in his 
hand. 

'I hae been just putting your honour's things in readiness 
again ye were waking/ said Cuddle, 'as is my duty, seeing 
ye hae been sae gude as to tak me into your service.' 

*I take you into my service, Cuddle?* said Morton; 'you 
must be dreaming.' 

* Na, na, stir,' answered Cuddle ; * didna I say when I was 
tied on the horse yonder, that if ever ye gat loose I would be 
your servant, and ye didna say nol and if that isna hiring, I 
kenna what is. Ye gae me nae arles, indeed, but ye had glen 
me eneugh before at Milnwood.' 

'Well, Cuddle, if you insist on taking the chance of my 
improsperous fortunes * 

' Ou ay, I'se warrant us a' prosper weel enough,' answered 
Cuddle, cheerlngly, ' an anes my auld mlther was weel putten 
up. I hae begun the campaigning trade at an end that is 
easy eneugh to learn.' 

'Pillaging, I suppose?' said Morton, 'for how else could 
you come by that portmanteau ? ' 

* I wotna if it's pillaging, or how ye ca't,' said Cuddle, ' but 
it comes natural to a body, and it's a profitable trade. Our 
folk had tlrled the dead dragoons as bare as bawbees before we 
were loose amalst. But when I saw the Whigs a' weel yokit 
by the lugs to Eettledrummle and the other chield, I set off 
at the lang trot on my aln errand and your honour's. Sae I 
took up the syke a wee bit, away to the right, where I saw 
the marks o' mony a horse-foot ; and sure eneugh I cam to a 
place where there had been some clean ]catherin',.and a' the 
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puir chields were lying there buskit wi' their claes just as 
they had put them on that morning — naebody had found out 
that pose o' carcages ; and wha suld be in the midst thereof, 
as my mither says, but our auld acquaintance, Sergeant 
Bothwell ? ' 

' Ay, has that man fallen ? ' said Morton. 

' Troth has he,' answered Cuddie ; * and his een were open 
and his brow bent, and his teeth clenched thegither, like the 
jaws of a trap for foumarts when the spring's doun. I was 
amaist feared to look at him ; however, I thought to hae turn 
about wi' him, and sae I e'en riped his pouches, as he had 
dune mony an honester man's; and here's your ain siller 
again — or your uncle's, which is the same — that he got at 
Milnwood that unlucl^ night that made \ls a' sodgers the- 
gither.' 

' There can be no harm. Cuddle,' said Morton, ' in making 
use of this money, since we know how he came by it ; but you 
must divide with me.' 

' Bide a wee — ^bide a wee,' said Cuddie. ' Weel, and there's 
a bit ring he had hinging in a black ribbon doun on his breast, — 
I am thinking it has been a love-token, puir fallow, there's 
naebody sae rough but they hae aye a kind heart to the lasses, 
— and there's a book wi' a wheen papers, and I got twa or three 
odd things, that 111 keep to myseU, forbye.' 

' Upon my word, you have made a very successful foray for 
a beginner,' said his new master. 

'Haena I e'en now?' said Cuddie, with great exultation, 
*I tauld ye I wasna that dooms stupid, if it cam to lifting 
things. And forbye, I hae gotten twa gude horse. A feckless 
loon of a Straven weaver, that has left his loom and his bien 
house to- sit skirling on a cauld hillside, had catched twa 
dragoon naigs, and he could neither gar them hup nor wind, 
sae he took a gowd noble for them baith. I suld hae tried him 
wi' half the s^er, but it's an unco ill place to get change in. 
Yell find the siller's missing out o' Bothwell's purse.' 

'You have made a most excellent and useful purchase, 
Cuddie ; but what is that portmanteau ? ' 

* The pockmantle ? ' answered Cuddie. * It was Lord Evan- 
dale's yesterday, and it's yours the day. I fand it ahint the 
bush o' broom yonder ; ilka dog has its day. Ye ken what the 
auld sang says. 

Take turn about, mither, quo' Tarn o' the Linn. 
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Aud speaking o' that, I maun gang and see about my mither, 
puir auld body, if your honour hasna ony immediate com- 
mands.' 

'But, Cuddie/ said Morton, 'I really cannot take these 
things from you without some recompense.* 

* Hout fie, stir,' answered Cuddie, * ye suld aye be taking ; 
for recompense, ye may think about that some other time; 
I hae seen gay weel to mysell wi' some things that fit me better. 
What could I do wi' Lord Evandale's braw claes? Sergeant 
Bothwell's will serve me weel eneugh.' 

Not being able to prevail on the self-constituted and dis- 
interested follower to accept of anything for himself out of 
these warlike spoils, Morton resolved to take the first oppor- 
tunity of returning Lord Evandale's property, supposing him yet 
to be alive ; and, in the meanwhile, did not hesitate to avail 
himself of Cuddle's prize, so far as to appropriate some changes 
of linen and other trifling articles amongst those of more value 
which the portmanteau contained. 

He then hastily looked over the papers which were foimd 
in Bothwell's pocket-book. These were of a miscellaneous 
description. The roll of his troop, with the names of those 
absent on furlough, memorandums of tavem-biUs, and lists of 
delinquents who might be made subjects of fine and persecution, 
first presented themselves, along with a copy of a warrant from 
the privy council to arrest certain persons of distinction there- 
in nam^. In another pocket of the book were one or two 
commissions which Bothwell had held at difierent times, and 
certificates of his services abroad, in which his courage and 
military talents were highly praised. But the most remark- 
able paper was an accurate account of his genealogy, with 
reference to many documents for establishment of its authen- 
ticity; subjoined was a list of the ample possessions of the 
forfeited Earls of Bothwell, and a particular account of the 
proportions in which King James VI. had bestowed them on 
the courtiers and nobility by whose descendants they were at 
present actuaUy possessed; beneath this list was written, in 
red letters, in the hand of the deceased, Havd Immemor, 
F. S. E. B., the initials probably intimating Francis Stewart, 
Earl of Bothwell. To these documents, which strongly painted 
the character and feelings of their deceased proprietor, were 
added some which showed him in a light greatly difierent from 
that in which we have hitherto presented him to the reader. 

In a secret pocket of the book, which Morton did not 
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discover without some trouble, were one or two letters, written 
in a beautiful female hand. They were dated about twenty 
years back, bore no address, and were subscribed only by 
initials. Without having time to peruse them accurately, 
Morton perceived that they contain^ the elegant yet fond 
expressions of female affection directed tows^ds an object 
' whose jealousy they endeavoured to soothe, and of whose 
hasty, suspicious, and impatient temper the writer seemed 
gently to complain.. The ink of these manuscripts had faded 
by time, and, notwithstanding the great care which had 
obviously been taken for their preservation, they were in one 
or two places chafed so as to be illegible. 

* It matters not,' these words were written on the envelope 
of that which had suffered most, * 1 have them by heart.' 

With these letters was a lock of hair wrapped in a copy of 
verses, written obviously with a feeling which atoned, in 
Morton's opinion, for the roughness of Uie poetry, and the 
conceits with which it abounded, according to the taste of the 
period: 

Thy hue, dear pledge, is pure and bright, 

As in that well-remember d night. 

When first thy mystic braid was wove, 

And first my Agnes whisper'd love. 
Since then, how often nast thon press'd 

The torrid zone of this wild breast, 

Whose wrath and hate have sworn to dwell 

With the first sin which peopled hell ; 

A breast whose blood's a troubled ocean. 

Each throb the earthquake's wild commotion ! 

O, if such dime thou canst endure, 

Yet keep thy hue unstain'd and pure, 

What conquest o'er each erring tnought 

Of that fierce realm had Agnes wrought I 

I had not wander'd wild and wide. 

With such an angel for my guide ; 

Nor heaven nor earth could then reprove me, 

If she had lived, and lived to love me. 
Not then this world's wild joys had been 

To me one savage huntinff-scene. 

My sole delight the headlong race, 

And frantic hurry of the chi^. 

To start, pursue, and bring to bay, 

Rush in, draff down, and rend my prey. 

Then from the carcass turn away ; 

Mine ireful mood had sweetness tamed, 

And soothed each wound which pride inflamed ; — 

Yes, God and man might now approve me. 

If thou hadst lived, and lived to love me t 
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As he finished reading these lines, Mortx)n could not forbear 
reflecting with compassion on the fate of this smgular and 
most unhappy being, who, it appeared, while in the lowest 
state of degradation, and cdmost of contempt, had his recollec- 
tions continually fixed on the high station to which his birth 
seemed to entitle him ; and, while plunged in gross licentious- 
ness, was in secret looking back with bitter remorse to the 
period of his youth, during which he had nourished a virtuous, 
though unfortunate, attachment. 

' Alas ! what are we,' said Morton, ' that our best and most 
praiseworthy feelings can be thus debased and depraved ; that 
honourable pride can sink into haughty and desperate indiffer- 
ence for general opinion, and the sorrow of blighted affection 
inhabit the same bosom which license, revenge, and rapine have 
chosen for their citadel ? But it is the same throughout ; the 
liberal principles of one man sink into cold and unfeeling 
indifference, the religious zeal of another hurries him into 
frantic and savage enthiisiasm. 0\ir resolutions, our passions, 
are like the waves of the sea, and, without the aid of Him who 
formed the human breast, we cannot say to its tides, " Thus far 
shall ye come, and no farther." ' 

While he thus moiulised, he mised his eyes, and observed 
that Burley stood before him. 

* Already awake ? ' said that leader. ' It is well, and shows 
zeal to tread the path before you. What papers are these ? ' 
he continued. 

Morton gave him some brief account of Cuddle's successful 
marauding party, and handed him the pocket-book of Bothwell, 
with its contents. The Cameronian leader looked with some 
attention on such of the papers as related to military affairs or 
public business; but when he came to the verses he threw 
them from him with contempt. 

* I little thought,' he said, * when, by the blessing of God, I 
passed my sword three times through the body of that arch tool 
of cruelty and persecution, that a character so desperate and so 
dangerous could have stooped to an art as trifling as it is pro- 
fane. But I see that Satan can blend the most different qualities 
in his well-beloved and chosen agents, and that the same hand 
which can wield a club or a slaughter-weapon against the godly 
in the valley of destruction can touch a tinkling lute or a 
gittem, to soothe the ears of the dancing daughters of perdition 
in their Vanity Fair.' 

* Your ideas of duty, then,' said Morton, * exclude love of the 
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fiue arts, which have been supposed m general to purify and to 
elevate the mind 1 ' 

' To me, young man,' answered Burley, ' and to those who 
think as I do, the pleasiires of this world, under whatever name 
disguised, are vanity, as its grandeur and power are a snare. 
We have but one object on earth, and that is to build up the 
temple of the Lord. 

*I have heard my father observe,' replied Morton, *that 
many who assumed power in the name of Heaven were as severe 
in its exercise, and as unwilling to part with it, as if they had 
been solely moved by the motives of worldly ambition, — but of 
this another time. Have you succeeded in obtaining a com- 
mittee of the council to be nominated 1 * 

*1 have,' answered Burley. 'The number is limited to 
six, of which you are one, and I come to call you to their 
deUberations.' 

Morton accompanied him to a sequestered grass-plot, where 
their colleagues awaited them. In this delegation of authority, 
the two principal ^tions which divided the tumultuaiy army 
had each taken care to send three of their own nimiber. On 
the part of the Cameronians were Burley, Macbriar, and Kettle- 
drummle; and on that of the Moderate party Poimdtext, Henry 
Morton, and a small proprietor, called the Laird of Langcale. 
Thus the two parties were equally balanced by their repre- 
sentatives in the committee of management, although it seemed 
likely that those of the most violent opinions were, as is usiial 
in such cases, to possess and exert the greater degree of energy. 
Their debate, however, was conducted more like men of this 
world than could have been expected from their conduct on 
the preceding evening. After maturely considering their means 
and situation, and the probable increase of their numbers, they 
agreed that they would keep their position for that day, in 
order to refresh their men, and give time to reinforcements 
to join them, and that, on the next morning, they would 
direct their march towards Tillietudlem, and summon that 
stronghold, as they expressed it, of Malignancy. If it was 
not surrendered to their summons, they resolved to try the 
effect of a brisk assault; and should that miscarry, it was 
settled that they should leave a part of their niunber to 
blockade the place, and reduce it, if possible, by famine, while 
their main body should march forward to drive Claverhouse 
and Lord Ross from the town of Glasgow. Such was the de- 
termination of the council of management ; and thus Morton's 
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first enterprise in active life was likely to be the attack of a 
castle belonging to the parent of his mistress, and defended 
by her relative, Major Bellenden, to whom he personally 
owed many obligations ! He felt fully the embarrassment of 
his sitiiation, yet consoled himself with the reflection that 
hia newly-acquired power in the insurgent army would give 
him, at all events, the means of extending to the inmates of 
Tillietudlem a protection which no other circumstance could 
have afforded them; and he was not without hope that he 
might be able to mediate such an accommodation betwixt 
them and the Presbyterian army as should secure them a 
safe neutrality during the war which was about to ensue. 



CHAPTER XXIV 

There came a knight from the field of slain, 
His steed was drench'd in hlood and rain. 

FiNLAY, 

Wb must now return to the fortress of Tillietudlem and its 
inhabitants. The morning, being the first after the battle 
of Loudon Hill, had dawned upon its battlements, and the 
defenders had already resumed the labours by which they 
proposed to render the place tenable, when the watchman, who 
was placed in a high turret, called the Warder's Tower, gave 
the signal that a horseman was approaching. As he came 
nearer, his dress indicated an officer of the Life Guards ; and 
the slowness of his horse's pace, as well as the manner in which 
the rider stooped on the saddle-bow, plainly showed that he 
was sick or wounded. The wicket was instantly opened to 
receive him, and Lord Evandale rode into the courtyard, so 
reduced by loss of blood that he was imable to dismount with- 
out assistance. As he entered the hall, leaning upon a servant, 
the ladies shrieked with surprise and terror ; for, pale as death, 
stained with blood, his regimentals soiled and torn, and his 
hair matted and disordered, he resembled rather a spectre than 
a human being. But their next exclamation was that of joy 
at his escape. 

' Thank God ! ' exclaimed Lady Margaret, ' that you are here, 
and have escaped the hands of tiie bloodthirsty murderers who 
have cut off so many of the king's loyal servants ! ' 

< Thank God ! ' added Edith, * that you are here and in 
safety ! We have dreaded the worst. But you are wounded, 
and I fear we have little the means of assisting you.' 

'My wounds are only sword-cuts,' answered the yoimg 
nobleman, as he reposed himself on a seat ; ' the pain is not 
worth mentioning, and I should not even feel exhausted but 
for the loss of blood. But it was not my purpose to bring my 
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weakness to add to your danger and distress, but to relieve 
them, if possible. What can I do for you? Permit me,' 
he added, addressing Lady Margaret — 'permit me to think 
and act as your son, my dear madam — as your brother, 
Edith!' 

He pronounced the last part of the sentence with some 
emphasis, as if he feared that the apprehension of his pre- 
tensions as a suitor might render his proffered services un- 
acceptable to Miss Bellenden. She was not insensible to his 
delicacy, but there was no time for exchange of sentiments. 

* We are preparing for our defence,' said the old lady with 
great dignity ; ' my brother has taken charge of our garrison, 
and, by the grace of God, we will give the rebels such a 
reception as they deserve.' 

* How gladly,' said Evandale, * would I share in the defence 
of the Castle ! But in my present state I should be but a 
burden to you ; nay, something worse, for the knowledge that 
an officer of the Life Guards was in the Castle would be suffi- 
cient to make these rogues more desperately earnest to possess 
themselves of it. If they find it defended only by the family, 
they may possibly march on to Glasgow rather than hazard an 
assault.^ 

* And can you think so meanly of us, my lord,' said Edith, 
with the generous burst of feeling which woman so often evinces, 
and which becomes her so well, her voice faltering through 
eagerness, and her brow colouring with the noble warmth which 
dictated her language — 'can you think so meanly of your friends, 
as that they would permit such considerations to interfere with 
their sheltering and protecting you at a moment when you are 
unable to defend yourself, and when the whole country is filled 
with the enemy ? Is there a cottage in Scotland whose owners 
would permit a valued friend to leave it in such circumstances ? 
And can you think we will allow you to go from a castle which 
we hold to be strong enough for our own defence t ' 

' Lord Evandale need never think of it,' said Lady Margaret. 
* I will dress his wounds myself ; it is all an old wife is fit for 
in war time ; but to quit the Castle of Tillietudlem when the 
sword of the enemy is drawn to slay him — ^the meanest trooper 
that ever wore the king's coat on his back should not do so, 
much less my young Loid Evandale. Ours is not a house that 
ought to brook such dishonour. The Tower of Tillietudlem has 
been too much distinguished by the visit of his most sacred ' 

Here she was interrupted by the entrance of the Major. 
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* We have taken a prisoner, my dear uncle,' said Edith — * a 
wounded prisoner, and he wants to escape from us. You must 
help us to keep him by force.* 

< Lord Evandale ! ' exclaimed the veteran. * I am as much 
pleased as when I got my first commission. Claverhouse re- 
ported you were killed, or missing at least.* 

* I should have been slain, but for a friend of yours,' said 
Lord Evandale, speaking with some emotion, and bending his 
eyes on the ground, as if he wished to avoid seeing the impression 
that what he was about to say would make upon Miss Bellenden. 
* I was unhorsed and defenceless, and the sword raised to de- 
spatch me, when young Mr. Morton, the prisoner for whom you 
interested yourself yesterday morning, interposed in the most 
generous manner, preserved my life, and furnished me with the 
means of escaping.' 

As he ended the sentence, a painful curiosity overcame his 
first resolution ; he raised his eyes to Edith's face, and imagined 
he could read, in the glow of her cheek and the sparkle of her eye, 
joy at hearing of her lover's safety and freedom, and triumph 
at his not having been left last in the raco of generosity. 
Such, indeed, were her feelings ; but they were also mingled 
with admiration of the ready frankness with which Lord Evan- 
dale had hastened to bear witness to the merit of a favoured 
rival, and to acknowledge an obligation which, in all prob- 
ability, he would rather have owed to any other individual in 
the world. 

Major Bellenden, who would never have observed the emo- 
tions of either party, even had they been much more markedly 
expressed, contented himself with saying, ' Since Henry Morton 
has influence with these rascals, I am glad he has so exerted it ; 
but I hope he will get clear of them as soon as he can. Indeed, 
I cannot doubt it. I know his principles, and that he detests 
their cant and hypocrisy. I have heard him laugh a thousand 
times at the pedantry of that old Presbyterian scoundrel, Pound- 
text, who, after enjoying the Indulgence of the government for 
so many years, has now, upon the very first ruffl^ shown 
himself in his own proper colours, and set off, with three parts 
of his crop-eared congregation, to join the host of the fanatics. 
But how did you escape after leaving the field, my lord ? ' 

* I rode for my life, as a recreant knight must,* answered 
Lord Evandale, smiling. * I took the route where I thought I 
had least chance of meeting with any of the enemy, and I 
found shelter for several hoTirs — ^you will hardly guess where.' 
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' At Castle Bracklan, perhaps,' said Lady Margaret, ' or in 
the house of some other loyal gentleman V 

' No, madam. I was repulsed, under one mean pretext or 
another, from more than one house of that description, for fear 
of the enemy following my traces ; but I found refuge in the 
cottage of a poor widow whose husband had been shot within 
these three months by a party of our corps, and whose two sons 
are at this very moment with the insurgents.' 

* Indeed ! ' said Lady Margaret Bellenden ; * and was a fanatic 
woman capable of such generosity) But she disapproved, I 
suppose, of the tenets of her family ? ' 

' Far from it, madam,' continued the young nobleman ; * she 
was in principle a rigid recusant, but she saw my danger and 
distress, considered me as a fellow-creature, and forgot that I 
was a Cavalier and a soldier. She bound my wounds, and per- 
mitted me to rest upon her bed, concealed me from a party of 
the insurgents who were seeking for stragglers, supplied me with 
food, and did not suffer me to leave my place of refuge until 
she had learned that I had every chance of getting to this 
tower without danger.' 

' It was nobly done,' said Miss Bellenden ; ' and I trust you 
will have an opportunity of rewarding her generosity.' 

' I am running up an arrear of obligation on all sides. Miss 
Bellenden, during these unfortunate occurrences,' replied Lord 
Evandale ; ' but when I can attain the means of showing my 
gratitude, the will shall not be wanting.' 

All now joined in pressing Lord Evandale to relinquish his 
intention of leaving the Castle; but the argument of Major 
Bellenden proved the most effectual. 

'Your presence in the Castle will be most useful, if not 
absolutely necessary, my lord, in order to maintain, by your 
authority, proper discipline among the fellows whom Claver- 
house has left in garrison here, and who do not prove to be of 
the most orderly description of inmates ; and, indeed, we have 
the Colonel's authority, for that very purpose, to detain any 
officer of his regiment who might pass this way.' 

' That,' said Lord Evandale, ' is an imanswerable argument, 
since it shows me that my residence here may be useful, even 
in my present disabled state.' 

* For your wounds, my lord,' said the Major, * if my sister. 
Lady Bellenden, will undertake to give battle to any feverish 
symptom, if such should appear, I will answer that my old 
campaigner, Gideon Pike, shall dress a flesh-wound with any of 
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the incorporation of barber- surgeons. He had enough of 
practice in Montrose*s time, for we had few regularly -bred 
army chiruigeons, as you may well suppose. You agree to 
stay with us, then ? ' 

<My reasons for leaving the Castle,' said Lord Evandale, 
glancing a look towards Edith, ' though they evidently seemed 
weighty, must needs give way to those which infer the power of 
serving you. May I presume. Major, to inquire into the means 
and plan of defence which you have prepared ? or can I attend 
you to examine the works ? * 

It did not escape Miss Bellenden that Lord Evandale seemed 
much exhausted both in body and mind. ' I think, sir,' she 
said, addressing the Major, Hhat since Lord Evandale con- 
descends to bea)me an officer of our garrison, you should begin 
by rendering him amenable to your authority, and ordering 
him to his apartment, that he may take some refreshment ere 
he enters on military discussions.' 

* Edith is right,' said the old lady ; ' you must go instantly 
to bed, my lord, and take some febrifuge, which I will prepare 
with my own hand ; and my lady-in-waiting. Mistress Martha 
Weddell, shall make some friar's chicken, or something very 
light. I would not advise wine. John Gudyill, let the house- 
keeper make ready the chamber of dais. Lord Evandale must 
lie down instantly. Pike will take off the dressings and ex- 
amine the state of the wounds.' 

'These are melancholy preparations, madam,' said Lord 
Evandale, as he returned thanks to Lady Margaret, and was 
about to leave the hall ; ' but I must submit to your ladyship's 
directions, and I trust that your skill will soon make me a 
more able defender of your castle than I am at present. You 
must render my body serviceable as soon as you can, for you 
have no use for my head while you have Major Bellenden.' 

With these words he left the apartment. 

' An excellent young man, and a modest,' said the Major. 

'None of that conceit,' said Lady Margaret, 'that often 
makes young folk suppose they know better how their 
complaints should be treated than people that have had ex- 
perience.' 

' And so generous and handsome a young nobleman,' said 
Jenny Dennison, who had entered during the latter part of this 
conversation, and was now left alone with her mistress in the 
hall, the Major returning to his military cares, and Lady 
Maigaret to her medical preparations. 
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Edith only answered these encomiums with a sigh; but, 
although silent, she felt and knew better than any one how much 
they were merited by the person on whom they were bestowed. 

Jenny, however, failed not to follow up her blow. * After 
a', it's true that my leddy says, there's nae trusting a Pres- 
byterian ; they are a' faithless man-sworn louns. Whae wad 
hae thought that young Milnwood and Cuddie Headrigg wad 
hae taen on wi' thae rebel blackguards ? ' 

* What do you mean by such improbable nonsense, Jenny ? * 
said her young mistress, very much displeased. 

' I ken it's no pleasing for you to hear, madam,' answered 
Jenny, hardily, * and it's as little pleasant for me to tell ; but 
as gude ye suld ken a' about it sune as syne, for the haill 
Castle's ringing wi't.' 

* Ringing with what, Jenny ? Have you a mind to drive me 
mad 1 ' answered Edith, impatiently. 

* Just that Henry Morton of Milnwood is out wi' the rebels, 
and ane o' their chief leaders.' 

' It is a falsehood ! ' said Edith — * a most base calunmy ! and 
you are very bold to dare to repeat it to me. Heniy Morton 
is incapable of such treachery to his king and country, such 
cruelty to me — to — ^to all the innocent and defenceless victims, 
I mean — who must suflfer in a civil war ; I tell you he is utterly 
incapable of it, in every sense.' 

' Dear ! dear ! Miss Edith,' replied Jenny, still constant to 
her text, * they maun be better acquainted wi' yoimg men than 
I am, or ever wish to be, that can tell preceesely what they're 
capable or no capable o'. But there has been Trooper Tam 
and another chield out in bonnets and grey plaids, like country- 
men, to recon — ^reconnoitre, I think John Gudyill ca'd it ; and 
they hae been amang the rebels, and brought back word that 
they had seen young Milnwood mounted on ane o' the dragoon 
horses that was taen at Loudon Hill, armed wi' swords and 
pistols, like wha but him, and hand and glove wi' the foremost 
o' them, and dreeling and commanding the men ; and Cuddie 
at the heels o' him, in ane o' Sergeant Bothwell's laced waist- 
coats, and a cockit hat with a bab o' blue ribbands at it for the 
auld cause o' the Covenant — but Cuddie aye liked a blue 
ribband — ^and a ruffled sark, like ony lord o' the land ; it sets 
the like o' him, indeed ! ' 

* Jenny,' said her young mistress, hastily, * it is impossible 
these men's report can be true ; my uncle has heard nothing 
of it at this instant.' 
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' Because Tarn Halliday/ answered the handmaiden, ' came 
in just five minutes after Lord Evandale ; and when he heard 
his lordship was in the Castle, he swore — the profane loon ! — he 
would be d — d ere he would make the report, as he ca*d it, of 
his news to Major Bellenden, since there was an officer of his ain 
regiment in the garrison. Sae he wad have said naething till 
Lord Evandale wakened the next morning ; only he tauld me 
about it (here Jenny looked a little down), just to vex me 
about Cuddie.' 

* Poh, you silly girl,' said Edith, assuming some courage, * it 
is all a trick of that fellow to teaze you.' 

' Na, madam, it canna be that, for John Gudyill took the 
other dragoon — ^he's an auld hard-favoured man, I wotna his 
name — ^into the cellar, and gae him a tass o' brandy to get the 
news out o' him, and he said just the same as Tam Halliday, 
word for word; and Mr. Gudyill was in sic a rage that he 
tauld it a' ower again to us, and says the haill rebellion is owing 
to the nonsense o' my Leddy and the Major, and Lord Evandale, 
that begged off young Milnwood and Cuddie yesterday morning, 
for that, if they had suffered, the coimtry wad hae been quiet ; 
and troth I am muckle o' that opinion mysell.' 

This last commentary Jenny added to her tale, in resentment 
of her mistress's extreme and obstinate incredulity. She was 
instantly alarmed, however, by the effect which her news 
produced upon her young lady, an effect rendered doubly violent 
by the High Church principles and prejudices in which Miss 
Bellenden had been educated. Her complexion became as pale 
as a corpse, her respiration so difficult that it was on the point of 
altogether failmg her, and her lunbs so mcapable of supporting 
her that she sunk, rather than sat, down upon one of ike seats 
in the hall, and seemed on the eve of fainting. Jenny tried cold 
water, burnt feathers, cutting of laces, and all other remedies 
usual in hysterical cases, but without any immediate effect. 

' God forgie me ! what hae I done ? ' said the repentant ^Z^- 
de<hatnbre, * I wirfi my tongue had been cuttit out ! Wha 
wad hae thought o' her taking on that way, and a' for a young 
lad ? 0, Miss Edith— dear Miss Edith, baud your heart up about 
it ; it's maybe no true for a' that I hae said. 0, 1 wish my mouth 
had been blistered 1 Alxxly tells me my tongue will do me a 
mischief some day. What if my Leddy comes ? or the Major ? 
and she's sitting in the throne, too, that naebody has sate in 
since that weary morning the King was here ! 0, what will I 
do ? 0, what will become o' us ?' 
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While Jenny Dennison thus lamented herself and her 
mistress, Edith slowly returned from the paroxysm into which 
she had been thrown by this unexpected intelligence. 

' If he had been unfortunate,' she said, ' I never would have 
deserted him. I never did so, even when there was danger and 
disgrace in pleading his cause. If he had died, I would have 
mourned him ; if he had been unfaithful, I would have f oi^ven 
him ; but a rebel to his king, a traitor to his country, the 
associate and colleague of cut-throats and common stabbers, the 
persecutor of all that is noble, the professed and blasphemous 
enemy of all that is sacred, — I will tear him from my heart, if 
my life-blood should ebb in the eflfort ! ' 

She wiped her eyes and rose hastily from the great chair 
(or throne, as Lady Margaret used to call it), while ti^e terrified 
damsel hastened to shake up the cushion, and efface the 
appearance of any one having occupied that sacred seat; 
although King Charles himself, considering the youth and 
beauty as well as the affliction of the momentary usurper of 
his hallowed chair, would probably have thought very little of 
the profanation. She then hastened officiously to press her 
support on Edith, as she paced the hall apparently in deep 
meditation. 

*Tak my arm, madam— better just tak my arm; sorrow 
maun hae its vent, and doubtless ' 

* No, Jenny,' said Edith, with firmness, ' you have seen my 
weakness, and you shall see my strength.' 

' But ye leaned on me the other morning. Miss Edith, when 
ye were sae sair grieved.' 

' Misplaced and erring affection may require support, Jenny ; 
duty can support itself, — ^yet I will do nothing rashly. I will 
be aware of the reasons of his conduct, and then — cast him off 
for ever,' was the firm and determined answer of her young 
lady 

Overawed by a manner of which she could neither conceive 
the motive nor estimate the merits Jenny muttered between 
her teeth, * Odd, when the first flight's ower. Miss Edith taks it 
as easy as I do, and muckle easier, and I'm sure I ne'er cared 
half sae muckle about Cuddie Headrigg as she did about young 
Milnwood. Forbye that^ it's maybe as weel to hae a friend on 
baith sides ; for, if the Whigs suld come to tak the Castle, as it's 
like they may, when there's sae little victual, and the dragoons 
wasting what's o't, ou, in that case, Milnwood and Cuddie 
wad hae the upper hand, and their freendship wad be worth 
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siller; I was thinking sae this morning or I heard the 
news.* 

With this consolatory reflection the damsel went about her 
usual occupations, leaving her mistress to school her mind as 
she best might, for eradicating the sentiments which she had 
hitherto entertained towards Henry Morton. 
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CHAPTER XXV 

Once more into the breach, dear friends, once more ! 

ffenry K 

On the evening of this day, all the information which thej 
could procure led them to expect that the insurgent army 
would be with early dawn on their march against Tillie- 
tudlem. Lord Evandale's wounds had been examined by 
Pike, who reported them in a very promising state. They 
were numerous, but none of any consequence; and the loss 
of blood, as much perhaps as the boasted specific of Lady 
Margaret, had prevented any tendency to fever; so that, 
notwithstanding he felt some pain and great weakness, the 
patient maintained that he was able to creep about with the 
assistance of a stick. In these circumstances, he refused to be 
confined to his apartment, both that he might encourage the 
soldiers by his presence, and suggest any necessary addition 
to the plan of defence, which the Major might be supposed to 
have arranged upon something of an antiquated fashion of 
warfare. Lord Evandale was well qualified to give advice on 
such subjecta, having served, during his early youth, both in 
France and in the Low Countries. There was little or no 
occasion, however, for altering the preparations already made ; 
and, excepting on the article of provisions, there seemed no 
reason to fear for the defence of so strong a place against 
such assailants as those by whom it was threatened. 

With the peep of day. Lord Evandale and Major Bellenden 
were on the battlements again, viewing and re-viewing the state 
of their preparations, and anxiously expecting the approach of 
the enemy. I ought to observe, that the report of the spies 
had now been regularly made and received; but the Major 
treated the report that Morton was in arms against the 
government with the most scornful incredulity. 

* I know the lad better,' was the only reply he deigned to 
make ; ' the fellows have not dared to venture near enough. 
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and have been deceived by some fanciful resemblance, or have 
picked up some story.' 

'I differ from you, Major,' answered Lord Evandale; *I 
think you will see that young gentleman at the head of the 
insurgents ; and, though I shall be heartily sorry for it, I shall 
not be greatly surprised.' 

'You are as bad as Claverhouse,' said the Major, 'who 
contended yesterday morning down my very throat that this 
yoimg fellow, who is as high-spirited and gentleman-like a boy 
as I have ever known, wanted but an opportunity to place him- 
self at the head of the rebels.' 

' And considering the usage which he has received, and the 
suspicions under which he lies,' said Lord Evandale, ^what 
other course is open to himt For my own part, I should 
hardly know whether he deserved most blame or pity.' 

'Blame, my lord! pity!' echoed the Major, astonished at 
hearing such sentiments. ' He would deserve to be hanged, 
that's all ; and were he my own son, I should see him strung 
up with pleasure. Blame, indeed ! But your lordship cannot 
think as you are pleased to speak?' 

' I give you my honour, Major Bellenden, that I have been 
for some time of opinion that our politicians and prelates have 
driven matters to a painful extremity in this country, and have 
alienated, by violence of various kinds, not only the lower 
classes, but all those in the upper ranks whom strong party 
feeling or a desire of court interest does not attach to their 
standard.' 

'I am no politician,' answered the Major, 'and I do not 
understand nice distinctions. My sword is the king's, and 
when he commands, I draw it in hiis cause.' 

' I trust,' replied the yoimg lord, 'you will not find me more 
backward than yourself, though I heiuiily wish that the enemy 
were foreigners. It is, however, no time to debate that matter, 
for yonder they come, and we must defend ourselves as well as 
we can.' 

As Lord Evandale spoke, the van of the insuigents began 
to make their appearance on the road which crossed the top of 
the hill, and thence descended opposite to the Tower. They 
did not^ however, move downwards, as if aware that, in doing 
so, their colimms would be exposed to the fire of the artillery 
of the place. But their numbers, which at first seemed few, 
appeared presently so to deepen and concentrate themselves 
that, judging of the masses which occupied the road behind 
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the hill from the closeness of the front which they presented 
on the top of it, their force appeared very considerable. There 
was a pause of anxiety on both sides ; and, while the unsteady 
ranks of the (ToTcnanters were agitated, as if by pressure 
behind or uncertainty as to their next moyement, Uieir arms, 
picturesque from their variety, glanced in the morning sun, 
whose beams were reflected horn a grove of pikes, muskets, 
halberds, and battle-axes. The armed mass occupied, for a 
few minutes, this fluctuating position, until three or four 
horsemen, who seemed to be leaders, advanced from the front, 
and occupied the height a little nearer to the Castle. John 
Gudyill, who was not without some skill as an artilleryman, 
brought a gun to bear on this detached group. 

* I'll flee the falcon (so the small cannon was called) — 111 
flee the falcon whene'er your honour gies command ; my certie, 
shell ruffle their feathers for them ! ' 

The Major looked at Lord Evandale. 

' Stay a moment,' said the young nobleman, ' they send us 
a flag of truce.' 

In fact, one of the horsemen at that moment dismoimted, 
and, displaying a white cloth on a pike, moved forward towards 
the Tower, while the Major and Loid Evandale, descending 
from the battlement of the main fortress, advanced to meet 
him as far as the barricade, judging it unwise to admit him 
within the precincts which they designed to defend. At the 
same time that the ambassador set forth, the group of horse- 
men, as if they had anticipated the preparations of John Gudyill 
for their annoyance, withdrew from the advanced station wluch 
they had occupied, and fell back to the main body. 

The envoy of the Covenanters, to judge by his mien and 
manner, seemed fully imbued with that spiritual pride which 
distinguished his sect. His features were drawn up to a 
contemptuous primness, and his half-shut eyes seemed to scorn 
to look upon the terrestrial objects aroimd, while, at every 
solemn stride, his toes were pointed outwards with an air that 
appeared to despise the groimd on which they trode. 

Lord Evand^e could not suppress a smile at this singular 
figure. ' Did you ever,' said he to Major Bellenden, ' see such 
an absurd automaton ? One would swear it moves upon springs. 
Can it speak, think you ? ' 

' 0, ay,' said the Major ; ' that seems to be one of my old 
acquaintance, a genuine Puritan of the right pharisaical leaven. 
Stay, he coughs and hems ; he is about to summon the Castle 
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with the butt-end of a sermon instead of a parley on the 
trumpet/ 

The veteran, who in his day had had many an opportunity 
to become acquainted with the manners of these religionists, 
was not far mistaken in his conjecture ; only that, instead of a 
prose exordium, the Laird of Langcale — ^for it was no less a 
personage — uplifted, with a stentorian voice, a verse of the 
twenty-fourth Psalm : 

' Ye gates lift np your heads I ye doors, 

Ik>or8 that do last for aye. 
Be lifted up—* 

' I told you so,' said the Major to Evandale, and then 
presented himself at the entrance of the barricade, demanding 
to know for what purpose or intent he made that doleful noise, 
like a hog in a high wind, beneath the gates of the Castle. 

* I come,' replied the ambassador, in a high and shrill voice, 
and without any of the usual salutations or deferences — 'I 
come from the godly army of the Solemn League and Covenant, 
to speak with two carnal Malignants, William Marwell, called 
Lord Evandale, and Miles Bellenden of Chamwood.' 

' And what have you to say to Miles Bellenden and Lord 
Evandale ) ' answered the Major. 

' Are you the parties ) ' said the Laird of Langcale, in the 
same sharp, conceited, disrespectful tone of voice. 

* Even so, for fault of better,' said the Major. 

' Then there is the public summons,' said the envoy, putting 
a paper into Lord Evandale's hand, 'and there is a private 
letter for Miles Bellenden from a godly youth, who is honoured 
with leading a part of our host. Read them quickly, and God 
give you grace to fructify by the contents, though it is muckle 
to be doubted.' 

The smnmons ran thus : ' We, the named and constituted 
leaders of the gentlemen, ministers, and others presently in 
arms for the cause of liberty and true religion, do warn and 
summon William Lord Evandale and Miles Bellenden of Cham- 
wood, and others presently in arms, and keeping garrison in the 
Tower of Tillietudlem, to surrender the said Tower upon fair 
conditions of quarter, and license to depart with bag and 
baggage, otherwise to suffer such extremity of fire and sword as 
belong by the laws of war to those who hold out an untenable 
post. And so may God defend His own good cause 1 ' 

This summons was signed by John Balfour of Burley, as 
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quarter-master-general of the army of the Coyenant^ for himaelf, 
and in name of the other leaders. 

The letter to Major Bellenden was from Henry Morton. It 
was oouehed m the following language : 

' I have taken a step, my venerable friend, which, among 
many painful consequenoes, will, I am afraid, incur your very 
decided disapprobation. But I have taken my resolution in 
honour and good faith, and with the full approval of my own 
conscience. I can no longer submit to have my own rights and 
those of my fellow-subjects trampled upon, our freedom violated, 
our persons insulted, and our blood spilt, without just cause or 
l^al trial. Providence, through the violence of the oppressors 
themselves, seems now to have opened a way of deliverance 
from this intolerable tyranny, and I do not hold him deserving 
of the name and rights of a freeman who, thinking as I do, 
shall withhold his arm from the cause of his country. But God, 
who knows my heart, be my witness that I do not share the 
angry or violent passions of the oppressed and harassed 
sufferers with whom I am now acting. My most earnest and 
anxious desire is to see this lumatural war brought to a speedy 
end by the union of the good, wise, and moderate of all parties, 
and a peace restored which, without injury to the king's 
constitutional rights, may substitute the authority of equal 
laws for that of military violence, and, permitting to all men 
to worship God according to their own consciences, may 
subdue fanatical enthusiasm by reason and mildness, instead 
of driving it to frenzy by persecution and intolerance. 

' With these sentiments, you may conceive with what pain 
I appear in arms before the house of your venerable relative, 
which we understand you propose to hold out against us. 
Permit me to press upon you the assurance that such a 
measure will only lead to the efiusion of blood; that, if 
repulsed in the assault, we are yet strong enough to invest the 
place, and reduce it by himger, being aware of your indifferent 
preparations to sustain a protracted siege. It would grieve me 
to the heart to think what would be the sufferings in such a 
case, and upon whom they would chiefly fall. 

' Do not suppose, my respected friend, that I would propose 
to you any terms which could compromise the high and 
honourable character which you have so deservedly won, and 
so long borne. If the regular soldiers, to whom I will ensure 
a safe retreat, are dismissed from the place, I trust no more 
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will be required than your parole to remain neuter during this 
unhappy contest ; and I will take care that Lady Mai^garet's 
property, as well as yours, shall be duly respected, and no 
garrison intruded upon you. I could say much in favour of 
this proposal; but I fear, as I must in the present instance 
appear criminal in your eyes, good arguments would lose their 
influence when coming horn an unwelcome quarter. I will, 
therefore, break off with assuring you that^ whatever your 
sentiments may be hereafter towards me, my sense of gratitude 
to you can never be diminished or erased ; and it would be the 
happiest moment of my life that should give me more effectual 
means than mere words to assure you of it. Therefore, although 
in the first moment of resentment you may reject the propo^ 
I make to you, let not that prevent you from resuming the 
topic, if future events should render it more acceptable; for 
whenever, or howsoever, I can be of service to you, it will 
always afford the greatest satisfaction to 

* Hekrt Morton.* 

Having read this long letter with the most marked indigna- 
tion, Major Bellenden put it into the hands of Lord Evandale. 

* I would not have believed this,' he said, * of Henry Morton, 
if half mankind had sworn itl The ungrateful, rebellious 
traitor ! rebellious in cold blood, and without even the pretext 
of enthusiasm, that warms the liver of such a crack-brained fop 
as our friend the envoy there. But I should have remembered 
he was a Presbyterian ; I ought to have been aware that I was 
nursing a wolf-cub, whose diabolical nature would make him 
tear and snatch at me on the first opportunity. Were Saint 
Paul on earth again, and a Presbyterian, he would be a rebel 
in three months ; it is in the very blood of them.' 

' Well,' said Lord Evandale, ' I will be the last to recommend 
surrender ; but^ if our provisions fail, and we receive no relief 
from Edinbuigh or Glasgow, I think we ought to avail ourselves 
of this opening to get the ladies, at least, safe out of the Castle.' 

*They will endure all, ere they would accept the protec- 
tion of such a smooth-tongued hypocrite,' answered the Major, 
indignantly; 'I would renounce them for relatives were it 
otherwise. But let us dismiss the worthy ambassador. My 
friend,' he said, turning to Langcale, 'tell your leaders, and 
the mob they have gathered yonder, that, if tiiey have not a 
particular opinion of the hardness of their own skulls, I would 
advise them to beware how they knock them against these old 
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walls. And let them send no more flags of truce, or we will 
hang up the messenger in retaliation of the murder of Comet 
Qrahame.' 

With this answer the ambassador returned to those by 
whom he had been sent. He had no sooner reached the main 
body than a murmur was heard amongst the multitude, and 
there was raised in front of their ranks an ample red flag, the 
borders of which were edged with blue. As the signal of war 
and defiance spread out its laige folds upon the morning wind, 
the ancient banner of Lady Margaret's family, together with 
the royal ensign, was immediately hoisted on the walls of the 
Tower, and at the same time a round of artillery was dis- 
charged against the foremost ranks of the insurgents, by which 
they sustained some loss. Their leaders instantly withdrew 
them to the shelter of the brow of the hilL 

'I think,' said John Gudyill, while he busied himself in 
rechaiging J^ guns, ' they hae fund the falcon's neb a bit ower 
hard for them. It's no for nought that the hawk whistles.' 

But as he uttered these words the ridge was once more 
crowded with the ranks of the enemy. A general discharge 
of their firearms was directed against the defenders upon the 
battlements. Under cover of the smoke, a column of picked 
men rushed down the road with determined courage, and, 
sustaining with firmness a heavy fire from the garrison, they 
forced their way, in spite of opposition, to the first banicade 
by which the avenue was defended. They were led on by 
Balfour in person, who displayed courage equal to his enthusi- 
asm; and, in spite of every opposition, forced the barricade, 
killing and wounding sevenJ of the defenders, and compelling 
the rest to retreat to their second position. The precautions, 
however, of Major Bellenden rendered this success unavailing ; 
for no sooner were the Covenanters in possession of the post 
than a close and destructive fire was poured into it from the 
Castle, and. from those stations which commanded it in the 
rear. Having no means of protectmg themselves from this fire, 
or of returning it with effect against men who were under 
cover of their barricades and defences, the Covenanters were 
obliged to retreat; but not until they had, with their axes, 
destroyed the stockade, so as to render it impossible for the 
defenders to reoccupy it. 

Balfour was the last man that retired. He even remained 
for a short space almost alone, with an axe in his hand, labour- 
ing like a pioneer amid the storm of balls, many of which were 
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specially aimed against him. The retreat of the party he 
commanded was not effected without heavy loss, and served as 
a severe lesson concerning the local advantages possessed by 
the garrison. 

The next attack of the Covenanters was made with more 
caution. A strong party of marksmen, many of them com- 
petitors at the game of the popinjay, under the command of 
Henry Morton, glided through the woods where they afforded 
them the best shelter, and, avoiding the open road, endeavoured, 
by forcing their way through the bushes and trees, and up the 
rocks which surrounded it on either side, to gain a position 
from which, without being exposed in an intolerable degree, 
they might annoy the flanJc of the second barricade, while it 
was menaced in front by a second attack from Burley. The 
besi^ed saw the danger of this movement, and endeavoured to 
impede the approach of the marksmen by firing upon them at 
every point where they showed themselves. The assailants, on 
the other hand, displayed great coolness, spirit, and judgment 
in the manner in which they approached the defences. This 
was in a great measure to be ascribed to the steady and adroit 
manner in which they were conducted by their youthful leader, 
who showed as much skill in protecting his own followers as 
spirit in annoying the enemy. 

He repeatedly enjoined his marksmen to direct their aim 
chiefly upon the redcoats, and to save the others engaged in 
the defence of the Castle ; and, above all, to spare the life of 
the old Major, whose anxiety made him more than once expose 
himself in a manner that, without such generosity on the part 
of the enemy, might have proved fatal. A dropping fire of 
musketry now glanced from every part of the precipitous mount 
on which the Castle was founded. From bush to bush, from 
crag to crag, from tree to tree, the marksmen continued to 
advance, availing themselves of branches and roots to assist 
their ascent, and contending at once with the disadvantages of 
the ground and the fire of the enemy. At length they got so 
high on the ascent that several of them possessed an oppor- 
tunity of firing into the barricade against the defenders, who 
then lay exposed to their aim, and Burley, profiting by the 
confusion of the moment, moved forward to the attack in front. 
His onset was made with the same desperation and fury as 
before, and met with less resistance, the defenders being alarmed 
at the progress which the sharp-shooters had made in turning 
the flank of their position. Determined to improve his advan- 
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tage, Burlej, with his axe in his hand, pursued the party whom 
he had dislodged even to the third and last barricade, and entered 
it along with them. 

' KiU, kill ! down with the enemies of Qod and His people ! 
No quarter ! The Castle is ours 1 ' were the cries by which 
he animated his friends, the most undaunted of whom followed 
him close, whilst the others, with axes, spades, and other imple- 
ments, threw up earth, cut down trees, hastily labouring to 
establish such a defensive cover in the rear of the second 
barricade as might enable them to retain possession of it, in case 
the Castle was not carried by this coup-de-madn. 

Lord Evandale could no longer restrain his impatience. He 
charged with a few soldiers who had been kept in reserve in the 
courtyard of the Castle ; and, although his arm was in a sling, 
encouraged them, by voice and gesture, to assist their companions 
who were engaged with Burley. The combat now assumed an 
air of desperation. The narrow road was crowded with the 
followers of Burley, who pressed forward to support their com- 
panions. The soldiers, animated by the voice and presence of 
Lord Evandale, fought with fury, their small numbers being in 
some measure compensated by their greater skill, and by their 
possessing the upper ground, which they defended desperately 
with pikes and halberds, as well as with the butt of the carabines 
and their broadswords. Those within the Castle endeavoured 
to assist their companions, whenever they could so level their 
guns as to fire upon the enemy without endangering their friends. 
The sharp-shooters, dispersed aroimd, were firing incessantly on 
each object that was exposed upon the battlement. The Castle 
was enveloped with smoke, and the rocks rang to the cries of 
the combatants. In the midst of this scene of confusion, a 
singular accident had nearly given the besiegers possession of 
the fortress. 

Cuddie Headrigg, who had advanced among the marksmen, 
being well acquainted with every rock and budi in the vicinity 
of the Castle, where he had so often gathered nuts with Jenny 
Dennison, was enabled, by such local knowledge, to advance 
farther, and with less danger, than most of his companions, 
excepting some three or four who had followed him close. Now 
Cuddie, though a brave enough fellow upon the whole, was by 
no means fond of danger, either for its own sake or for that 
of the glory which attends it. In his advance, therefore, he 
had not, as the phrase goes, taken the bull by the horns, or 
advanced in front of the enemy's fire. On the contrary, he had 
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edged gradually away from the scene of action, and, tnming 
bis line of ascent rather to the left, had pursued it until it 
brought him imder a front of the Castle different from that 
before which the parties were engaged, and to which the 
defenders had given no attention, trusting to the steepness 
of the precipice. There was, however, on Uiis point, a certain 
window belonging to a certain pantry, and commimicating with 
a certain yew-tree, which grew out of a steep cleft of the rock, 
being the very pass through which Goose Gibbie was smuggled 
out of the Castle in order to carry Edith's express to Chamwood, 
and which had probably, in its day, been used for other con- 
traband purposes. Cuddie, resting upon the butt of his gun, 
and looking up at this window, observed to ^ne of his com- 
panions, 'There's a place I ken weel; mony a time I hae 
helped Jenny Dennison out o' the winnock, forbye creeping in 
whiles myseU to get some daffin' at e'en after the pleugh was 
loosed.' 

*And what's to hinder us to creep in just now?* said the 
other, who was a smart enterprising yoimg fellow. 

* There's no muckle to hinder us, an that were a',' answered 
Cuddie ; * but what were we to do neist 1 ' 

* Well take the CasUe,' cried the other ; ' here are five or six 
o' us, and a' the sodgers are engaged at the gate.' 

* Come awa wi' you, then,' said Cuddie ; * but mind, deil a 
finger ye maun lay on Lady Margaret, or Miss Edith, or the 
auld Major, or, aboon a', on Jenny Dennison, or ony body but 
the sodgers ; cut and quarter amang them as ye like, I carena.' 

'Ay, ay,' said the other, 'let us once in, and we will make 
our ain terms with them a'.' 

Gingerly, and as if treading upon eggs, Cuddie began to 
ascend the well-known pass, not very wfllingly ; for, besides 
that he was something apprehensive of the reception he might 
meet with in the inside, his conscience insisted that he was 
making but a shabby requital for Lady Margaret's former 
favours and protection. He got up, however, into the yew-tree, 
followed by his companions, one after another. The window 
was small, and had been secured by stanchions of iron; but 
these had been long worn away by time, or forced out by the 
domestics to possess a free passage for their own occasional 
convenience. Entrance was therefore easy, providing there 
was no one in the pantry, a point which Cuddie endeavoured 
to discover before he made the final and perilous step. While 
his companions, therefore, were urging and threatening him 
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behind, and he was hesitatmg and stretching his neck to look 
into the apartment, his head became visible to Jenny Dennison, 
who had ensconced herself in said pantry as the safest place in 
which to wait the issue of the assault. So soon as this object 
of terror caught her eye, she set up a hysteric scream, flew to 
the adjacent kitchen, and, in the desperate agony of fear, seized 
on a pot of kail-brose which she herself had hung on the fire 
before the combat began, having promised to Tam Halliday 
to prepare his breakfast for hun. Thus burdened, she returned 
to the window of the pantry, and still exclaiming, 'Murder! 
murder ! — we are a' harried and ravished — ^the Castle's taen — 
tak it amang ye ! ' she discharged the whole scalding contents 
of the pot, accompanied with a dismal yell, upon the person 
of the unfortunate Cuddie. However welcome the mess might 
have been, if Cuddie and it had become acquainted in a regiUar 
manner, the effects, as administered by Jenny, would probably 
have cured him of soldiering for ever, had he been looking 
upwards when it was thrown upon him. But, fortunately for 
our man of war, he had taken the alarm upon Jenny's first 
scream, and was in the act of looking down, expostulating with 
his comrades, who impeded the retreat which he was anxious 
to commence ; so that the steel cap and buff coat which formerly 
belonged to Sergeant Bothwell, being garments of an excellent 
endurance, protected his person against the greater part of the 
scalding brose. Enough, however, reached him to annoy him 
severely, so that in the pain and surprise he jumped hEustily 
out of the tree, oversetting his followers, to the manifest danger 
of their limbs, and, without listening to arguments, entreaties, 
or autiiority, made the best of his way by the most safe road 
to the main body of the army whereimto he belonged, and 
could neither by threats nor persuasion be prevailed upon to 
return to the attack. 

As for Jenny, when she had thus conferred upon one admirer's 
outward man the viands which her fair hands had so lately 
been in the act of preparing for the stomach of another, she 
continued her song of alarm, running a screaming division 
upon all those crimes which the lawyers call the four pleas 
of the crown, namely, murder, fire, rape, and robbeiy. These 
hideous exclamations gave so much alarm, and created such 
confusion within the Castle, that Major Bellenden and Lord 
Evandale judged it best to draw off from the conflict without 
the gates, and, abandoning to the enemy all the exterior 
defences of the avenue, confine themselves to the Castle itself. 



OLD MORTALITY 237 

for fear of its being surprised on some unguarded point. Their 
retreat was unmolested; for the panic of Cuddie and his 
companions had occasioned nearly as much confusion on the 
side of the besiegers as the screams of Jenny had caused to 
the defenders. 

There was no attempt on either side to renew the action 
that day. The insurgents had suffered most severely; and, 
from the difficulty which they had experienced in carrying the 
barricadoed positions without the precincts of the Castle, they 
could have but little hope of storming the place itself. On the 
other hand, the situation of the besieged was dispiriting and 
gloomy. In the skirmishing they had lost two or three men, 
and had several wounded ; and though their loss was in propor- 
tion greatly less than that of the enemy, who had left twenty 
men dead on the place, yet their smidl number could much 
worse spare it> while the desperate attacks of the opposite party 
plainly showed how serious the leaders were in the purpose of 
reducing the place, and how well seconded by the zeal of their 
followers. But> especially, the garrison had to fear for hunger, 
in case blockade should be resorted to as the means of reducing 
them. The Major's directions had been imperfectly obeyed in 
regard to laying in provisions ; and the dragoons, in spite of all 
warning and authority, were likely to be wasteful in using them. 
It was, therefore, with a heavy heart that Major Bellenden gave 
directions for guarding the window through which the Castle 
had so nearly been surprised, as well as all others which offered 
the most remote facility for such an enterprise. 



CHAPTER XXVI 

The King hath drawn 
The special head of all the land together. 

Henry IF. Part II. 

The leaders of the Presbyterian army had a serious consultation 
upon the evening of the day in which they had made the attack 
on Tillietudlem. They could not but observe that their fol- 
lowers were disheartened by the loss which they had sustained, 
and which, as usual in such cases, had fallen upon the bravest 
and most forward. It was to be feared that, if they were 
suffered to exhaust their zeal and efforts in an object so 
secondary as the capture of this petty fort^ their numbers would 
melt away by degrees, and they would lose all the advantages 
arising out of the present unprepared state of the government. 
Moved by these alignments, it was agreed that the main body 
of the army should march against Glasgow, and dislodge the 
soldiera who were lying in that town. The oouncU nominated 
Henry Morton, with others, to this last service, and appointed 
Burley to the command of a chosen body of five hundred men, 
who were to remain behind, for the purpose of blockading the 
Tower of Tillietudlem. Morton testified the greatest repug- 
nance to this arrangement. 

' He had the strongest personal motives,' he said, ' for desir- 
ing to remain near Tillietudlem ; and if the management of the 
siege were committed to him, he had little doubt but that he 
would bring it to such an accommodation as, without being 
rigorous to the besieged, would fully answer the purpose of the 
besiegers.' 

Burley readily guessed the cause of his young colleague's re- 
luctance to move with the army ; for, interested as he was in 
appreciating the characters with whom he had to deal, he had 
contrived, through the simplicity of Cuddie and the enthusiasm 
of old Mause, to get much information concerning Morton's 
relations with the family of Tillietudlem. He therefore took 
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the adrantage of Poimdtext's arising to speak to business, as he 
mud, for some short space of time (which Burlej rightly inter- 
preted to mean an hour at the veiy least), and seized that 
moment to withdraw Morton from the hearing of their col- 
leagues, and to hold the following alignment with him : — 

' Thou art unwise, Heniy Morton, to desire to sacrifice jdiis 
holy cause to thy friendship for an uncircumcised Philistine, or 
thy lust for a Moabitish woman.' 

' I neither understand your meaning, Mr. Balfour, nor relish 
your allusions,' replied Morton, indignantly ; ' and I know no 
reason you have to bring so gross a charge or to use such un- 
civil language.' 

'Coiiess, however, the truth,' said Balfour, 'and own that 
there are those within yon dark Tower over whom thou 
wouldst rather be watchiiqg like a mother over her little ones, 
than thou wouldst bear the banner of the Church of Scotland 
over the necks of her enemies.' 

'If you mean that I would willingly terminate this war 
without any bloody victory, and that I am more anxious to do 
thb than to acquire any personal fame or power, you may be,' 
replied Morton, * perfectly right.' 

* And not wholly wrong,* answered Burley, * in deeming that 
thou wouldst not exclude from so general a pacification thy 
friends in the garrison of Tillietudlem.' 

'Certainly,' replied Morton; *I am too much obliged to 
Major Bellenden not to wish to be of service to him, as far as 
the interest of the caiise I have espoused will permit. I never 
made a secret of my regard for him.' 

' I am aware of that,' said Burley ; ' but, if thou hadst con- 
cealed it, I should, nevertheless, have found out thy riddle. 
Now, hearken to my words. This Miles Bellenden hatii means 
to subsist his garrison for a month.' 

' This is not the case,' answered Morton ; ' we know his stores 
are hardly equal to a week's consumption.' 

* Ay, but,' continued Burley, ' I have since had proof, of the 
strongest nature, that such a report was spread in the garrison 
by that wily and grey-headed Malignant> partly to prevail on 
the soldiers to submit to a diminution of their daily food, 
partly to detain us before the walls of his fortress until the 
swocd should be whetted to smite and destroy us.' 

'And why was not the evidence of this laid before the 
council of war?' said Morton. 

' To what purpose ? ' said Balfour. ' Why need we undeceive 
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Eettledrummle, Macbriar, Poundtext, and Langcale upon such 
a point? Thyself must own, that whatever is told to them 
escapes to the host out of the mouth of the preachers at their 
next holding-forth. They are already discoiiraged by the 
thoughts of lying before the fort a week. What would be the 
consequence were they ordered to prepare for the leaguer of a 
month 1 ' 

* But why conceal it, then, from me ? or why tell it me now ? 
and, above all, what proofs have you got of the fact ? ' continued 
Morton. 

' There are many proofs,' replied Burley ; and he put into his 
hands a number of requisitions sent forth by Major Bellenden, 
with receipts on the back to various proprietors, for cattle, 
com, meal, etc., to such an amount that the sum total seemed 
to exclude the possibility of the garrison being soon distressed 
for provisions. But Burley did not inform Morton of a fact 
which he himself knew full well, namely, that most of these 
provisions never reached the ga^son, oVing to the mpacity 
of the dragoons sent to collect them, who readily sold to one 
man what they took from another, and abused the Major's 
press for stores pretty much as Sir John Falstaff did that of 
the king for men. 

' And now,' continued Balfour, observing that he had made 
the desired impression, 'I have only to say that I concealed 
this from thee no longer than it was concealed from myself, 
for I have only received these papers this mormng ; and I tell 
it unto thee now, that thou may est go on thy way rejoicing, 
and work the great work willingly at Glasgow, being assured 
that no evil can befall thy friends in the Malignant party, 
since their fort is abundantly victualled, and I possess not 
numbers sufficient to do more against them than to prevent 
their sallying forth.' 

'And why,' continued Morton, who felt an inexpressible 
reluctance to acquiesce in Balfour's reasoning — * why not pei> 
mit me to remain in the command of this smaller party, and 
march forward yourself to Glasgow? It is the more honour- 
able charge.' 

*And therefore, young man,' answered Burley, 'have I 
laboured that it should be committed to the son of Silas 
Morton. I am waxing old, and this grey head has had enough 
of honour where it could be gathered by danger. I speak not 
of the frothy bubble which men call earthly fame, but the 
honour belonging to him that doth not the work negligently. 
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But thy career is yet to run. Thou hast to yindicate the high 
trust which has been bestowed on thee through my assurance 
that it was dearly well-merited. At Loudon Hill thou wert a 
captive, and at the last assault it was thy part to fight under 
cover, whilst I led the more open and dangerous attack ; and, 
shouldst thou now remain before these walls when there is 
active service elsewhere, trust me, that men will say that the 
son of Silas Morton hath fallen away from the paths of his 
father.* 

Stung by this last observation, to which, as a gentleman 
and soldier, he could offer no suitable reply, Morton hastily 
acquiesced in the proposed arrangement. Yet he was imable 
to divest himself of certain feelings of distrust which he in- 
voluntarily attached to the quarter from which he received this 
information. 

'Mr. Balfoiir,' he said, Met us distinctly understand each 
other. You have thought it worth your while to bestow 
particular attention upon my private afiairs and personal 
attachments; be so good as to understand that I am as 
constant to t^em as to my political principles. It is possible 
that, during my absence, you may possess the power of soothing 
or of wounding those feelings. Be assured that, whatever may 
be the consequences to the issue of oiir present adventure, my 
eternal gratitude or my persevering resentment will attend 
the line of conduct you may adopt on such an occasion ; and, 
however young and inexperienced I am, I have no doubt of 
finding friends to assist me in expressing my sentiments in 
either case.' 

' If there be a threat implied in that denunciation,' replied 
Burley, coldly and haughtily, ' it had better have been spared. 
I know how to value the regard of my friends, and despise, 
from my soul, the threats of my enemies. But I will not take 
occasion of offence. Whatever happens here in your absence 
shall be managed with as much d^erence to your wishes as 
the duty I owe to a higher power can possibly permit.' 

With this qualified promise Morton was obliged to rest 
satisfied. 

'Our defeat will relieve the garrison,' said he, internally, 
' ere they can be reduced to surrender at discretion ; and, in 
case of victoiy, I already see, from the numbers of the 
Moderate party, that I shall have a voice as powerful as 
Burley's in determining the use which shall be made of it' 

He therefore followed Balfour to the council, where they 

VI lO 
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found EetUedrummle fPouudtextladding to his kuUy a few 
words of practical application. When these were expended, 
Morton testified his willingness to accompany the main body of 
the army, Which was destined to drive liie regular troops hx>m 
Glasgow. His companions in command were named, and the 
whole received a strengthening exhortation from the preachers 
who were present. Next morning, at break of day, the in- 
surgent army broke up from their encampment and marched 
towards Glasgow. 

It is not our intention to detail at length incidents which 
may be found in the histoiy of the period. It is sufficient to 
say that Claverhouse and Lord Ross, learning the superior 
force which was directed against them, intrenched, or rather 
barricadoed, themselves in the centre of the city, where the 
town-house and old jail were situated, with the determination 
to stand the assault of the insurgents rather than to abandon 
the capital of the west of Scotland. The Presbyterians made 
their attack in two bodies, one of which penetrated into the 
city in the line of the college and cathedral church, while 
the other marched up the Gallowgate, or principal access from 
the south-east. Both divisions were led by men of resolution, 
and behaved with great spirit. But the advantages of military 
skill and situation were too great for their undisciplined 
valour. 

Boss and Claverhouse had carefully disposed parties of 
their soldiers in houses, at the heads of the streets, and in the 
entrances of closes, as they are called, or lanes, besides those 
who were intrenched behind breastworks which reached across 
the streets. The assailants found their ranks thinned by a fire 
from invisible opponents, which they had no means of returning 
with efiect. It was in vain that Morton and other leaders 
exposed their persons with the utmost gallantry, and en- 
deavoured to bring their antagonists to a close action; their 
followers shrunk from them in eveiy direction. And yet^ 
though Henry Morton was one of the veiy last to retire, and 
exerted himself in bringing up the rear, maintaining order in 
the retreat, and checking every attempt which the enemy 
made to improve the advantage they had gained by the 
repulse, he had still the mortification to hear many of those in 
his ranks muttering to each other, that * this came of trusting 
to latitudinarian boys; and that, had honest, faithful Burley 
led the attack, as he did that of the barricades of Tillietudlem, 
the issue would have been as different as might be.' 
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It was with burning resentment that Morton heard these 
reflections thrown out by the yeiy men who had soonest 
exhibited signs of discouragement. The imjust reproach, how- 
ever, had the effect of firing his emulation, and making him 
sensible that, engaged as he was in a perilous cause, it was 
absolutely necessary that he should conquer or die. 

'I have no retreat,' he said to himself. 'All shall allow — 
even Major Bellenden— even Edith — that in courage, at least, 
the rebel Morton was not inferior to his father.' 

The condition of the army after the repulse was so un- 
disciplined, and in such disorganisation, that the leaders 
thought it prudent to draw off some miles £rom the city to gain 
time for reducing them once more into such order as they were 
capable of adopting. Recruits, in the meanwhile, came fast in, 
more moved by the extreme hardships of their own condition, 
and encouraged by the advantage obtained at Loudon Hill, than 
deterred by the last unfortimate enterprise. Many of these 
attached themselves particularly to Morton's division. He 
had, however, the mortification to see that his unpopularity 
among the more intolerant part of the Covenanters increased 
rapidly. The prudence beyond his years which he exhibited 
in improving the discipline and arrangement of his followers, 
they termed a trusting in the arm of flesh, and his avowed 
tolerance for those of religious sentiments and observances 
different from his own obtained him, most unjustly, the nick- 
name of Oallio, ' who cared for none of those thii]^.' What 
was worse than these misconceptions, the mob of the insurgents, 
always loudest in applause of those who push politi^ or 
religious opinions to extremity, and disgusted with such as 
endeavour to reduce them to the yoke of discipline, preferred 
avowedly the more zealous leaders, in whose ranks enthusiasm 
in the cause supplied the want of good order and military 
subjection, to the restraints which Morton endeavoured to 
bring them under. In short, while bearing the principal 
burden of command — ^for his colleagues willingly relinquished 
in his favour everything that was troublesome and obnoxious 
in the office of general — Morton foimd himself without that 
authority which alone could render his r^ulations effectual.'* 

Yet> notwithstanding these obstacles, he had, during the 
course of a few days, laboured so hard to introduce some degree 
of discipline into the army, that he thought he might hazard a 
second attack upon Glasgow with every prospect of success. 

* See DiMODsioDs among the CoTODantezs. Note 26. 
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It cannot be doubted that Morton's anxiety to meajBure 
himself with Colonel Grahame of Clayerhouse, at whose hands 
he had sustained such injury, had its share in giving motive to 
his unconmion exertions. But Claverhouse disappointed his 
hopes; for, satisfied with having the advantage in repulsing 
the first attack upon Glasgow, he determined that he would 
not> with the handful of troops under his command, await a 
second assault from the insurgents, with more numerous and 
better disciplined forces than had supported their first enterprise. 
He therefore evacuated the place, and marched at the hc^ of 
his troops towards Edinbiugh. The insuigents of course entered 
Glasgow without resistance, and without Morton having the 
opportunity, which he so deeply coveted, of again encounter- 
ing Claverhouse personally. But, although he had not an 
opportupity of wiping away the disgrace which had befallen 
his division of the army of the Covenant, the retreat of Claver- 
house, and the possession of Glasgow, tended greatly to animate 
the insui^nt army, and to increase its numbers. The neces- 
sity of appointing new officers, of organising new raiments 
and squadrons, of making them acquainted with at least the 
most necessary points of military discipline, were labours which, 
by imiversal consent^ seemed to be devolved upon Henry Morton, 
and which he the more readily undertook, because his father 
had made him acquainted with the theoiy of the militaiy art, 
and because he plainly saw that> unless he took this xmgracious 
but absolutely necessary labour, it was vain to expect any other 
to engage in it. 

In the meanwhile, fortune appeared to favour the enterprise 
of the insurgents more than the most sanguine durst have 
expected. The privy council of Scotland, astonished at the 
extent of resistance which their arbitrary measures had pro- 
voked, seemed stupified with terror, and incapable of taking 
active steps to subdue the resentment which these measures had 
excited. There were but veiy few troops in Scotland, and these 
they drew towards Edinburgh, as if to form an army for protec- 
tion of the metropolis. The feudal array of the crown vasaala 
in the various counties was ordered to take the field, and render 
to the king the military service due for their fiefs. But the 
summons was very slackly obeyed. The quarrel was not 
generally popular among the gentry ; and even those who were 
not unwilling themselves to have taJsien arms were deterred by 
the repugnance of their wives, mothers, and sisters to their 
engaging in such a cause. 
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Meanwhile, the inadequacy of the Scottish goyemment to 
provide for their own defence, or to put down a rebellion of 
which the commencement seemed so trifling, excited at the 
English court doubts at once of their capacity and of the pru- 
dence of the seyerities they had exerted against the oppressed 
Presbyterians. It was, therefore, resolved to nominate to the 
command of the army of Scotland the unfortunate Duke of 
Monmouth, who had by marriage a great interest, large estate, 
and a numerous following, as it was called, in the southern parts 
of that kingdom. The military skill which he had displayed 
on different occasions abroad was supposed more than adequate 
to subdue the insurgents in the field ; while it was expected that 
his mild temper, and the favourable disposition which he showed 
to Presbyterians in general, might soften men's minds and tend 
to reconcile them to the government. The Duke was, therefore, 
invested with a commission, containing high powers jfor settling 
the distracted affiurs of Scotland, and despatched from London 
with strong succours to take the principal military command in 
that country. 



CHAPTER XXVII 

I am bound to Bothwell Hill, 
Where I maun either do or die. 

Old Ballad. 

Thsrb was now a pause in the military movements on both 
sides. The govenmient seemed contented to prevent the rebels 
advancing towards the capital, while the insurgents were intent 
upon augmenting and strengthening their forces. For this 
purpose they established a sort of encampment in the park 
belonging to the ducal residence at Hamilton, a centrical situa- 
tion for receiving their recruits, and where they were secured 
from any sudden attack by having the Clyde, a deep and rapid 
river, in front of their position, which is only passable by a long 
and narrow bridge, near the castle and village of Bothwell. 

Morton remained here for about a fortnight after the attack 
on Glasgow, actively engaged in his military duties. He had 
received more than one commxmication from Burley ; but they 
only stated, in general, that the Castle of Tillietudlem continued 
to hold out. Impatient of suspense upon this most interesting 
subject^ he at length intimated to his colleagues in command 
his desire, or rather his intention — ^for he saw no reason why 
he should not assume a license which was taken by every one 
else in this disorderly army — to go to Milnwood for a day or 
two to arrange some private afi&drs of consequence. The pro- 
posal was by no means approved of ; for the military council of 
the insurgents were sufficiently sensible of the value of his 
services to fear to lose them, and felt somewhat conscious 
of their own inability to supply his place. They could not> 
however, pretend to dictate to him laws more rigid than 
they submitted to themselves, and he was suffered to depart on 
his journey without any direct objection being stated. The 
Reverend Mr. Poundtext took the same opportimity to pay a 
visit to his own residence in the neighbourhood of Milnwood, 
and favoiired Morton with his company on the journey. As 
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the country was chiefly friendly to their cause, and in posses- 
sion of their detached parties, excepting here and there the 
stronghold of some old Cayaliering haron, they travelled without 
any other attendant than the faithful Cuddie. 

It was near sunset when they reached Milnwood, where 
Poiukltext bid adieu to his companions, and trayelled forward 
alone to his own manse, which was situated half a mile's march 
beyond Tillietudlem. When Morton was left alone to his own 
reflections, with what a complication of feelings did he review 
the woods, banks, and fields that had been familiar to him ! 
His character, as well as his habits, thoughts, and occupations, 
had been entirely changed within tiie space of little more than 
a fortnight, and twenty days seemed to have done upon him 
the work of as many years. A mild, romantic, gentle-tempered 
youth, bred up in dependence, and stooping patiently to the 
control of a sonlid and tyrannical relation, had suddenly, by the 
rod of oppression and the spur of injured feeling, been compelled 
to stand forth a leader of armed men, was earnestly engaged in 
aflairs of a public nature, had friends to animate and enemies 
to contend with, and felt his individual fate bound up in that 
of a national insurrection and revolution. It seemed as if he 
had at once experienced a transition from the romantic dreams 
of youth to the labours and cares of active manhood. All that 
had formerly interested him was obliterated from his memoiy, 
excepting only his attachment to Edith; and even his love 
seemed to have assumed a character more manly and dis- 
interested, as it had become mingled and contrasted with other 
duties and feelings. As he revolved the particulars of this 
sudden change, the circumstances in which it originated, and 
the possible consequences of his present career, the thrill of 
natural anxiety which passed along his mind was immediately 
banished by a glow of generous and high-spirited confidence. 

'I shall fall young,' he said, ^if fall I must> my motives 
misconstrued and my actions condemned by those whose 
approbation is dearest to me. But the sword of liberty and 
patriotism is in my hand, and I will neither fall meanly nor 
unavenged. They may expose my body and gibbet my limbs ; 
but other days will come, when the sentence of infamy will 
recoil against those who may pronounce it. And that Heaven 
whose name is so often profaned during this unnatural war 
will bear witness to the piuity of the motives by which I have 
been guided.' 

Upon approaching Milnwood, Henry's knock upon the gate 
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DO longer intiniated the codbooqs timiditj of a wfa-ipKng w]k> 
has been oat of bomidi^ bat the ooofidence of a man in full 
poflseesion of his own nghta, and master of his own actaona — 
bold, free, and decided. The door was eantioasl j c^iened by 
his old aoqoaintanoe, Mrs. Alison Wilson, who started back 
when she saw the steel o^) and nodding plmne of the martial 
yisttor. 

' Where is my unde, Alison f ' said Mort<Ni, taniilmg at her 
alarm. 

' Loidsake, Mr. Harry ! is this joa t ' retomed the old ladj. 
' In troth, je garr'd my heart kmp to my yeiy month. Bat it 
canna be yoar ainsell, for ye look taller and mair manly^ike 
than ye osed to do.' 

* It is, however, my own sell,' said Heniy, sighing and smiling 
at the same time. ' I believe this dress may make me loc^ 
taller, and these times, Ailie, make men out ci boys.' 

' Sad times indeed ! ' edioed the old woman ; 'and that yoa 
sold be endangered wi' them ! But wha can help itt ye were 
ill eneugh goMed, and, as I tell yoar unde, if ye trcuui on a 
worm it will turn.' 

'Yoa were always my advocate, Ailie,' said he, and the 
housekeeper no IcHiger resented the familiar epithet^ ' and would 
let no one blame me but yourself, I am aware ci that. Where 
is my uncle ? ' 

' In Edinburgh,' replied Alison ; ' the honest man thought it 
was best to gang and sit by the chimley when the reek rase. A 
vex'd man he's been and a feared — ^but ye ken the Laird as 
weel as I do.' 

'I hope he has suffered nothing in healtht' said Henry. 

' Naething to speak of,' answered the housekeeper, ' nor in 
gudes neither ; we fended as weel as we could ; and, though the 
troopers of Tillietudlem took the red cow. and auld Hackie — ^yell 
mind them weel — ^yet they sauld us a gude bargain o' four thej 
were driving to the Castle.' 

'Sold you a bargainf ' said Morton; 'how do you meant' 

' Ou, they cam out to gather marts for the garrison,' answered 
the housekeeper ; ' but they just fell to their auld trade, and 
rade through the countiy couping and selling a' that they gat^ 
like sae mony west-countiy drovers. My certie, Major Bellen- 
den was laird o' the least share o' what they lifted, though it 
was taen in his name.' 

' Then/ said Morton, hastily, ' the garrison must be straitened 
for provisions ? ' 
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' Stressed eneugh,' replied Ailie, ' there's little doubt o' that.' 

A hght instantiy glaiiced on Morton's mind. 

' Burley must have deceived me ; craft as well as cruelty is 
permitted by his creed.' Such was his inward thought ; he said 
aloud, * I cannot stay, Mrs. Wilson ; I must go forward directly.' 

* But, oh ! bide to eat a mouthfu',' entreated the affectionate 
housekeeper, ' and 111 mak it ready for you as I used to do afore 
thae sad days.' 

' It is impossible,' answered Morton. ' Cuddie, get our horses 
ready.* 

' They're just eating their com,' answered the attendant. 

' Cuddie 1 ' exclaimed Ailie ; ' what garr'd ye bring that ill- 
faur'd, unlucky loon alang wi' ye ? It was hun and his randie 
mother began a' the mischief in this house.' 

'Tut, tut>' replied Cuddie, 'ye should forget and forgie, 
mistress. MithePs in Glasgow wi' her tittie, and sail plague ye 
nae mair; and I'm the Captain's wallie now, and I keep him 
tighter in thack and rape than ever ye did ; saw ye him ever 
sae weel put on as he is now ? ' 

' In troth and that's true,' said the old housekeeper, looking 
with great complacency at her young master, whose mien she 
thought much improved by his dress. ' I'm sure ye ne'er had 
a laced cravat like that when ye were at Milnwood ; that's nane 
o' my sewing.' 

' Na, na, mistress,' replied Cuddie, ' that's a cast o' my hand ; 
that's ane o' Lord Evandale's braws.' 

' Lord Evandale ! ' answered the old lady, ' that's him that 
the Whigs are ga\m to hang the mom, as I hear say.' 

* The Whigs about to hang Lord Evandale ? ' said Morton, in 
the greatest surprise. 

'Ay, troth are they,' said the housekeeper. 'Yesterday 
night he made a sally, as they ca't — my mother's name was 
Sally ; I wonder they gie Christian folks' names to sic unchris- 
tian doings — ^but he made an outbreak to get provisions, and 
his men were driven back and he was taen, an' the Whig Captain 
Balfour garr'd set up a gallows, and swore — or said upon his 
conscience, for they winna swear — that if the garrison was not 
gien ower the mom by daybreak, he would hing up the young 
lord, poor thing, as high as Haman. These are sair times! 
but folk canna help them, sae do ye sit down and tak bread 
and cheese until better meat's made ready. Ye suldna hae 
kenn'd a word about it, an I had thought it was to spoil your 
dinner, hinny.' 
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'Fed or unfed/ exclaimed Morton, 'saddle the horses 
instantly, Cuddle. We must not rest until we get before the 
Castle.' 

And, resisting all Ailie's entreaties, they instantly resumed 
their journey. 

Morton failed not to halt at the dwelling of Poundtext and 
summon him to attend him to the camp. That honest divine 
had just resumed for an instant his pacific habits, and was pe]> 
using an ancient theological treatise, with a pipe in his mouth 
and a small jug of ale beside him, to assist his digestion of the 
argument. It was with bitter ill-will that he relinquished these 
comforts, which he called his studies, in order to recommence 
a hard ride upon a high -trotting horse. However, when he 
knew the matter in hand, he gave up, with a deep groan, the 
prospect of spending a quiet evening in his own little parlour ; 
for he entirely agi^ed with Mort<Hi that, whatever interest 
Burley might have in rendering the breach between the Pres- 
byterians and the government irreconcilable, by putting the 
young nobleman to death, it was by no means that of the 
Moderate party to permit such an act of atrocity. And it is 
but doing justice to Mr. Poundtext to add that, like most of 
his own persuasion, he was decidedly adverse to any such acta 
of unnecessaiy violence ; besides, that his own present feelings 
induced him to listen with much complacence to the probability 
held out by Morton of Lord Evandale's becoming a mediator 
for the establishment of peace upon fair and moderate terms. 
With this similarity of views, they hastened their journey, and 
arrived about eleven o'clock at night at a small hainlet adjacent 
to the Castle of Tillietudlem, where Burley had established his 
headquarters. 

They were challenged by the sentinel, who made his melan- 
choly walk at the entrance of the hamlet^ and admitted upon 
declaring their names and authority in the army. AnoUier 
soldier kept watch before a house, which they conjectured to 
be the place of Lord Evandale's confinement, for a gibbet * of 
such great height as to be visible from the battlements of the 
Castle was erected before it> in melancholy confirmation of the 
truth of Mrs. Wilson's report. Morton instantly demanded to 
speak with Burley, and was directed to his quarters. They 
found him reading the Scriptures, with his arms lying beside 
him, as if ready for any sudden alarm. He started upon the 
entrance of his colleagues in office. 

* See The Cameronians' Gibbet. Note 26. 
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* What has brought ye hither ? ' said Burley, hastily. * Is 
there bad news from the anny ? ' 

'No/ replied Morton; 'but we understand that there are 
measures adopted here in which the safety of the army is deeply 
concerned. Lord Evandale is your prisoner ? ' 

*The Lord/ replied Burley, *hath delivered him into our 
hands.' 

' And you will avail yourself of that advantage, granted you 
by Heaven, to dishonour oiir caiise in the eyes of all the world, 
by putting a prisoner to an ignominious death ? ' 

' If the house of Tillietudlem be not surrendered by day- 
break,' replied Burley, ' God do so to me and more also, if he 
shall not die that death to which his leader and patron, John 
Grahame of Claverhouse, hath put so many of God's saints.' 

' We are in arms,' replied Morton, * to put down such cruel- 
ties, and not to imitate them, far less to avenge upon the 
innocent the acts of the guilty. By what law can you justify 
the atrocity you would commit ? ' 

* If thou art ignorant of it,' replied Burley, * thy companion 
is well aware of the law which gave the men of Jericho to the 
sword of Joshua, the son of Nun.' 

' But we,' answered the divine, * live under a better dispensa- 
tion, which instructeth us to retium good for evil, and to pray 
for those who despitefully use us and persecute us.' 

* That is to say,' said Burley, * that thou wilt join thy grey 
hairs to his green youth to controvert me in this matter?' 

* We are,' rejoined Poundtext, * two of those to whom, jointly 
with thyself, authority is delegated over this host, and we will 
not permit thee to hurt a hair of the prisoner's head. It may 
please God to make him a means of healing these unhappy 
breaches in our Israel.' 

* I judged it would come to this,' answered Burley, * when 
such as thou wert called into the ooimcil of the elders.' 

' Such as I ! ' answered Poundtext. ' And who am I, that 
you should name me with such BOom 1 Have I not kept the 
flock of this sheepfold from the wolves for thirty years ? Ay, 
even while thou, John Balfour, wert fighting in the ranks of 
uncirciuncision, a Philistine of hardened brow and bloody hand. 
Who am I, say'st thou 1 ' 

' I will tell thee what thou art, since thou wouldst so fain 
know,' said Burley. * Thou art one of those who would reap 
where thou hast not sowed, and divide the spoil while others 
fight the battle ; thou art one of those that follow the Gospel 
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for the loaves and for the fishes, that love their own manse 
better than the church of God, and that would rather draw their 
stipends tmder Prelatists or heathens than be a partaker with 
those noble spirits who have cast all behind them for the sake 
of the CJovenant.' 

'And I will tell thee, John Balfour,' returned Poundtext^ 
deservedly incensed — * I will tell thee what thou art. Thou art 
one of those for whose bloody and merciless disposition a 
reproach is flung upon the whole church of this suffering king- 
dom, and for whose violence and blood-guiltiness, it is to be 
feared, this fair attempt to recover our civil and religious 
rights will never be honoured by Providence with the desired 
success.' 

' Gentlemen,' said Morton, ' cease this irritating and imavail- 
ing recrimination ; and do you, Mr. Balfour, inform us whether 
it is your purpose to oppose the liberation of Lord Evandale, 
which appears to us a profitable measure in the present position 
of our afi&irs ? ' 

* You are here,' answered Burley, * as two voices against one, 
but you will not refuse to tarry tmtil the united council shall 
decide upon this matter ? ' 

' This,' said Morton, ' we would not decline if we could trust 
the hands in whom we are to leave the prisoner. But you 
know well,' he added, looking sternly at Burley, Hhat you 
have already deceived me in tUs matter.' 

*Go to,' said Burley, disdainfully, *thou art an idle in- 
considerate boy, who, for the black eyebrows of a silly girl, 
would barter thy own faith and honour, and the cause of God 
and of thy country.' 

' Mr. Balfour,' said Morton, laying his hand on his sword, 
' this language requires satisfaction.' 

'And thou shalt have it, stripling, when and where thou 
darest,' said Burley ; ' I plight thee my good word on it.' 

Poundtext) in his turn, interfered to remind them of the 
madness of quarrelling, and effected with difficulty a sort of 
sullen reconcUiation. 

* Ck)nceming the prisoner,' said Burley, * deal with him as ye 
think fit. I wash my hands free from all consequences. He is 
my prisoner, made by my sword and spear, while you, Mr. 
Morton, were playing the adjutant at drills and parades, and 
you, Mr. Poundtext, were warping the Scriptures into Erastian- 
ism. Take him unto you, nevertheless, and dispose of him as 
ye think meet. Dingwall,' he continued, calling a sort of aid- 
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de-camp who slept in the next apartment, Met the guard 
posted on the Malignant Evandale give up their post to those 
whom Captain Morton shall appoint to relieve them. The 
prisoner,' he said, again addressing Poundtext and Morton, ' is 
now at your disposal, gentlemen. But remember that for all 
these thmgs there will one day come a term of heavy accotmting.' 

So saying, he turned abruptly into an inner apartment 
without biddbig them good evening. His two visitors, after a 
moment's consideration, agreed it would be prudent to ensure 
the prisoner's personal safety by placing over him an additional 
guard, chosen from their own parishioners. A band of them 
happened to be stationed in the hamlet, having been attached 
for the time to Burley's command, in order that the men 
might be gratified by remaining as long as possible near to 
their own homes. They were, in general, smart, active young 
fellows, and were usually called by their companions the 
Marksmen of Milnwood. By Morton's desire, four of these lads 
readily tmdertook the task of sentinels, and he left with them 
Headrigg, on whose fidelity he could depend, with instructions 
to call him if anything remarkable happened. 

This arrangement being made, Morton and his colleague 
took possession for the night of such quarters as the over- 
crowded and miserable hamlet could afford them. They did 
not, however, separate for repose till they had drawn up a 
memorial of the grievances of the Moderate Presbyterians, 
which was summed up with a request of free toleration for 
their religion in future, and that tjiey should be permitted to 
attend Gospel ordinances as dispensed by their own clergymen, 
without oppression or molestation. Their petition proceeded 
to require that a free parliament should be called for settling 
the affiurs of Church and State, and for redressing the injuries 
sustained by the subject ; and that all those who either now 
were or had been in arms for obtaining these ends should be 
indemnified. Morton could not but strongly hope that these 
terms, which comprehended all that was wanted, or wished for, 
by the Moderate party among the insurgents, might, when thus 
cleared of the violence of fanaticism, find advocates even 
among the Royalists, as claiming only the ordinary rights of 
Scottish freemen. 

He had the more confidence of a favourable reception, that 
the Duke of Monmouth, to whom Charles had entrusted the 
charge of subduing this rebellion, was a man of gentle, 
moderate, and accessible disposition, well known to be favour- 
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able to the Presbyterians, and invested by the king with full 
powers to take measures for quieting the disturbances in Soot- 
land. It seemed to Morton that all that was necessary for 
influencing him in their favour was to find a fit and sufficiently 
respectable channel of communication, and such seemed to be 
opened through the medium of Lord Evandale. He resolved, 
therefore, to visit the prisoner early in the morning, in order to 
sound his dispositions to undertake the task of mediator ; but 
an accident happened which led him to anticipate his purpose. 



CHAPTER XXVIII 

Gie ower your house, lady, he said, — 
Gie ower your house to me. 

Eiom of Omdtm, 

Morton had finished the revisal and the making out of a fair 
copy of the paper on which he and Poundtext had agreed to 
rest as a full statement of the grievances of their party, and 
the auditions on which the greater part of the insurgents 
would be contented to lay down their arms ; and he was about 
to betake himself to repose, when there was a knocking at the 
door of his apartment: 

' Enter/ said Morton ; and the round bullet-head of Cuddie 
Headrigg was thrust into the room. ^ C!ome in,' said Morton, 
'and tell me what you want. Is there any alarmT 

' Na, stir ; but I hae brought ane to speak wi' you.' 

' Who is that, Cuddie ? ' inquired Morton. 

' Ane o' your auld acquaintance,' said Cuddie ; and, opening 
the door more fully, he half led, half dragged in a woman, 
whose face was muffled in her plaid. 'Come, come, ye needna 
be sae bashfu' before auld acquaintance, Jenny,' said Cuddie, 
pulling down the veil, and discovering to his master the well- 
remembered countenance of Jenny Dennison. ' Tell his honour, 
now, there's a braw lass — tell him what ye were wanting to 
say to Lord Evandale, mistress.' 

'What was I wanting to say,' answered Jenny, 'to his 
honour himsell the other morning, when I visited him in 
captivity, ye muckle hash ? D'ye think that folk dinna want 
to see their friends in adversity, ye dour crowdy-eater ? ' 

This reply was made with Jenny's usual volubility ; but her 
voice quivered, her cheek was thin and pale, the tears stood in 
her eyes, her hand trembled, her manner was fluttered, and 
her whole presence bore marks of recent suffering and privation, 
as well as nervous and hysterical agitation. 

'What is the matter, Jenny t' said Morton, kindly. 'You 
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know how much I owe you m many respects, and can hardly 
make a request that I will not grants if in my power.' 

< Many thanks, Milnwood,' said the weeping damsel ; ' but ye 
were aye a kind gentlemaui though folk say ye hae become sair 
changed now/ 

* What do they say of me T answered Morton. 

' Alxxly says,' replied Jenny, 'that you and the Whigs hae 
made a vow to ding King Charles aff the throne, and that 
neither he, nor his posteriors from generation to generation, 
shall sit upon it ony mair; and John Gudyill threeps ye're to 
gie a' the diurch oi^gans to the pipers, and bum the Book o' 
Common-prayer by the hands of the common hangman, in 
revenge of the Covenant that was biunt when the King cam 
hame.' 

< My friends at TiUietudlem judge too hastily and too ill of 
me,' answered Morton. *I wish to have free exercise of my 
own religion, without insulting any other; and as to your 
family, I only desire an opportunity to show them I have the 
same Mendship and kindness as ever.' 

< Bless your kind heart for saying sae,' said Jenny, bursting 
into a flood of tears; 'and they never needed kindness or 
friendship mair, for they are famished for lack o' food.' 

'Good God!' replied Morton, 'I have heard of scarcity, 
but not of famine. Is it possible? Have the ladies and 
the Major ' 

' They hae suflfered like the lave o' us,' replied Jenny ; ' for 
they shared every bit and sup wi' the whole folk in the Castle. 
I'm sure my poor een see fifty colours wi' faintness, and my 
head's sae diszy wi' the mirligoes that I canna stand my lane.' 

The thinness of the poor girl's cheek, and the sharpness of 
her features, bore witness to the truth of what she said. 
Morton was greatly shocked. 

'Sit down,' he said, 'for God's sake!' forcing her into the 
only chair the apartment afforded, while he himself strode up 
and down the room in horror and impatience. ' I knew not of 
this,' he exclaimed in broken ejaculations — ' I could not know 
of it. Cold-blooded, iron-hearted fanatic — deceitful villain! 
Cuddie, fetch refreshments — food — wine, if possible — ^whatever 
you can find.' 

'Whisky is gude enough for her,' muttered Cuddie; 'ane 
wadna hae thought that gude meal was sae scant amang them, 
when the quean threw sae muckle gude kail-brose scalding het 
about my lugs.' 
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Faint and miserable as Jenny seemed to be, she could not 
hear the allusion to her exploit during the storm of the Castle 
without bursting into a laugh, which weakness soon converted 
into a hysterical giggle. Confounded at her state, and reflect- 
ing with horror on the distress which must have been in the 
Castle, Morton repeated his commands to Headrigg in a per- 
emptory manner ; and when he had departed, endeavoured to 
soothe his visitor. 

*You come, I suppose, by the orders of your mistress, to 
visit Lord Evandale? Tell me what she desires; her orders 
shall be my law.' 

Jenny appeared to reflect a moment^ and then said, ^ Your 
honour is sae auld a friend, I must needs trust to you, and tell 
the truth.' 

'Be assured, Jenny,' said Morton, observing that she hesi- 
tated, 'that you will best serve your mistress by dealing 
sincerely with me.' 

* Weel, then, ye maun ken we're starving, as I said before, 
and have been mair days than ane ; and the Major has sworn 
that he expects relief daily, and that he will not gie ower the 
house to the enemy till we have eaten up his auld boots — and 
they are imco thick in the soles, as ye may weel mind, forbye 
being teugh in the upper-leather. The dragoons, again, they 
think they will be forced to gie up at last^ and they canna bide 
hunger weel, after the life they led at free quarters for this while 
byepast ; and bince Lord Evandale's taen, there's nae guiding 
them ; and Liglis says he'll gie up the garrison to the Whigs, 
and the Major and the leddies into the bargain, if they will but 
let the troopers gang free themsells.' 

* Scoundrels ! ' said Morton ; * why do they not make terms 
for all in the Castle ? ' 

' They are fear'd for denial o' quarter to themsells, having 
dune sae muckle mischief through the country ; and Burley has 
hanged ane or twa o' them already ; sae they want to draw 
their ain necks out o' the collar at hazard o' honest folks'.' 

* And you were sent,' continued Morton, * to carry to Lord 
Evandale the unpleasant news of the men's mutiny ) ' 

' Just e'en sae,' said Jenny ; ' Tam Halliday took the rue, 
and tauld me a' about it, and gat me out o' the Castle to tell 
Lord Evandale, if possibly I could win at him.' 

* But how can he help you? ' said Morton ; * he is a prisoner.' 

* Well-a-day, ay,' answered the afficted damsel ; * but maybe 
he could mak fair terms for us; or maybe he could gie us 
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some good advioe ; or maybe he might send his orders to tiie 
dragoons to be civil ; or * 

' Or maybe,' said Morton, ' you were to try if it were possible 
to set him at liberty?' 

' If it were sae,' answered Jenny, with spirit, ' it wadna be 
the first time I hae done my best to serve a friend in captivity.' 

' True, Jenny,' replied Morton, * I were most ungrateful to 
foiget it. But here comes Cuddie with refreshments ; I will go 
and do your errand to Lord Evandale while you take some food 
and wine.' 

* It willna be amiss ye should ken,' said Cuddie to his master, 
' that this Jenny — ^this Mrs. Dennison, was trying to cuittle 
favour wi' Tam Rand, the miller's man, to win into Lord Evan- 
dale's room without ony body kennin'. She wasna thinking, 
the gipsy, that I was at her elbow.' 

' And an unco fright ye gae me when ye cam ahint and took 
a grip o' me,' said Jenny, giving him a sly twitch with her 
finger and her thumb ; * if ye hadna been an auld acquaintance, 
ye daft gomeril ' 

Cuddie, somewhat relenting, grinned a smile on his artful 
mistress, while Morton wrapped himself up in his cloak, took 
his swoid under his arm, and went straight to the place of the 
young nobleman's confinement. He asked the sentinels if any- 
thing extraordinary had occurred.' 

'Nothing worth notice,' they said, * excepting the lass that 
Cuddie took up, and two couriers that Captain Balfour had 
despatched, one to the Reverend Ephraim Macbriar, another to 
KetUedrummle,' both of whom were beating the drum ecclesiastic 
in different towns between the position of Burley and the head- 
quarters of the main army near Hamilton. 

' The purpose, I presume,' said Morton, with an affectation 
of indifference, ' was to call them hither.' 

' So I understand,' answered the sentinel, who had spoke 
with the messengers. 

'He is summoning a triumphant majority of the council,' 
thought Morton to himself, 'for the purpose of sanctioning 
whatever action of atrocity he may determine upon, and 
thwarting opposition by authority. I must be speedy, or I 
shall lose my opportunity.' 

When he entered the place of Lord Evandale's confinement, 
he found him ironed, and reclining on a flock bed in the 
wretched garret of a miserable cottage. He was either in a 
slumber or in deep meditation when Morton entered, and turned 
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on bim, when aroused, a countenance so much reduced by loss 
of blood, want of sleep, and scarcity of food, that no one could 
have recognised in it the gallant soldier who had behaved with 
BO much spirit at the skirmish of Loudon Hill. He displayed 
some smprise at the sudden entrance of Morton. 

' I am sorry to see you thus, my lord,' said that youthful 
leader. 

' I have heard you are an admirer of poetry,' answered the 

prisoner ; ' in that case, Mr. Morton, you may remember these 

lines — 

Stone walls do not a prison make, 

Or iron bars a ca^ : 
A free and qaiet mina can take 
These for a hermitage. 

But, were my imprisonment less endurable, I am given to expect 
to-morrow a total enfranchisement.' 

< By death ? ' said Morton. 

* Surely,' answered Lord Evandale ; * I have no other pro- 
spect. Your comrade, Burley, has already dipped his hand in 
the blood of men whose meanness of rank and obscurity of ex- 
tnustion might have saved them. I cannot boast such a shield 
from his vengeance, and I expect to meet its extremity.' 

^But Major Bellenden,' said Morton, 'may surrender in 
order to preserve your life.' 

'Never, while there is one man to defend the battlement, 
and that man has one crust to eat. I know his gallant 
resolution, and grieved should I be if he changed it for my 
sake.' 

Morton hastened to acquaint him with the mutiny among 
the dragoons, and their resolution to surrender the Castle, 
and put the ladies of the family, as well as the Major, into 
the hands of the enemy. Lord Evandale seemed at first 
surprised and something incredulous, but inmiediately aftei^ 
wards deeply afiected. 

'What is to be done?' he said. 'How is this misfortune to 
be averted?' 

' Hear me, my lord,' said Morton. ' I believe you may not 
be unwilling to bear the olive branch between our master the 
King and that part of his subjects which is now in arms, not 
from choice but necessity.' 

'You construe me but justly,^ said Lord Evandale ; 'but to 
what does this tend ? ' 

'Permit me, my lord ' continued Morton. *I will set 
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you at liberty upon parole ; nay, you may return to the Castle, 
and shaU have a safe conduct for the ladies, the Major, and all 
who leave it, on condition of its instant surrender. In con- 
tributing to bring this about you will only submit to circum- 
stances; for, with a mutiny in the garrison, and without 
provisions, it will be found impossible to defend the place 
twenty-four hours longer. Those, therefore, who refuse to 
accompany your lordship must take their fate. You and your 
followers shall have a free pass to Edinburgh, or wherever the 
Duke of Monmouth may be. In return for your liberty, we 
hope that you will recommend to the notice of his Grace, 
as Lieutenant-Genend of Scotland, this hiunble petition and 
remonstrance, containing the grievances which have occasioned 
this insurrection, a redress of which being granted, I will 
answer with my head that the great body of the insurgents 
will lay down their arms.' 

Lord Evandale read over the paper with attention. 

^ Mr. Morton,' he said, ' in my simple judgment I see little 
objection that can be made to the measures here recommended ; 
nay, farther, I believe, in many respects, they may meet the 
private sentiments of the Duke of Monmouth ; and yet, to deal 
frankly with you, I have no hopes of their being granted, imless, 
in the first place, you were to lay down your arms.' 

*The doing so,' answered Morton, 'would be virtually 
conceding that we had no right to take them up ; and that, 
for one, I will never agree to.' 

' Perhaps it is hardly to be expected you should,' said Lord 
Evandale ; ' and yet on that point I am certain the n^otiations 
wiU be wrecked. I am willing, however, having frankly told 
you my opinion, to do all in my power to bring about a recon- 
ciliation.' 

'It is all we can wish or expect,' replied Morton; 'the 
issue is in God's hands, who disposes the hearts of princes. 
You accept) then, the safe conduct ? ' 

'Certainly,' answered Lord Evandale; 'and if I do not 
enlarge upon the obligation incurred by your having saved my 
life a second time, believe that I do not feel it the less.' 

' And the garrison of Tillietudlem ? ' said Morton. 

' Shall be withdrawn as you propose,' answered the young 
nobleman. ' I am sensible the Major will be unable to bring 
the mutineers to reason; and I tremble to think of the con- 
sequences, should the ladies and the brave old man be delivered 
up to this bloodthirsty ruffian, Burley.' 
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^ You are in that case free,' said Morton. ' Prepare to mount 
on horseback ; a few men whom I can trust shall attend you 
till you are in safety from our parties.' 

Leaving Lord Evandale in great surprise and joy at this 
unexpected deliverance, Morton hastened to get a few chosen 
men imder arms and on horseback, each rider holding the rein 
of a spare horse. Jenny, who, while she partook of her refresh- 
ment) had contrived to make up her breach with Cuddie, rode 
on the left hand of that valiant cavalier. The tramp of their 
horses was soon heard under the window of Lord Evandale's 
prison. Two men whom he did not know entered the apart- 
ment) disencmnbered him of his fetters, and, conducting him 
downstairs, mounted him in the centre of the detachment. 
They set out at a round trot towards Tillietudlem. 

The moonlight was giving way to the dawn when they 
approached that ancient fortress, and its dark massive tower 
had just received the first pale colouring of the morning. The 
party halted at the Tower barrier, not venturing to approach 
nearer for fear of the fire of the place. Lord Evandale alone 
rode up to the gate, followed at a distance by Jenny Dennison. 
As they approached the gate, there was heard to arise in the 
courtyard a tiunult which accorded ill with the quiet serenity 
of a siunmer dawn. Cries and oaths were heard, a pistol-shot 
or two were discharged, and everything announced that the 
mutiny had broken out. At this crisis Lord Evandale arrived 
at the gate where Halliday was sentinel. On hearing Lord 
Evandale's voice he instantly and gladly admitted him, and 
that nobleman arrived among the mutinous troopers like a man 
dropped from the clouds. They were in the act of putting 
their design into execution, of seizing the place into their own 
hands, and were about to disarm and overpower Major Bellen- 
den and Harrison, and others of the Castle, who were offering 
the best resistance in their power. 

The appearance of Lord Evandale changed the scene. He 
seized IngUs by the collar, and, upbraiding him with his villainy, 
ordered two of his comrades to seize and bind him, assuring the 
others that their only chance of impunity consisted in instant 
submission. He then ordered the men into their ranks. They 
obeyed. He commanded them to ground their arms. They 
hesitated ; but the instinct of discipline, joined to their persua- 
sion that the authority of their officer, so boldly exerted, miist 
be supported by some forces without the gate, induced them to 
submit. 
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' Take away those anus,' said Lord Evandale to the people 
of the Castle ; ' they shaU not be restored until these men know 
better the use for which they are intrusted with them. And now,' 
he continued, addressing the mutineers, ' begone 1 Make the 
best use of your time, and of a truce of three hours, which the 
enemy are contented to allow you. Take the road to Ekiinburgh, 
and meet me at the House of Muir. I need not bid you beware 
of committing violence by the way ; you will not> in your present 
condition, provoke resentment for your own sakes. Let your 
punctuality show that you mean to atone for this morning's 
business.' 

The disarmed soldiers shrunk in silence from the presence of 
their officer, and, leaving the Castle, took the road to the place 
of rendezvous, making such haste as was inspired by the fear 
of meeting with some detached party of the insurgents, whom 
their present defenceless condition, and their former violence, 
might inspire with thoughts of revenge. Inglis, whom Evandale 
destined for pimishment, remained in custody. Halliday was 
praised for his conduct^ and assured of succeeding to the rank 
of the culprit. These arrangements being hastily made. Lord 
Evandale accosted the Major, before whose eyes the scene had 
seemed to pass like the change of a dream. 

' My dear Major, we must give up the place.' 

' Is it even so ? ' said Major Bellenden. ' I was in hopes you 
had brought reinforcements and supplies.' 

'Not a man — ^not a pound of meal,' answered Lord Evan- 
dale. 

* Yet I am blythe to see you,' returned the honest Major ; 
'we were informal yesterday that these psalm- singing rascals 
had a plot on your life, and I had mustered the scoundrelly 
dragoons ten minutes ago in order to beat up Burley's quarters 
and get you out of limbo, when the dog Inglis, instead of 
obeying me, broke out into open mutiny. But what is to be 
done now ? ' 

'I have myself no choice,' said Lord Evandale; 'I am a 
prisoner, released on parole, and bound for Edinburgh. You 
and the ladies must take the same route. I have, by the 
favour of a friend, a safe conduct and horses for you and your 
retinue. For God's sake make haste ; you cannot propose to 
hold out with seven or eight men, and without provisions. 
Enough has been done for honour, and enough to render the 
defence of the highest consequence to government. More were 
needless, as well as desperate. The English troops are arrived 
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at Edinburgh, and will speedily move upon Hamilton. The 
possession of Tillietudlem by the rebels will be but temporary.' 

' If you think so, my lord,' said the veteran, with a reluctant 
Bigh-'^I know you oiy SViae ^hat is hrourable_if. then, 
you really think the case inevitable, I must submit ; for the 
mutiny of these scoundrels would render it impossible to man 
the walls. Gudyill, let the women call up their mistresses, 
and all be ready to march. But if I could believe that my 
remaining in these old walls, till I was starved to a mummy, 
could do the king's cause the least service, old Miles Bellenden 
would not leave them while there was a spark of life in his 
body!' 

The ladies, already alarmed by the mutiny, now heard the 
determination of the Major, in which they readily acquiesced, 
though not without some groans and sighs on the part of Lady 
Mar^kret, which referred, as usual, to the disjune of his most 
sacred Majesty in the halls which were now to be abandoned 
to rebels. Hasty preparations were made for evacuating the 
Castle; and long ere the dawn was distinct enough for dis- 
covering objects with precision, the ladies, with Major Bellen- 
den, Harrison, Gudyill, and the other domestics, were mounted on 
the led horses, and others which had been provided in the 
neighbourhood, and proceeded towards the north, still escorted 
by foiu* of the insurgent horsemen. The rest of the party who 
had accompanied Lord Evandale from the hamlet took pos- 
session of the deserted Castle, carefully forbearing all outrage 
or acts of plunder. And when the stm arose the scarlet and 
blue colours of the Scottish Covenant floated from the Keep 
of Tillietudlem. 



CHAPTER YYTT 

And, to my breut, a bodkin in her hand 
Were wortn a thoasand daggeim. 

Maslow. 

Thi cavalcade which left the Castle of Tillietudlem halted for 
a few minutes at the small town of Bothwell, after passing the 
outposts o( the insui^ents, to take some slight refreshments 
which their attendants had provided, and which were really 
necessary to persons who had suffered ocmsiderably by want of 
proper nourishment. They then pressed forward upon the 
road towards Edinburgh, amid the lights ci dawn which were 
now rising on the horizcm. It might have been expected, 
daring the course of the journey, that Lord Evandale would 
have been frequently by the side of Miss Edith Bellenden. Yet^ 
after his first salutations had been exchanged, and eveiy pre- 
caution solicitously adopted which could serve for her accom- 
modation, he rode in the van of the party with Major Bellenden, 
and seemed to aband(m the diarge of immediate attendance 
upon his lovely niece to one of the insurgent cavaliers, whose 
dark military cloak, with the large flapped hat and feather, 
which drooped over his face, concealed at once his figure 
and his features. 

They rode side by side in silence for more than two miles, 
when the stranger addressed Miss Bellenden in a tremulous 
and suppressed voice. ' Miss Bellenden,' he said, * must have 
friends wherever she is known, even among those whose conduct 
she now disapproves. Is there anything that such can do to 
show their respect for her, and their regret for her sufferings 1 * 

'Let them learn for their own sakes,' replied Edith, 'to 
venerate the laws and to spare innocent blood. Let them re- 
turn to their allegiance, and I can forgive them all that I have 
suffered, were it ten times more.' 

* You think it impossible, then,* rejoined the cavalier, * for 
any one to serve in our ranks, having the weal of his oountiy 
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sincerely at heart, and conceiving himself in the discharge of a 
patriotic duty ? ' 

* It might be imprudent, while so absolutely in your power/ 
replied Miss Bellenden, ' to answer that question/ 

* Not in the present instance, I plight you the word of a 
soldier,' replied the horseman. 

* I have been taught candour from my birth,* said Edith ; 
' and, if I am to speak at all, I must utter my real sentiments. 
God only can judge the heart ; men must estimate intentions 
by actions. Treason, murder by the sword and by gibbet, the 
oppression of a private family such as ours, who were only in 
arms for the defence of the established government and of our 
own property, are actions which must needs sully all that have 
accession to them, by whatever specious terms they may be 
gilded over.' 

*The guilt of civil war,' rejoined the horseman, *the 
miseries which it brings in its train, lie at the door of those who 
provoked it by illegal oppression, rather than of such as are 
driven to arms in order to assert their natural rights as 
freemen.' 

'That is assuming the question/ replied Edith, 'which 
ought to be proved. Each party contends that they are right 
in point of principle, and therefore the guilt must lie with them 
who first drew the sword ; as, in an affray, law holds those to 
be the criminals who are tiie first to have recourse to violence.' 

'Alas!' said the horseman, 'were our vindication to rest 
there, how easy would it be to show that we have suffered with 
a patience which almost seemed beyond the power of hwnanity, 
ere we were driven by oppression into open resistance ! But 
I perceive,' he continued, sighing deeply, 'that it is vain to 
plead before Miss Bellenden a cause which she has already 
prejudged, perhaps as much from her dislike of the persons as 
of the principles of those engaged m it.' 

' Pardon me,' answered Edith ; ' I have stated with freedom 
my opinion of the principles of the insurgents ; of their persons 
I know nothing— excepting in one solitary instance.' 

'And that instance,' said the horseman, 'has influenced 
your opinion of the whole body 1 ' 

' Far from it,' said Edith ; * he is — at least I once thought 
him — one in whose scale few were fit to be weighed ; he is — or 
he seemed — one of early talent, high faith, pure morality, and 
warm affections. Can I approve of a rebellion which has made 
such a man, formed to ornament, to enlighten, and to defend 
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his country, the companion of gloomy and ignorant fanatics or 
canting hypocrites, the leader of brutal clowns, the brother- 
in-arms to banditti and highway murderers ? Should you meet 
such an one in your camp, teU him that Edith Bellenden has 
wept more over his fallen character, blighted prospects, and 
dishonoured name than over the distresses of her own house ; 
and that she has better endured that famine which has wasted 
her cheek and dimmed her eye than the pang of heart which 
attended the reflection by and through whom these calamities 
were inflicted.' 

As she thus spoke, she turned upon her companion a 
countenance whose faded cheek attested the reality of her 
sufierings, even while it glowed with the temporary animation 
which accompanied her language. The horseman was not 
insensible to the appeal ; he raised his hand to his brow with 
the sudden motion of one who feels a pang shoot along his 
brain, passed it hastily over his face, and then pulled the 
shadowing hat still deeper on his forehead. The movement^ 
and the feelings which it excited, did not escape Edith, nor did 
she remark them without emotion. 

*And yet)' she said, 'should the person of whom I speak 
seem to you too deeply aflected by the hard opinion of — of 
— an early friend, say to him that sincere repentance is next 
to innocence; that, though fallen from a height not easily 
recovered, and the author of much mischief, bemuse gilded by 
his example, he may still atone in some measure for the evil he 
has done.' 

* And in what manner ? ' asked the cavalier, in the same sup- 
pressed and almost choked voice. 

' By lending his efibrts to restore the blessings of peace to 
his distracted ooimtrymen, and to induce the deluded rebels to 
lay down their arms. By saving their blood, he may atone for 
that which has been already spilt ; and he that shall be most 
active in accomplishing tins great end will best deserve the 
thanks of this age and an honoured remembrance in the 
next.' 

* And in such a peace,' said her companion, with a firm voice, 
' Miss Bellenden would not wish, I thmk, that the interests of 
the people were sacrificed imreservedly to those of the crown ? ' 

* I am but a girl,' was the young lady's reply ; * and I scarce 
can speak on the subject without presumption. But, since I 
have gone so far, I will fairly add, I would wish to see a peace 
which should give rest to all parties, and secure the subjects 
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from military rapine, which I detest as much as I do the means 
now adopted to resist it.' 

' Miss Bellenden/ answered Henry Morton, raising his face 
and speaking in his natural tone, ' the person who has lost such 
a highly-valued place in your esteem has yet too much spirit 
to plead his cause as a criminal ; and, conscious that he can no 
longer claim a friend's interest in your bosom, he would be silent 
imder your hard censure, were it not that he can refer to the 
honoured testimony of Lord Evandale, that his earnest wishes 
and most active exertions are, even now, directed to the accom- 
plishment of such a peace as the most loyal cannot censure.' 

He bowed with dignity to Miss Bellenden, who, though her 
language intimated that she well knew to whom she had been 
speaking, probably had not expected that he would justify him- 
self with so much animation. She returned his salute, confused 
and in silence. Morton then rode forward to the head of the 
party. 

* Henry Morton ! ' exclaimed Major Bellenden, surprised at 
the sudden apparition. 

* The same,' answered Morton ; ' who is sorry that he labours 
under the harsh construction of Major Bellenden and his family. 
He commits to my Lord Evandale,' he continued, turning 
towards the young nobleman and bowing to him, ' the charge 
of undeceiving his friends, both r^arding the particulars of 
his conduct and the purity of his motives. Farewell, Major 
Bellenden. All happiness attend you and yours ! May we meet 
again in happier and better times ! ' 

'Believe me,' said Lord Evandale, *your confidence, Mr. 
Morton, is not misplaced ; I will endeavour to repay the great 
services I have received from you by doing my best to place 
your character on its proper footing with Major Bellenden and 
all whose esteem you value.' 

*I expected no less from your generosity, my lord,' said 
Morton. 

He then called his followers, and rode off along the heath in 
the direction of Hamilton, their feathers waving and their steel 
caps glancing in the beams of the rising sun. Ouddie Headrigg 
alone remained an instant behind his companions to take an 
affectionate farewell of Jenny Dennison, who had contrived, 
during this short morning's ride, to re-establish her influence 
over his susceptible bosom. A straggling tree or two obscured, 
rather than concealed, their tSte^tite, as they halted their 
horses to bid adieu. 
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* Fare ye weel, Jenny/ said Cuddie, with a loud exertion of 
his lungs, intended perhaps to be a sigh, but rather resembling 
the intonation of a groan. ' Ye'll think o' puir Cuddie some- 
times, an honest lad that lo'es ye, Jenny — ^yell think o' him 
now and then 1 ' 

' Whiles — at brose-time,' answered the malicious damsel, un- 
able either to suppress the repartee or the arch smile which 
attended it. 

Cuddie took his revenge as rustic lovers are wont, and as 
Jenny probably expected, — caught his mistress round the neck, 
kissed her cheeks and lips heartily, and then turned his horse 
and trotted after his master. 

' Deil's in the fallow,' said Jenny, wiping her lips and adjust- 
ing her head-dress, * he has twice the spimk o' Tam Halliday, 
after a'. Coming, my leddy, coming. Lord have a care o' us, 
I trust the auld leddy didna see us ! ' 

* Jenny,' said Lady Margaret, as the damsel came up, * was 
not that young man who commanded the party the same that 
was captain of the popinjay, and who was afterwards prisoner 
at Tillietudlem on the morning Claverhouse came there ? ' 

Jenny, happy that the query had no reference to her own 
little matters, looked at her young mistress to discover, if 
possible, whether it was her cue to speak truth or not. Not 
being able to catch any hint to guide her, she followed her 
instinct as a lady's-maid, and lied. 

' I dinna believe it was him, my leddy,' said Jenny, as confi- 
dently as if she had been saying her catechism ; ' he was a 
little black man, that.' 

* You must have been blind, Jenny,' said the Major : * Henry 
Morton is tall and fair, and that youth is the very man.' 

* I had ither thing ado than be looking at him,' said Jenny, 
tossing her head; 'he may be as fair as a farthing candle 
for me.' 

' Is it not,' said Lady Margaret, ' a blessed escape which we 
have made out of the hands of so desperate and bloodthirsty a 
fanatic ? ' 

*You are deceived, madam,' said Lord Evandale; 'Mr. 
Morton merits such a title from no one, but least from us. That 
I am now alive, and that you are now on your safe retreat to 
your friends, instead of being prisoners to a real fanatical homi- 
cide, is solely and entirely owing to the prompt, active, and 
energetic humanity of this yotmg gentleman.' 

He then went into a particular narrative of the events with 
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which the reader is acquainted, dwelling upon the merits of 
Morton, and expatiating on the risk at which he had rendered 
them these important services, as if he had been a brother 
instead of a rival. 

' I were worse than ungrateful,' he said, * were I silent on 
the merits of the man who has twice saved my life.' 

* I would willingly think well of Henry Morton, my lord,' 
replied Major Bellenden ; ' and I own he has behaved hand- 
somely to your lordship and to us ; but I cannot have the 
same allowances which it pleases your lordship to entertain for 
his present courses.' 

* You are to consider,' replied Lord Evandale, ' that he has 
been partly forced upon them by necessity ; and I must add, 
that his principles, though differing in some degree from 
my own, are such as ought to command respect. Claverhouse, 
whose Imowledge of men is not to be disputed, spoke justly of 
him as to his extraordinary qualities, but with prejudice and 
harshly concerning his principles and motives.' 

* You have not been long in learning all his extraordinaiy 
qualities, my lord,' answered Major Bellenden. ' I, who have 
known him from boyhood, could, before this affiur, have said 
much of his good principles and good-nature ; but as to his 
high talents ' 

* They were probably hidden. Major,' replied the generous 
Lord Evandale, ' even from himself, until circumstances called 
them forth ; and, if I have detected them, it was only because 
our intercourse and conversation turned on momentous and 
important subjects. He is now labouring to bring this re- 
bellion to an end, and the terms he has proposed are so 
moderate that they shall not want my hearty recommendation.' 

' And have you hopes,' said Lady Margaret, ' to accomplish 
a scheme so comprehensive ? ' 

' I should have, madam, were every Whig as moderate as 
Morton, and every loyalist as disinterested as Major Bellenden. 
But such is the fanaticism and violent irritation of both parties, 
that I fear nothing will end this civil war save the edge of the 
sword.' 

It may be readily supposed that Edith listened with the 
deepest interest to this conversation. While she regretted 
that she had expressed herself harshly and hastily to her lover, 
she felt a conscious and proud satisfaction that his character 
was, even in the judgment of his noble-minded rival, such as 
her own affection had once spoke it. 



270 WAVERLEY NOVELS 

< Ciyil feuds and domestic prejudices,' she said, ' may render 
it necessary for me to tear lus remembrance from my heart ; 
but it is no small relief to know assuredly that it is worthy of 
the place it has so long retained there.' 

While Edith was thus retracting her unjust resentment, 
her lover arrived at the camp of the insurgents near Hamilton, 
which he found in considerable confusion. Certain advices 
had arrived that the royal army, having been recruited from 
England by a large detachment of the King's Guards, were 
about to take the field. Fame magnified their numbers and 
their high state of equipment and discipline, and spread abroad 
other circumstances which dismayed the courage of the in- 
surgents. What favour they might have expected from Mon- 
mouth was likelv to be intercepted by the influence of those 
associated with him in command. His lieutenant-general was 
the celebrated General Thomas Dalzell, who, having practised 
the art of war in the then barbarous country of Russia, was 
as much feared for his cruelty and indifference to human life 
and hiunan sufferings as respected for his steady loyalty and 
undaimted valour. This man was second in command to 
Monmouth, and the horse were commanded by Claverhouse, 
burning with desire to revenge the death of his nephew and 
his defeat at Drumdog. To these accounts was added the 
most formidable and terrific description of the train of artillery 
and the cavalry force with which the royal army took the 
field.* 

Large bodies composed of the Highland clans, having in 
language, religion, and manners no connexion with the in- 
surgents, had been simmioned to join the royal army under 
their various chieftains ; and these Amorites, or Philistines, as 
the insurgents termed them, came like eagles to the slaughter. 
In fact, every person who could ride or run at the king's 
command was summoned to arms, apparently with the purpose 
of forfeiting and fining such men of property whom their 
principles might deter from joining the royal standard, though 
prudence prevented them from joining that of the insurgent 
Presbyterians. In shorty every rumour tended to increase the 
apprehension among the insurgents that the king's vengeance 
biad only been delayed in order that it might f aU more certain 
and more heavy. 

Morton endeavoured to fortify the minds of the common 
people by pointing out the probable exaggeration of these 

* See Royal Army at Bothwell Bridge. Note S7. 



OLD MORTALITY 271 

reports, and by reminding them of the strength of their own 
situation, with an imfordable river in front only passable by 
a long and narrow bridge. He called to their remembrance 
their victory over Claverhouse when their numbers were few, 
and then much worse disciplined and appointed for battle than 
now ; showed them that the groimd on which they lay afforded, 
by its undulation and the thickets which intersected it, consider- 
able protection against artillery, and even against cavalry, if 
stoutly defended ; and that their safety, in fact, depended on 
their own spirit and resolution. 

But while Morton thus endeavoured to keep up the courage 
of the army at large, he availed himself of those discouraging 
rumours to endeavour to impress on the minds of the leaders 
the necessity of proposmg to the government moderate terms 
of accommodation, while they were still formidable as command- 
ing an imbroken and numerous army. He pointed out to 
them that, in the present hmnour of their followers, it could 
hardly be expected that they would engage, with advantage, the 
well-appointed and regular force of the Duke of Monmouth ; 
and that if they chanced, as was most likely, to be defeated 
and dispersed, the insurrection in which they had engaged, so 
far from being useful to the country, would be rendeml the 
apology for oppressing it more severely. 

Pressed by these arguments, and feeling it equally dangerous 
to remain together or to dismiss their forces, most of the 
leaders readily agreed that, if such terms could be obtained as 
had been transmitted to the Duke of Monmouth by the hands 
of Lord Evandale, the purpose for which they had taken up 
arms would be, in a great measure, accomplished. They then 
entered into similar resolutions, and agreed to guarantee the 
petition and remonstrance which had been drawn up by Morton. 
On the contrary, there were still several leaders, and those men 
whose influence with the people exceeded that of persons of 
more apparent consequence, who regarded every proposal of 
treaty which did not proceed on the basis of the Solemn League 
and (Covenant of 1640 as utterly null and void, impious, and 
unchristian. These men diflused their feelings among the 
multitude, who had little foresight and nothing to lose, and 
persuaded many that the timid counsellors who recommended 
peace upon terms short of the dethronement of the royal family, 
and the declared independence of the church with respect to 
the state, were cowardly labourers, who were about to withdraw 
their hands from the plough, and despicable trimmers, who 
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sought only a specious pretext for deserting their brethren in 
arms. These contradictory opinions were fiercely argued in 
each tent of the insurgent army, or rather in the huts or cabins 
which served in the place of tents. Violence in language often 
led to open quarrels and blows, and the divisions into which the 
army of sufferers was rent served as too plain a presage of their 
future fate. 



1 



CHAPTER XXX 

The curse of growing faotioiiB and divisions 
Still vex yonr councils ! 

Venice Preserved, 

Thb prudence of Morton found sufficient occupation in stem- 
ming the furious current of these contending parties, when, 
two days after his return to Hamilton, he was yisited by his 
friend and colleague, the Reverend Mr. Poundtext, flying, as 
he presently found, from the face of John Balfour of Burley, 
whom he left not a little incensed at the share he had taken in 
the liberation of Lord Evandale. When the worthy divine had 
somewhat recruited his spirits, after the hurry and fatigue of 
his journey, he proceeded to give Morton an account of what 
had passed in the vicinity of Tillietudlem after the memorable 
morning of his departure. 

The night march of Morton had been accomplished with 
such dexterity, and the men were so faithful to their trust, that 
Burley received no intelligence of what had happened until the 
morning was far advanced. His first inquiry was, whether 
Macbriar and Kettledrummle had arrived, agreeably to the 
summons which he had despatched at midnight. Macbriar had 
come, and Kettledrummle, though a heavy traveller, might, he 
was informed, be instantly expected. Burley then despatched 
a messenger to Morton's quarters to summon him to an 
immediate coimcil. The messenger returned with news that he 
had left the place. Poimdtext was next summoned ; but he 
thinking, as he said himself, that it was ill dealing with 
fractious folk, had withdrawn to his own quiet manse, prefer- 
ring a dark ride, though he had been on horseback the whole 
preceding day, to a renewal in the morning of a controversy 
with Burley, whose ferocity overawed him when unsupported 
by the firmness of Morton. Burley's next inquiries were 
directed after Lord Evandale ; and great was his rage when he 
learned that he had been conveyed away overnight by a party 

VI i8 
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of the Marksmen of Milnwood, under the immediate command 
of Henry Morton himself. 

* The villain ! ' exclaimed Burley, addressing himself to Mac- 
briar, 'the base, mean-spirited traitor, to curry favour for him- 
self with the government, hath set at liberty the prisoner 
taken by my own right hand, through means of whom, I have 
little doubt, the possession of the place of strength which 
hath wrought us such trouble might now have been in our 
hands ! ' 

* But is it not in our hands ? ' said Macbriar, looking up to- 
wards the keep of the Castle ; * and are not these the colours 
of the (Covenant that float over its walls 1 ' 

'A stratagem, a mere trick,' said Burley, 'an insult over 
our disappointment, intended to aggravate and embitter our 
spirits.' 

He was interrupted by the arrival of one of Morton's 
followers, sent to report to him the evacuation of the place, and 
its occupation by the insurgent forces. Burley was rather 
driven to fury than reconciled by the news of this success. 

' I have watched,' he said, ' I have fought, I have plotted, 
I have striven for the reduction of this place, I have forborne 
to seek to head enterprises of higher command and of higher 
honour, I have narrowed their outgoings, and cut off the 
springs, and broken the staff of bread witUn their walls ; and 
when the men were about to yield themselves to my hand, that 
their sons might be bondsmen and their daughters a laughing- 
stock to our whole camp, cometh this youth without a beejid on 
his chin, and takes it on him to thrust his sickle into the 
liarvest, and to rend the prey from the spoiler 1 Surely the 
labourer is worthy of his hire, and the city, with its captives, 
should be given to him that wins it ? ' 

* Nay,' said Macbriar, who was surprised at the degree of 
agitation which Balfour displayed, ' chafe not thyself because of 
the ungodly. Heaven will use its own instruments ; and who 
knows but this youth ' 

' Hush ! hush ! ' said Burley ; ' do not discredit thine own 
better judgment. It was thou that first badest me beware of 
this painted sepulchre, this lacquered piece of copper, that 
passed current with me for gold. It fares ill, even with the 
elect, when they neglect the guidance of. such pious pastors as 
thou. But our carnal affections will mislead us : this ungrate- 
ful boy's father was mine ancient friend. They must be as 
earnest in their struggles as thou, Ephraim Macbriar, that 
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would shake themselves clear of the clogs and chams of 
humanity.' 

This compliment touched the preacher in the most sensible 
part; and Burley deemed, therefore, he should find little 
difficulty in moulding his opinions to the support of his own 
views, more especially as they agreed exactly in their high- 
strained opinions of church government. 

' Let us instantly,' he said, ' go up to the Tower ; there is 
that among the records in yonder fortress which, well used as 
I can use it, shall be worth to us a valiant leader and an 
himdred horsemen.' 

'But will such be the fitting aids of the children of the 
Covenant 1 ' said the preacher. * We have already among us 
too many who homger after lands, and silver and gold, rather 
than after the Woid ; it is not by such that our deliverance 
shall be wrought out.' 

* Thou errest,' said Burley ; * we must work by means, and 
these worldly men shall be our instruments. At all events, 
the Moabitish woman shaU be despoiled of her inheritance, and 
neither the Malignant Evandale nor the Erastian Morton shall 
possess yonder castle and lands, though they may seek in 
marriage the daughter thereof.' 

So saying, he led the way to Tillietudlem, where he seized 
upon the plate and other valuables for the use of the army, 
ransacked the charter- room and other receptacles for family 
papers, and treated with contempt the remonstrances of those 
who reminded him that the terms granted to the garrison had 
guaranteed respect to private property. 

Burley and Macbriar, having established themselves in their 
new acquisition, were joined by Kettledrummle in the course of 
the day, and also by the Laird of Langcale, whom that active 
divine had contrived to seduce, as Poundtext termed it, from 
the pure light in which he had been brought up. Thus united, 
they sent to the said Poundtext an invitation, or rather a 
summons, to attend a council at Tillietudlem. He remembered, 
however, that the door had an iron grate and the keep a 
dungeon, and resolved not to trust himself with his incensed 
colleagues. He therefore retreated, or rather fled, to Hamilton, 
with the tidings that Burley, Macbriar, and Kettledrummle 
were coming to Hamilton as soon as they could collect a 
body of Cameronians sufficient to overawe the rest of the 
army. 

* And ye see,' concluded Poundtext, with a deep sigh, * that 
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they will then possess a majority in the council ; for Langcale, 
though he has always passed for one of the honest and rational 
party, cannot be suitably or preceesely termed either fish, or 
flesh, or gude red -herring.; whoever has the stronger party 
has Langcale/ 

Thus concluded the heavy narrative of honest Poimdtezt, 
who sighed deeply, as he considered the danger in which he was 
placed betwixt imreasonable adversaries amongst themselves 
and the common enemy from without. Morton exhorted him 
to patience, temper, and composure ; informed him of the good 
hope he had of negotiating for peace and indemnity through 
means of Lord Evandale, and made out to him a very fair 
prospect that he should again return to his own parchment- 
bound Calvin, his evening pipe of tobacco, and his noggin of 
inspiring ale, providing always he would afford his effectual 
support and concurrence to the measures which he, Morton, had 
taken for a general pacification.'^ Thus backed and comforted, 
Poimdtext resolved magnanimously to await the coming of the 
Cameronians to the general rendezvous. 

Burley and his confederates had drawn together a consider- 
able body of these sectaries, amounting to a hundred horse and 
about fifteen hundred foot, clouded and severe in aspect, morose 
and jealous in communication, haughty of heart, and confident, 
as men who believed that the pale of salvation was open for 
them exclusively, while all other Christians, however slight 
were the shades of difference of doctrine from their own, were 
in fact little better than outcasts or reprobates. These men 
entered the Presbyterian camp rather as dubious and suspicious 
allies, or possibly antagonists, than as men who were heartily 
embarked in the same cause, and exposed to the same dangers, 
with their more moderate brethren in arms. Burley made no 
private visits to his colleagues, and held no commimication 
with them on the subject of the public affairs, otherwise than 
by sending a dry invitation to them to attend a meeting of the 
general coomcil for that evening. 

On the arrival of Morton and Poundtext at the place of 
assembly, they foimd their brethren already seated. Slight 
greeting passed between them, and it was easy to see that no 
amicable conference was intended by those who convoked the 
council. The first question was put by Macbriar, the sharp 
eagerness of whose zeal urged him to the van on all occasions. 
He desired to know by whose authority the Malignant called 

* See Moderate Preebjrteriane. Note 28. 



OLD MORTALITY 277 

Lord Evandale had been freed from the doom of death justly 
denounced against him. 

' By my authority and Mr. Morton's,' replied Poundtext^ who, 
besides being anxious to give his companion a good opinion of 
his courage, confided heartily in his support, and, moreover, 
had much less fear of encountering one of his own profession, 
and who confined himself to the weapons of theological contro- 
versy, in which Poimdtext feared no man, than of entering into 
debate with the stem homicide Balfour. 

* And who, brother,' said Eettledrummle^ — * who gave you 
authority to interpose in such a high matter ? ' 

'The tenor of our commission,' answered Poundtext, 'gives 
us authority to bind and to loose. If Lord Evandale was justly 
doomed to die by the voice of one of our number, he was of "a 
surety lawfully redeemed from death by the warrant of two 
of us.' 

' Go to, go to,' said Burley ; ' we know your motives : it was 
to send that silkworm, that gilded trinket, that embroidered 
trifle of a lord to bear terms of peace to the tyrant.' 

' It was so,' replied Morton, who saw his companion begin to 
flinch before the fierce eye of Balfour — ' it was so ; and what 
then 9 Are we to plunge the nation in endless war in order to 
pursue schemes which are equally wild, wicked, and imattain- 
able?' 

' Hear him ! ' said Balfour ; ' he blasphemeth.' 

' It is false,' said Morton ; ' they blaspheme who pretend to 
expect miracles, and neglect the uae of the human means with 
which Providence has. blessed them. I repeat it — Our avowed 
object is the re-establishment of peace on fair and honourable 
terms of security to our religion and our liberty. We disclaim 
any desire to tyrannise over those of others.' 

The debaie would now have run higher than ever, but they 
were interrupted by intelligence that the Duke of Monmouth 
had commenced his march towards the west, and was already 
advanced half-way from Edinburgh. This news silenced their 
divisions for the moment, and it was agreed that the next day 
should be held as a fast of general humiliation for the sins of 
the land ; that the Reverend Mr. Poundtext should preach to 
the army in the morning, and Kettledrummle in the afternoon ; 
that neither should touch upon any topics of schism or of 
division, but Miimate the soldiers to resist to the blood, like 
brethren in a good cause. This healing overture having been 
agreed to, the Moderate party ventured upon another proposal. 
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oonfiding that it would have the support of Langcale, who 
looked extremely blank at the news which they had just 
received, and might be supposed reconverted to Moderate 
measures. It was to be presumed, they said, that since the 
king had not entrusted the command of his forces upon the 
present occasion to any of their active oppressors, but, on the 
contrary, had employed a nobleman distinguished by gentleness 
of temper and a disposition favoiirable to their cause, there 
must be some better intention entertained towards them than 
they had yet experienced. They contended that it was not 
only prudent but necessary to ascertain, from a communication 
with the Duke of Monmouth, whether he was not chai^ged with 
some secret instructions in their favour. This could only be 
learned by despatching an envoy to his army. 

' And who will omdertake the task f ' said Burley, evading a 
proposal too reasonable to be openly resisted — 'who will go up 
to their camp, knowing that John Grahame of Olaverhouse 
hath sworn to hang up whomsoever we shall despatch towards 
them, in revenge of the death of the young man his nephew ?' 

' Let that be no obstacle,' said Morton ; ' I will with pleasure 
encounter any risk attached to the bearer of your errand.' 

' Let him go,' said Balfour, apart to Macbriar ; ' our coimcils 
will be well rid of his presence.' 

The motion, therefore, received no contradiction even from 
those who were expected to have been most active in opposing 
it; and it was agreed that Henry Morton should go to the 
camp of the Duke of Monmouth, in order to discover upon 
what terms the insurgents would be admitted to treat with 
him. As soon as his errand was made known, several of the 
more Moderate party joined in requesting him to make terms 
upon the footing of the petition entrusted to Lord Evandale's 
hands ; for the approach of the king's army spread a general 
trepidation, by no means allayed by the high tone assumed by 
the Cameronians, which had so little to support it excepting 
their own headlong zeal. With these instructions, and with 
Cuddie as his attendant^ Morton set forth towards the royal 
camp, at all the risks which attend those who assume the 
office of mediator during the heat of civil discord. 

Morton had not proceeded six or seven miles before he 
perceived that he was on the point of falling in with the van 
of the royal forces ; and, as he ascended a height, saw all the 
roads in the neighbourhood occupied by armed men marching 
in great order towards Bothwell Muir, an open common, on 
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which they proposed to encamp for that evening, at the 
distance of scarcely two miles from the Clyde, on the farther 
side of which river the army of the insurgents was encamped. 
He gave himself up to the first advanced guard of cavalry 
which he met, as bearer of a flag of truce, and communicate 
his desire to obtain access to the Duke of Monmouth. The 
non-commissioned officer who conmianded the party made his 
report to his superior, and he again to another in still higher 
command, and both immediately rode to the spot where Morton 
was detained. 

' You are but losing your time, my friend, and risking your 
life,' said one of them, addressing Morton; Hhe Duke of 
Monmouth will receive no terms ^m traitors with arms in 
their hands, and your cruelties have been such as to authorise 
retaliation of every kind. Better trot your nag back and save 
his mettle to^iay, that he may save your life to-morrow.' 

* I cannot think,' said Morton, ' that, even if the Duke of 
Monmouth should consider us as criminals, he would condemn 
80 large a body of his fellow-subjects without even hearing 
what Uiey have to plead for themselves. On my part I fear 
nothing. I am conscious of having consented to, or authorised, 
no cruelty, and the fear of suffering innocently for the crimes 
of others i^all not deter me from executing my commission.' 

The two officers looked at each other. 

* I have an idea,' said the younger, * that this is the yoimg 
man of whom Lord Evandale spoke.' 

' Is my Lord Evandale in the army ? ' said Morton. 

* He is not,' replied the officer ; ' we left him at Edinburgh, 
too much indisposed to take the field. Your name, sir, I 
presiune, is Henry Morton ? ' 

' It is, sir,' answered Morton. 

* We will not oppose your seeing the Duke, sir,' said the 
officer, with more civility of manner; 'but you may assure 
yourself it will be to no purpose ; for, were his Grace disposed 
to favour your people, others are joined in conmiission with 
him who will hardly consent to his doing so.' 

* I shall be sorry to find it thus,' said Morton ; * but my duty 
requires that I should persevere in my desire to have an 
interview with him.' 

* Lumley,' said the superior officer, * let the Duke know of 
Mr. Morton's arrival, and remind his Grace that this is the 
person of whom Lord Evandale spoke so highly.' 

The officer returned with a message that the General could 
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not see Mr. Morton that evening, but would receive him by 
times in the ensuing morning. He was detained in a neighbouiv 
ing cottage all night» but treated with dvility, and everything 
provided for his accommodation. 

Early on the next morning the officer he had first seen came 
to conduct him to his audience. The army was drawn out, 
and in the act of forming column for march, or attack. The 
Duke was in the centre, nearly a mile from the place where 
Morton had passed the night. In riding towards ihe Qeneral, 
he had an opportunity of estimating the force which had been 
assembled for the suppressian of ^e hasty and ill -concerted 
insurrection. There were three or four raiments of English, 
the flower of Charles's army; there were the Scottish Life 
Guards, burning with desire to revenge their late defeat; 
other Scottish regiments of r^ulars were also assemUed; 
and a large body of cavalry, consisting partly of gentlemen 
volunteers, partly of the tenants of the crown who did military 
duty for their fiefs. Morton also observed several strong 
parties of Hi^anders drawn from the points nearest to 
the Lowlimd ^ntiers, a people, as already mentioned, par- 
ticulariy obnoxious to the western Whigs, and who hated and 
despised them in the same proportion. These were assembled 
under their chiefs, and made part of this formidable array. 
A complete train of field-artillery accompanied these troops; 
and the whole had an air so imposing that it seemed nothing 
short of an actual miracle could prev^it the ill -equipped, 
ill -modelled, and timiultuary army of the insurgents from 
being utterly destroyed. The c^cer who accompanied Morton 
endeavoured to gather from his looks the feelings with which 
this splendid and awful parade of military force had impressed 
him. But, true to the cause he had espoused, he laboured 
successfully to prevent the anxiety which he felt from appear- 
ing in his countenance, and looked around him on the warlike 
display as on a sight which he expected, and to whidi he was 
indifferent. 

'You see the entai^ainment prepared for you,' said the 
officers. 

* If I had no appetite for it,' replied Morton, * I should not 
have been accompanying you at this moment. But I shall be 
better pleased with a more peaceful regale, for the si^e of all 
parties.' 

As they spoke thus, they approached the commander-in- 
chief, who, surrounded by seveml officers, was seated upon a 
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kuoU commanding an extensive prospect of the distant country, 
and from which could be easily discovered the windings of the 
majestic Clyde, and the distant camp of the insurgents on the 
opposite bank. The officers of the royal army appeared to be sur- 
veying the groimd, with the purpose of directing an immediate 
attack. When Captain Lumley, the officer who accompanied 
Morton, had whispered in Monmouth's ear his name and errand, 
the Duke made a signal for all around him to retire, excepting 
only two general officers of distinction. While they spoke 
together in whispers for a few minutes before Morton was 
permitted to advance, he had time to study the appearance of 
the persons with whom he was to treat. 

It was impossible for any one to look upon the Duke of 
Monmouth without being captivated by his personal graces and 
accomplishments, of which the great High Priest of all the Nine 
afterwards recorded — 

Whatever he did was done with so much ease, 
In him alone 'twas natural to please ; 
His motions all accompanied with grace, 
And Paradise was open'd in his face.* 

Yet to a strict observer the manly beauty of Monmouth's face 
was occasionally rendered less striking by an air of vacillation 
and imcertainty, which seemed to imply hesitation and doubt 
at moments when decisive resolution was most necessary. 

Beside him stood Claverhouse, whom we have already fully 
described, and another general officer whose appearance was 
singularly striking. His dress was of the antique fashion of 
Charles the First's time, and composed of shamoy leather, 
curiously slashed, and covered with antique lace and garniture. 
His boots and spurs might be referred to the same distant 
period. He wore a breastplate, over which descended a grey 
beard of venerable length, which he cherished as a mark of 
mourning for Charles the Firsts having never shaved since that 
monarch was brought to the scaffold. His head was uncovered, 
and almost perfectly bald. His high and wrinkled forehead, 
piercing grey eyes, and marked features, evinced age unbroken 
by infirmity, and stem resolution unsoftened by humanity. 
Such is the outline, however feebly expressed, of the celebrated 
General Thomas Dalzell,t a man more feared and hated by the 
Whigs than even Claverhouse himself, and who executed the 

* DTjden'a AbtaloM arid AdiUophd {Laing). 
t See Note 29. 
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same Tiolenoes against them out of a detestation of their 
persons, or perhaps an innate severitj of temper, which 
Grahame only resorted to on political accounts, as the best 
means of intimidating the followers of Presbytery, and of 
destroying that sect entirely. 

The presence of these two generals, one of whom he knew 
by person and the other by description, seemed to Morton 
decisive of the fate of his embassy. But, notwithstanding his 
youth and inexperience, and the imfayourable reception which 
his proposals seemed likely to meet with, he advanced boldly 
towards them upon receiving a signal to that purpose, 
determined that the cause of his country, and of those with 
whom he liad taken up arms, should suffer nothing from being 
entrusted to him. Monmouth received him with the gracefid 
courtesy which attended even his slightest actions ; Dalzell 
regarded him with a stem, gloomy, and impatient frown ; and 
Claverhouse, with a sarcastic smile and inclination of his head, 
seemed to claim him as an old acquaintance. 

*You come, sir, from these unfortunate people now as- 
sembled in arms,' said the Duke of Monmouth, ' and your name, 
I believe, is Morton ; will you favour us with the purport of 
your errand 1 ' 

'It is contained, my lord,' answered Morton, 'in a paper, 
termed a Remonstrance and Supplication, which my Lord 
Evandale has placed, I presume, in yoiu: Grace's hands ? ' 

' He has done so, sir,' answered the Duke ; ' and I understand 
from Lord Evandale that Mr. Morton has behaved in these un- 
happy matters with much temperance and generosity, for which 
I have to request his acceptance of my thanks.' 

Here Morton observed Dalzell shake his head indignantly, 
and whisper something into Olaverhouse's ear, who smiled in 
return, and elevated his eyebrows, but in a degree so slight as 
scarce to be perceptible. The Duke, taking the petition from 
his pockety proceeded, obviously struggling between the native 
gentleness of his own disposition, and perhaps his conviction 
that the petitioners demanded no more than their rights, and 
the desire, on the other hand, of enforcing the king's authority, 
and complying with the sterner opinions of the colleagues in 
office, who had been assigned for tiie purpose of controlling as 
well as advising him. 

'There are, Mr. Morton, in this paper, proposals as to the 
abstract propriety of which I must now waive delivering any 
opinion. Some of them appear to me reasonable and just ; and, 
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although I have no express instructions from the King upon the 
subject) yet I assure you, Mr. Morton, and I pledge my honour, 
that I will interpose in your behalf, and use my utmost influence 
to procure you satisfaction from his Majesty. But you must 
distinctly understand that I can only treat with supplicants, 
not with rebels ; and, as a preliiAinary to every act of favour 
on my side, I must insist upon your followers laying down their 
arms and dispersing themselves.' 

'To do so, my Lord Duke,' replied Morton, undauntedly, 
'were to acknowledge ourselves the rebels that our enemies 
term us. Our swords are drawn for recovery of a birthright 
wrested from us ; your Grace's moderation and good sense has 
admitted the general justice of our demand — a demand which 
would never Jiave been listened to had it not been accompanied 
with the sound of the trumpet. We cannot, therefore, and dare 
not, lay down our arms, even on your Grace's assurance of 
indemnity, unless it were accompanied with some reasonable 
prospect of the redress of the wrongs which we complain of.' 

* Mr. Morton,' replied the Duke, * you are yoimg, but you 
must have seen enough of the world to perceive that requests, 
by no means dangerous or unreasonable in themselves, may 
become so by the way in which they are pressed and supported.' 

* We may reply, my lord,' answered Morton, * that this dis- 
agreeable mode has not been resorted to until all others have 
faUed.' 

' Mr. Morton,' said the Duke, * I must break this conference 
short. We are in readiness to commence the attack ; yet I will 
suspend it for an hour, until you can commimicate my answer 
to the insurgents. If they please to disperse their followers, 
lay down their arms, and send a peaceful deputation to me, I 
will consider myself bound in honour to do all I can to procure 
redress of their grievances; if not, let them stand on their 
guard and expect the consequences. I think, gentlemen,' he 
added, turning to his two colleagues, ' this is the utmost length 
to which I can stretch my instructions in favour of these mis- 
guided persons 1 ' 

' By my faith,' answered Dalzell, suddenly, ' and it is a length 
to which my poor judgment durst not have stretched them, 
considering I had both the King and my conscience to answer 
to ! But, doubtless, your Grace knows more of the King's 
private mind than we, who have only the letter of our instruc- 
tions to look to.' 

Monmouth blushed deeply. 'You hear,' he said, addressing 
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Morton, ' General Dalzell blames me for the length which I am 
disposed to go in your favour.' 

* General DalzelFs sentiments, my lord,' replied Morton, ' are 
such as we expected from him ; your Grace's such as we were 
prepared to hope you might please to entertain. Indeed, I 
cannot help adding that, in the case of the absolute submission 
upon which you are pleased to insist, it might still remain 
something less than doubtful how far, with such counsellors 
around the King, even your Grace's intercession might procure 
us effectual relief. But I will communicate to oiu: leaders your 
Grace's answer to oiu: supplication ; and, since we cannot obtain 
peace, we must bid war welcome as well as we may.' 

' Good morning, sir,' said the Duke ; ' I siispend the move- 
ments of attack for one hour, and for one hour only. If you 
have an answer to return within that space of time, I will 
receive it here, and earnestly entreat it may be such as to save 
the effusion of blood.' 

At this moment another smile of deep meaning passed 
between Dalzell and Claverhouse. 

The Duke observed it, and repeated his words with great 
dignity. ^ Yes, gentlemen, I said I trusted the answer might be 
such as would save the effusion of blood. I hope the sentiment 
neither needs your scorn nor incurs your displeasure.' 

Dalzell returned the Duke's frown with a stem glance, but 
made no answer. Claverhouse, his lip just curled with an 
ironical smile, bowed, and said, 'It was not for him to judge 
the propriety of his Grace's sentiments.' 

The Duke made a signal to Morton to withdraw. He 
obeyed, and« accompanied by his former escort, rode slowly 
through the army to return to the camp of the nonconformists. 
As he passed the fine corps of Life Guards, he found Claver- 
house was already at their head. That officer no sooner saw 
Morton than he advanced and addressed him with perfect 
politeness of manner. 

* I think this is not the first time I have seen Mr. Morton 
of Milnwood ? ' 

'It is not Colonel Grahame's fault,' said Morton, smiling 
sternly, ' that he or any one else should be now incommoded 
by my presence.' 

* Allow me at least to say,' replied Claverhouse, * that Mr. 
Morton's present situation authorises the opinion I have enter- 
tained of him, and that my proceedings at our last meeting 
only squared to my duty.' 
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* To reconcile your actions to yoiu" duty, and your duty to 
your conscience, is your business, Colonel Grahame, not mine,' 
said Morton, justly offended at being thus, in a manner, required 
to approve of the sentence under which he had so nearly 
suffered. 

'Nay, but stay an instant,' said Clayerhouse; 'Evandale 
insists that I have some wrongs to acquit myself of in your 
instance. I trust I shall always make some difference between 
a high-minded gentleman who, though misguided, acts upon 
generous principles and the crazy fanatical clowns yonder, with 
the bloodthirsty assassins who head them. Therefore, if they 
do not disperse upon your return, let me pray you, instantly 
come over to our army and surrender yourself, for, be assured, 
they cannot stand our assault for half an hour. If you will be 
ruled and do this, be sure to inquire for me. Monmouth, strange 
as it may seem, cannot protect you ; Dalzell will not ; I both 
can and will, and I have promised to Evandale to do so if you 
will give me an opportunity.* 

' I should owe Lord Evandale my thanks,' answered Morton, 
coldly, ' did not his scheme imply an opinion that I might bo 
prevailed on to desert those with whom I am engaged. For 
you, Colonel Grahame, if you will honour me with a difierent 
species of satisfaction, it is probable that, in an hour's time, 
you will find me at the west end of Bothwell Bridge with my 
sword in my hand.' 

' I shall be happy to meet you there,' said Claverhouse, ' but 
still more so should you think better on my first proposal.' 

They then saluted and parted. 

* That is a pretty lad, Limiley,' said Claverhouse, addressing 
himself to the other officer ; ' but he is a lost man, his blood 
be upon his head.' 

So saying, he addressed himself to the task of preparation 
for instant battle. 



CHAPTER XXXI 

But, hark ! the tent has changed its voice, 
There's peace and rest nae langer. 

BUKNS. 

The Lowdien roallisha thev 

Came with their coats of blew ; 
Five hundred men from London came, 

Claid in a reddish hue. 

BoOiwell Lines, 

When Morton had left the well-ordered outposts of the regular 
army, and arrived at those which were maintained by his own 
party, he could not but be peculiarly sensible of the difference 
of discipline, and entertain a proportional degree of fear for the 
consequences. The same discords which agitated the counsels 
of the insurgents raged even among their meanest followers ; 
and their picquets and patrols were more interested and 
occupied in disputing the true occasion and causes of wrath, 
and defining the limits of Erastian heresy, than in looking out 
for and observing the motions of their enemies, though within 
hearing of the royal drums and trumpets. 

There was a guard, however, of the insurgent army, posted 
at the long and narrow bridge of Bothwell, over which the 
enemy must necessarily advance to the attack ; but, like the 
others, they were divided and disheartened ; and, entertaining 
the idea that they were posted on a desperate service, they even 
meditated withdrawing themselves to the main body. This 
would have been utter ruin ; for on the defence or loss of this 
pass the fortune of the day was most likely to depend. All 
beyond the bridge was a plain open Ifield, excepting a few 
thickets of no great depth, and, consequently, was ground on 
which the undisciplined forces of the insurgents, deficient as 
they were in cavalry and totally unprovided with artillery, 
were altogether unlikely to withstand the shock of regular 
troops. 

Morton, therefore, viewed the pass carefully, and formed 
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the hope that, by occupying two or three houses on the left 
bank of the river, with the copse and thickets of alders and 
hazels that lined its side, and by blockading the passage itself, 
and shutting the gates of a portal which, according to the old 
fashion, was built on the central arch of the Bridge of Bothwell, 
it might be easily defended against a very superior force. He 
issued directions accordingly, and commanded the parapets of 
the bridge, on the farther side of the portal, to be thrown down, 
that they might afford no protection to the enemy when they 
should attempt the passage. Morton then conjured the party 
at this important post to be watchful and upon their guard, 
and promised them a speedy and strong reinforcement. He 
caused them to adyance videttes beyond the river to watch the 
progress of the enemy, which outposts he directed should be 
withdrawn to the left bank as soon as they approached ; finally, 
he charged them to send regular information to the main body 
of all that they should observe. Men under arms, and in a situa< 
tion of danger, are usually sufficiently alert in appreciating the 
merit of their officers. Morton's intelligence and activity gained 
the confidence of these men, and with better hope and heart 
than before they began to fortify their position in the manner 
he recommended, and saw him depart with three loud cheers. 

Morton now galloped hastily towards the main body of the 
insurgents, biit was surprised and shocked at the scene of 
confusion and clamour which it exhibited at the moment when 
good order and concord were of such essential consequence. 
Instead of being drawn up in line of battle and listening to 
the commands of their officers, they were crowding together in 
a confused mass, that rolled and agitated itself hke the waves 
of the sea, while a thousand tongues spoke, or rather vociferated, 
and not a single ear was found to Hsten. Scandalised at a 
scene so extraordinary, Morton endeavoured to make his way 
through the press to learn, and if possible to remove, the 
cause of this so untimely disorder. While he is thus engaged 
we shall make the reader acquainted with that which he was 
some time in discovering. 

The insuigents had proceeded to hold their day of humilia- 
ticm, which, agreeably to the practice of the Puritans during 
the earlier Civil War, they considered as the most eflfectuarmode 
of solving all difficulties and waiving all discussions. It was 
usual to name an ordinary week-4ay for this purpose ; but on 
this occasion the Sabbath itself was adopted, owing to the 
pressure of the time and the vicinity of the enemy. A 
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temporary pulpit or tent was erected in the middle of the 
encampment ; which, according to the fixed arrangement, was 
first to be occupied by the Reverend Peter Poundtext, to whom 
the poet of honour was assigned as the eldest clergyman 
present. But as the worthy divine, with slow and stately steps, 
was advancing towards the rostnmi which had been prepared 
for him, he was prevented by the unexpected apparition of 
Habakkuk Mucklewrath, the insane preacher, whose appearance 
had so much startled Morton at the first coimcil of the in- 
surgents after their victory at Loudon Hill. It is not known 
whether he was acting under the influence and instigation of 
the Cameronians, or whether he was merely compelled by his 
own agitated imagination and the temptation of a vacant 
pulpit before him, to seize the opportimity of exhorting so 
respectable a congregation. It is only certain that he took 
occasion by the forelock, sprung into the pulpit, cast his eyes 
wildly round him, and, undismayed by the murmurs of many 
of the audience, opened the Bible, read forth as his text from 
the thirteenth chapter of Deuteronomy, 'Certain men, the 
children of Belial, are gone out from among you, and have 
withdrawn the inhabitants of their city, saying. Let us go and 
serve other gods, which you have not Imown * ; and then rushed 
at once into the midst of lus subject. 

The harangue of Mucklewrath was as wild and extravagant 
as his intrusion was unauthorised and untimely; but it was 
provokingly coherent, in so far as it turned entirely upon 
the very subjects of discord of which it had been agreed to 
adjourn the consideration until some more suitable opportimity. 
Not a single topic did he omit which had offence in it ; and, 
after charging the Moderate party with heresy, with crouching 
to tyranny, with seeking to be at peace with God*s enemies, he 
applied to Morton by name the charge that he had been one 
of those men of Belial who, in the words of his text, had gone 
out from amongst them, to withdraw the inhabitants of his 
city, and to go astray after false gods. To him, and all who 
followed him or approved of his conduct, Mucklewrath de- 
nounced fury and vengeance, and exhorted those who would 
hold themselves pure and imdefiled to come up from the 
midst of them. 

'Fear not,' he said, 'because of the neighing of horses or 
the glittering of breastplates. Seek not aid of the Egyptians, 
because of the enemy, though they may be niuuerous as locusts 
and fierce as dragons. Their trust is not as our trust, nor 
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their rock as our rock ; how else shall a thousand fly before one, 
and two put ten thousand to the flight ? I dreamed it in the 
visions of the night, and the voice said, " Habakkuk, take thy 
fan and purge the wheat from the chafi^, that they be not botli 
consumed with the fire of indignation and the lightning of 
fury." Wherefore, I say, take this Henry Morton — this 
wretched Achan, who hath brought the accuraed thing among 
ye, and made himself brethren in the camp of the enemy — ^take 
him and stone him with stones, and thereafter bum him with 
fire, that the wrath may depart from the children of the 
Covenant. He hath not taken a Babylonish garment, but he 
hath sold the garment of righteousness to the woman of 
Babylon; he hath not taken two hundred shekels of fine 
silver, but he hath bartered the truth, which is more precious 
than shekels of silver or wedges of gold.' 

At this furious charge, brought so unexpectedly against one 
of their most active commanders, the audience broke out into 
open tumult, some demanding that there should instantly be a 
new election of officers, into which office none should hereafter 
be admitted who had, in their phrase, touched of that which was 
accursed, or temporised more or less with the heresies and cor* 
ruptions of the times. While such was the demand of the 
Oameronians, they vociferated loudly that those who were not 
with them were against them ; that it was no time to relinquish 
the substantial part of the covenanted testimony of the church 
if they expected a blessing on their arms and their cause ; and 
that, in their eyes, a lukewarm Presbyterian was little better 
than a Prelatist, an Anti-Ck)venanter, and a NuUifidian. 

The parties accused repelled the charge of criminal compli- 
ance and defection from the truth with scorn and indignation, 
and charged their accusers with breach of faith, as well as with 
wrong-heskded and extravagant zeal in introducing such divi- 
sions into an army the joint strength of which could not, by 
the most sanguine, be judged more than sufficient to face their 
enemies. Poundtext and one or two others made some faint 
efforts to stem the increasing fury of the factious, exclaiming to 
those of the other party, in the words of the Patriarch — * Let 
there be no strife, I pray thee, between me and thee, and between 
thy herdsmen and my herdsmen, for we be brethren.' No 
pacific overture could possibly obtain audience. It was in vain 
that even Burley himself, when he saw the dissension proceed 
to such ruinous lengths, exerted his stem and deep voice, com- 
manding silence and obedience to discipline. The spirit of in- 

VI 19 
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subordination had gone forth, and it seemed as if the exhorta- 
tion of Habakkuk Mucklewrath had oommunicated a part of 
his frenzy to all who heard hinL The wiser, or more timid, 
part of the assembly were already withdrawing themselves 
from the field, and giving up their cause as lost. Others were 
moderating a harmonious call, as they somewhat improperly 
termed it^ to new officers, and dismissing those formerly chosen^ 
and that with a tumult and clamour worthy of the deficiency 
of good sense and good order implied in the whole transaction. 
It was at this moment, when Morton arrived in the field and 
joined the army, in total confusion, and on the point of dis- 
solving itself. His arrival occasioned loud exclamations of 
applau&i^ on the one side and of imprecation on the other. 

^ What means this ruinous disorder at such a moment f ' he 
exclaimed to Burley, who, exhausted with his vain exertions to 
restore order, was now leaning on his sword and r^arding the 
confusion with an eye of resolute despair. 

* It means,' he replied, ' that God has delivered us into the 
hands of our enemies.' 

' Not so,' answered Morton, with a voice and gesture which 
compelled many to listen ; Mt is not God who deserts us, it is 
we who desert Him, and dishonour ourselves by disgracing and 
betraying the cause of freedom and religion. Hear me,' he ex- 
claimed, springing to the pulpit which Mucklewrath had been 
compelled to evacuate by actiial exhaustion — ' I bring from the 
enemy an offer to treat, if you incline to lay down your arms. 
I can assure you the means of making an honourable defence, 
if you are of more manly tempers. The time flies fast on. Let 
us resolve either for peace or war ; and let it not be said of us 
in future days, that six thousand Scottish men in arms had 
neither courage to stand their groimd and fight it out, nor 
prudence to treat for peace, nor even the coward's wisdom to 
retreat in good time and with safety. What signifies quarrel- 
ling on minute points of church discipline, when the whole edi- 
fice is threatened with total destruction? 0, remember, my 
brethren, that the last and worst evil which God brought upon 
the people whom He had once chosen — the last and worst 
punishment of their blindness and hardness of heart, was the 
bloody dissensions which rent asunder their city, even when 
the enemy were thundering at its gates ! ' 

Some of the audience testified their feeling of this exhorta- 
tion by loud exclamations of applause ; others by hooting and 
exclaiming — * To your tents, Israel ! ' 
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Morton, who beheld the columns of the enemy already 
begmning to appear on the right bank, and directing their 
march upon the bridge, raised his voice to its utmost pitch, 
and, pointing at the same time with his hand, exclaimed, 
' Silence your senseless clamours, yonder is the enemy ! On 
maintaining the bridge against him depend our lives, as well 
as our hope to reclaim our laws and liberties. There shall at 
least one Scottish man die in their defence. Let any one who 
loves his ooimtry follow me ! ' 

The multitude had turned their heads in the direction to 
which he pointed. The sight of the glittering files of the 
English Foot Guards, supported by several squadrons of horse, 
of the cannon which the artillerymen were busily engaged in 
planting against the bridge, of the plaided clans who seemed to 
search for a ford, and of the long succession of troops which 
were destined to support the attack, silenced at once their 
clamorous uproar, and struck them with as much consternation 
as if it were an unexpected apparition, and not the very thing 
which they ought to have been looking out for. They gazed 
on each other and on their leaders with looks resembling 
those that indicate the weakness of a patient when exhausted 
by a fit of frenzy. Yet when Morton, springing from the 
rostrum, directed his steps towards the bridge, he was followed 
by about an hundred of the young men who were particularly 
attached to his command. 

Burley turned to Macbriar. ' Ephraim,' he said, ' it is Pro- 
vidence points us the way, through the worldly wisdom of this 
latitudinarian youth. He that loves the light, let him follow 
Burley ! ' 

* Tarry,' replied Macbriar ; ' it is not by Henry Morton, or 
such as he, that our goings-out and our comings-in are to be 
meted ; therefore tarry with us. I fear treachery to the host 
from this nuUifidian Achan. Thou shalt not go with him. 
Thou art our chariots and our horsemen.' 

^Hinder me not,' replied Burley; 'he hath well said that 
all is lost if the enemy win the bridge; therefore let me not. 
Shall the children of this generation be called wiser or braver 
than the children of the sanctuary) Array yourselves imder 
your leaders ; let us not lack supplies of men and ammunition ; 
and accursed be he who tumeth.back from the work on this 
great day 1 * 

Having thus spoken, he hastily marched towards the bridge, 
and was followed by about two hundred of the most gallant 
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and EealouB of his party. There was a deep and disheartened 
pause when Morton and Burley departed. The commanders 
availed themselves of it to display their lines in some sort of 
order, and exhorted those who were most exposed to throw 
themselves upon their faces to avoid the cannonade which they 
might presently expect. The insurgents ceased to resist or to 
remonstrate; but the awe which had silenced their discords 
had dismayed their courage. They suffered themselves to be 
formed into ranks with the docility of a flock of sheep, but 
without possessing, for the time, more resolution or energy; 
for they experienced a sinking of the heart, imposed by the 
sudden and imminent approach of the danger which they had 
neglected to provide against while' it was yet distant. They 
were, however, drawn out with some regularity ; and as they 
still possessed the appearance of an army, their leaders had 
only to hope that some favourable circumstance would restore 
their spirits and courage. 

Kettledrummle, Poundtext^ Macbriar, and other preachers 
busied themselves in their ranks, and prevailed on them to 
raise a psalm. But the superstitious among them observed, as 
an ill omen, that their song of praise and tritunph sunk into 
*a quaver of consternation,' and resembled rather a penitentiary 
stave sung on the scaffold of a condemned criminal than the 
bold strain which had resounded along the wild heath of 
Loudon Hill in anticipation of that day's victory. The melan- 
choly melody soon received a rough accompaniment ; the royal 
soldiers shouted, the Highlanders yelled, the cannon began to 
fire on one side, and the musketry on both, and the Bridge 
of Bothwell, with the banks adjacent, were involved in wreaths 
of smoke. 



CHAPTER XXXII 

As e*er ye saw the rain doun fa', 

Or yet the arrow from the bow, 
Sae our Scots lads fell even down, 

And they lay slain on every knowe. 

Old Ballad. 

£rb Morton or Burlej had reached the post to be defended, 
the enemy had commenced an attack upon it with great spirit. 
The two regiments of Foot Guards, formed mto a close column, 
rushed forward to the river; one corps, deploying along the 
right bank, commenced a gaUing fire on the defenders of the 
pass, while the other pressed on to occupy the bridge. The 
insurgents sustained the attack with great constancy and 
courage; and while part of their number returned the fire 
across the river, the rest maintained a discharge of musketry 
upon the further end of the bridge itself, and eveiy avenue by 
which the soldiers endeavoured to approach it. The latter 
suffered severely, but still gained groimd, and the head of their 
column was ali^dady upon the bridge, when the arrival of 
Morton changed the scene; and his Marksmen, commencing 
upon the pass a fire as well aimed as it was sustained and 
regular, compelled the assailants to retire with much loss. 
They were a second time brought up to the charge, and a 
second time repulsed with still greater loss, as Burley had now 
brought his party into action. The fire was continued with 
the utmost vehemence on both sides, and the issue of the 
action seemed very dubious. 

Monmouth, mounted on a superb white charger, might be 
discovered on the top of the right bank of the river, urging, 
entreating, and animating the exertions of his soldiers. By 
his orders, the cannon, which had hitherto been employed in 
annoying the distant main body of the Presbyterians, were 
now turned upon the defenders of the bridge. But these 
tremendous engines, being wrought much more slowly than in 
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modem times, did not produce the eflPect of annoying or terri- 
fying the enemy to the extent proposed. The insurgents, 
E^eltered by copsewood along the iMink of the river, or stationed 
in the houses already mentioned, fought under cover, while 
the Royalists, owing to the precautions ol Morton, were entirely 
exposed. The defence was so protracted and obstinate that 
the royal generals began to fear it might be ultimately suc- 
cessful. While Monmouth threw himself from his horse, 
and, rallving the Foot Guards, brought them on to another 
close ana desperate attack, he was wannly seconded by Dalzell, 
who, putting himself at the head of a body of Lennox High- 
landers, ruined forward with their tremendous war-cry of 
Loch Sloy.* The ammunition of the defenders of the bridge 
began to fail at this important crisis; messages, commanding 
and imploring succours and supplies, were in vain despatched, 
one after the other, to the main body of the Presbyterian 
army, which remained inactively drawn up on the open fields 
in the rear. Fear, consternation, and misrule had gone abroad 
among them, and while the post on which their safety de- 
pend^ required to be instantly and powerfully reinforced, 
there remained none either to command or to obey. 

As the fire of the defenders of the bridge began to slacken, 
that of the assailants increased, and in its turn became more 
fatal. Animated by the example and exhortations of their 
generals, they obtained a footing upon the bridge itself, and 
began to remove the obstacles by which it was blockaded. 
The portal-gate was broken open, the beams, trunks of trees, 
and other materials of the barricade pulled down and thrown 
into the river. This was not accomplished without opposition. 
Morton and Burley fought in the very front of their followers, 
and encouraged them with their pikes, halberds, and partisans 
to encounter the bayonets of the Guards and the broadswords 
of the Highlanders. But those behind the leaders began to 
shrink from the unequal combat, and fly singly, or in parties 
of two or three, towards the main body, until the remainder 
were, by the mere weight of the hostile column as much as by 
their weapons, fairly forced from the bridge. The passage being 
now open, the enemy began to pour over. But the bridge was 
long and narrow, which rendered the manoduvre slow as well 
as dangerous; and those who first passed had still to force 
the houses, from the windows of which the Covenanters con- 
tinued to fire. 

* See Note 80. 
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Burlej and Morton were near each other at this critical 
moment. 

* There is yet time,' said the former, * to bring down horse 
to attack them, ere they can get into order ; and, with the aid 
of God, we may thus regain the bridge ; hasten thou to bring 
them down, while I make the defence good with this old and 
wearied body.' 

Morton saw the importance of the advice, and, throwing 
himself on the horse which Cuddie held in readiness for him 
behind the thicket, galloped towards a body of cavalry which 
chanced to be composed entirely of Cameronians. Ere he could 
speak his errand or utter his orders, he was saluted by the 
execrations of the whole body. 

* He flies ! ' they exclaimed — * the cowardly traitor flies like 
a hart from the hunters, and hath left valiant Burley in the 
midst of the slaughter ! ' 

'I do not fly,' said Morton. 'I come to lead you to the 
attack. Advance boldly, and we shall yet do well.' 

'Follow him not! Follow him not!' — such were the 
tumultuous exclamations which resounded from the ranks; 
* he hath sold you to the sword of the enemy ! ' 

And while Morton argued, entreated, and commanded in 
vain, the moment was lost in which the advance might have 
been useful; and the outlet from the bridge, witi^ all its 
defences, being in complete possession of the enemy, Burley 
and his remaining followers were driven back upon the main 
body, to whom the spectacle of their hurried and harassed 
retreat was far from restoring the confidence which they so 
much wanted. 

In the meanwhile, the forces of the king crossed the bridge 
at their leisure, and, securing the pass, formed in line of battle ; 
while Claverhouse, who, like a hawk perched on a rock, and 
eyeing the time to pounce on its prey, had watched the event 
of the action from the opposite bank, now passed the bridge at 
the head of his cavalry, at full trot, and, leading them in 
squadrons through the intervals and round the fltmks of the 
royal infantry, formed them in line on the moor, and led them 
to the charge, advancing in front with one large body, while 
other two divisions threatened the flanks of the Covenanters. 
Their devoted army was now in that situation when the 
slightest demonstration towards an attack was certain to in- 
spire panic. Their broken spirits and disheartened courage 
were unable to endure the charge of the cavalry, attended with 
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all its terrible acoompaniinents of sight and sound — ^the rush 
of the horses at full speed, the shaking of the earth under their 
feet, the glancing of die swords, the waying of the plumes, and 
the fierce shouts of the cayaliers. The front nuiks hardly 
attempted one ill -directed and disorderly fire, and their rear 
were broken and flying in confusion ere the charge had been 
completed ; and in less than five minutes the horsemen were 
mixed with them, cutting and hewing without mercy. The 
Toice of Claverhouse was heard, even above the din of con- 
flict^ exclaiming to his soldiers — ' Kill — kill ! no quarter ! think 
on Eichard Grahame ! ' The dragoons, many of whom had 
shared the disgrace of Loudon Hill, required no exhortations to 
vengeance as easy as it was complete. Their swords drank 
deep of slaughter among the unresisting fugitives. Screams 
for quarter were only answered by the shouts with which 
the pursuers accompanied their blows, and the whole field 
presented one geneml scene of confused slaughter, flight, and 
pursuit. 

About twelve hundred of the insurgents who remained in a 
body a little apart from the rest, and out of the line of the 
charge of cavaliy, threw down their arms and surrendered at 
discretion, upon the approach of the Duke of Monmouth at the 
head of the infantry. That mild-tempered nobleman instantly 
allowed them the quarter which they prayed for ; and, gallop- 
ing about through the field, exerted himself as much to stop 
the slaughter as he had done to obtain the victory. While 
busied in this himiane task he met with General Dalzell, who 
was encouraging the fierce Highlanders and royal volimteers to 
show their zeal for king and country by quenching the flame 
of the rebellion with the blood of the rebels. 

' Sheathe yom' sword, I command you, General ! ' exclaimed 
the Duke, 'and sound the retreat. J^ough of blood has been 
shed ; give quarter to the king's misguided subjects.' 

' I obey your Grace,' said the old man, wiping his bloody 
sword and returning it to the scabbard; 'but I warn you, 
at the same time, that enough has not been done to in- 
timidate these desperate rebels. Has not your Grace heard 
that Basil Olifant has collected several gentlemen and men 
of substance in the west, and is in the act of marching to join 
them ? ' 

* Basil Olifant ! ' said the Duke. * Who or what is he T 

' The next male heir to the last Earl of Torwood. He is 
disaffected to government from his claim to the estate being set 



OLD MORTALITY 297 

aside in favour of Lady Margaret Bellenden ; and I suppose the 
hope of getting the inheritance has set him in motion.' 

'Be his motives what they will,' replied Monmouth, 'he 
must soon disperse his followers, for tins army is too much 
broken to raUy again. Therefore, once more, I command that 
the pursuit be stopped.' 

*It is your Grace's province to command, and to be re- 
sponsible for your commands,' answered Dalzell, as he gave 
reluctant orders for checking Uie pursuit. 

But the fiery and vindictive Grahame was already far out 
of hearing of the signal of retreat, and continued with his 
cavalry an unwearied and bloody pursuit, breaking, dispersing, 
and cutting to pieces all the insurgents whom they could come 
up with. 

Burley and Morton were both hurried off the field by the 
confused tide of fugitives. They made some attempt to defend 
the streets of the town of Hamilton ; but, while labouring to 
induce the fliers to face about and stand to their weapons, 
Burley received a bullet which broke his sword-arm. 

' May the hand be withered that shot the shot ! ' he exclaimed, 
as the sword which he was waving over his head fell powerless 
to his side. ' I can fight no longer.' * 

Then, turning his horse's head, he retreated out of the 
confusion. Morton also now saw that the continuing his 
unavailing efforts to rally the fliers could only end in his own 
death or captivity, and, followed by the faithful Cuddie, he 
extricated himself from the press, and, being well mounted, 
leaped his horse over one or two inclosures and got into the 
open country. 

From the first hill which they gained in their flight they 
looked back, and beheld the whole country covered with their 
fugitive companions, and with the pursuing dragoons, whose 
wild shouts and halloo, as they did execution on the groups 
whom they overtook, mingled with the groans and screams of 
their victims, rose shrilly up the hill. 

'It is impossible they can ever make head again,' said 
Morton. 

' The head's taen aff them, as clean as I wad bite- it aff a 
sybo ! ' rejoined Guddie. ' £h. Lord ! see how the broadswords 
are flashing 1 war's a fearsome thing. Theyll be cunning that 
catches me at this wark again. But, for God's sake, sir, let us 
mak for some strength ! ' 

* This incident, and Barley's exclamation, are taken fh>m the records. 
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Morton saw the necessity of following the advice of his 
trusty squire. They resumcKl a rapid pace, and continued it 
without intermission, directing their course towards the wild 
and mountainous country, where they thought it likely some 
part of the fugitives might draw together, for the sake either of 
making defence or of obtaining terms. 



CHAPTER XXXIII 

They require 
Of Heaven the hearts of lions, breath of tigers, 
Yea and the fierceness too. 

Fletcher. 

EvBNiNO had fallen; and for the last two hours they had 
seen none of their ill-fated companions, when Morton and his 
faithful attendant gained the moorland, and approached a large 
and solitary farmhouse, situated in the entrance of a wild glen, 
far remote from any other habitation. 

* Our horses,' said Morton, * will carry us no farther without 
rest or food, and we must try to obtain them here, if possible.' 

So speaking, he led the way to the house. The place had 
eveiy appearance of being inhabited. There was smoke issuing 
from the chimney in a considerable volume, and the marks of 
recent hoofs were visible around the door. They could even 
hear the murmuring of human voices within the house. But 
all the lower windows were closely secured; and when they 
knocked at the door no answer was returned. After vainly 
calling and entreating admittance, they withdrew to the stable 
or shed in order to accommodate their horses, ere they used 
farther means of gaining admission. In this place they found 
ten or twelve horses, whose state of fatigue, as well as the 
military yet disordered appearance of their saddles and 
accoutrements, plainly indicated that their owners were fugitive 
insurgents in their own circumstances. 

'This meeting bodes luck,' said Cuddie; 'and they hae 
walth o' beef, that's ae thing certain, for here's a raw hide that 
has been about the hurdles o' a stot not half an hour syne : it's 
warm yet.' 

Encouraged by these appearances, they returned again to 
the house, and, annoimcing themselves as men in the same pre- 
dicament with the inmates, clamoured loudly for admittance. 

* Whoever ye be,' answered a stem voice from the window, 
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after a long and obdurate silence, 'disturb not those who 
mourn for the desolation and captivity of the land, and search 
out the causes of wrath and of defection, that the stumbling- 
blocks may be removed over which we have stumbled.' 

* They are wild western Whigs,' said Cuddie, in a whisper to 
his master, ' I ken by their language. Fiend hae me, if I like 
to venture on them ! ' 

Morton, however, again called to the party within, and 
insisted on admittance; but, finding his entreaties still dis- 
regarded, he opened one of the lower windows, and pushing 
asunder the shutters, which were but slightly secured, stepped 
into the large kitchen from which the voice had issued. Cuddie 
followed him, muttering betwixt his teeth, as he put his head 
within the window, 'iWt he hoped there was nae scalding 
brose on the fire'; and master and servant both found 
themselves in the company of ten or twelve armed men, seated 
around the fire, on which refreshments were preparing, and 
busied apparently in their devotions. 

In the gloomy countenances, illuminated by the firelight, 
Morton had no difficulty in recognising several of those zealots 
who had most distinguished themselves by their intemperate 
opposition to all moderate measures, together with their 
noted pastor, the fanatical Ephraim Macbriar, and the maniac, 
Habakkuk Mucklewrath. The Cameronians neither stirred 
tongue nor hand to welcome their brethren in misfortune, but 
continued to listen to the low murmured exercise of Macbriar, 
as he prayed that the Almighty would lift up His hand from 
His people, and not make an end in the day of His anger. That 
they were conscious of the presence of the intruders only 
appeared from the sullen and indignant glances which they 
shot at them, from time to time, as their eyes encountered. 

Morton, finding into what unfriendly society he had unwit- 
tingly intruded, began to think of retreating ; but, on turning 
his head, observed with some alarm that two strong men had 
silently placed themselves beside the window through which 
they had entered. One of these ominous sentinels whispered 
to Cuddie, ' Son of that precious woman, Mause Headrigg, do 
not cast thy lot farther with this child of treachery and perdi- 
tion. Pass on thy way, and tarry not, for the avenger of blood 
is behind thee.' 

With this he pointed to the window, out of which Cuddie 
jumped without hesitation ; for the intimation he had received 
plainly implied the personal danger he would otherwise incur. 
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*Winnocks are no lucky wi' me,' was his first reflection 
when he was in the open air ; his next was upon the probable 
fate of his master. 'They'll kUl him, the murdering loons, 
and think they're doing a gude turn ! but I'se tak the back 
road for Hamilton, and see if I canna get some o' our ain folk 
to bring help in time of needcessity.' 

So saying, Cuddie hastened to the stable, and taking the 
best horse he could find instead of his own tured animal, he 
galloped off in the direction he proposed. 

The noise of his horse's tr^ alarmed for an instant the 
devotion of the fanatics. As it died in the distance, Macbriar 
brought his exercise to a conclusion, and his audience raised 
themselves from the stooping posture and louring, downward 
look with which they had listened to it, and all fixed their 
eyes sternly on Henry Mortx)u. 

* You bend strange countenances on me, gentlemen,' said he, 
addressing them. * I am totally ignorant in what manner I 
can have deserved them.' 

' Out upon thee ! out upon thee ! ' exclaimed Mucklewrath, 
starting up : ' the Word that thou hast spumed shall become a 
rock to crush and to bruise thee ; the spear which thou wouldst 
have broken shall pierce thy side ; we have prayed, and wrestled, 
and petitioned for an offering to atone the sins of the congrega- 
tion, and lo ! the very head of the offence is delivered into our 
hand. He hath burst in like a thief through the window ; he 
is a ram caught in the thicket, whose blood shall be a drink- 
offering to redeem vengeance hx>m the church, and the place 
shall from henceforth be called Jehovah-Jireh, for the sacrifice 
is provided. Up then, and bind the victim with cords to the 
horns of the altar ! ' 

There was a movement among the party ; and deeply did 
Morton regret at that moment the incautious haste with which 
he had ventured into their company. He was armed only with 
his sword, for he had left his pistols at the bow of his saddle ; 
and, as the Whigs were all provided with firearms, there was 
little or no chance of escaping from them by resistance. 

The interposition, however, of Macbriar protected him for the 
moment. ' Tarry yet a while, brethren ; let us not use the sword 
rashly, lest the load of innocent blood lie heavy on us. Come,' 
he said, addressing himself to Morton, 'we will reckon with 
thee ere we avenge the cause thou hast betrayed. Hast thou 
not,' he continued, ' made thy face as hard as flint against the 
truth in all the assemblies of the host ? ' 
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* He has — ^he has,' murmured the deep voices of the assistants. 
' He hath ever lurged peace with the Malignants,' said one. 

' And pleaded for the dark and dismal guilt of the Indul- 
gence,' said another. 

'Ajid would have surrendered the host into the hands of 
Monmouth,' echoed a third ; ' and was the first to desert the 
honest and manly Burlej, while he yet resisted at the pass. 
I saw him on the moor, with his horse bloody with spurring, 
long ere the firing had ceased at the bridge.' 

* Gentlemen,' said Morton, ' if you mean to bear me down 
by clamour, and take my life without hearing me, it is perhaps 
a thing in your power ; but you will sin before God and man 
by the commission of such a murder.' 

' I say, hear the youth,' said Macbriar ; ' for Heaven knows 
our bowels have yearned for him, that he might be brought to 
see the truth, and exert his gifts in its defence. But he is 
blinded by his carnal knowledge, and has spumed the light 
when it blazed before him.' 

Silence being obtained, Morton proceeded to assert the good 
faith which he had displayed in the treaty with Monmouth, 
and the active part he had borne in the subsequent action. 

' I may not, gentlemen,' he said, ' be fully able to go the 
lengths you desire, in assigning to those of my own religion 
the means of tyrannising over others ; but none shall go farther 
in asserting our own lawful freedom. And I must needs aver 
that, had others been of my mind in counsel, or disposed to 
stand by my side in battle, we should this evening, instead of 
being a defeated and discordant remnant, have Scathed our 
weapons in an useful and honourable peace, or brandished them 
triumphantly after a decisive victory.' 

' He hath spoken the word,' said one of the assembly ; * he 
hath avowed his carnal selfHseeking and Erastianism : let him 
die the death ! ' 

' Peace yet again,' said Macbriar, * for I will try him further. 
Was it not by thy means that the Malignant Evandale twice 
escaped from death and captivity ? Was it not through thee 
that Miles Bellenden and his garrison of cut-throats were saved 
from the edge of the sword ?' 

* I am proud to say that you have spoken the truth in both 
instances,' replied Morton. 

^ Lo ! you see,' said Macbriar, * again hath his mouth spoken 
it. And didst thou not do this for the sake of a Midianitish 
woman, one of the spawn of Prelacy, a toy with which the arch- 
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enemy's trap is baited ? Didst thou not do all this for the sake 
of Edith Bellenden?' 

* You are incapable,' answered Morton, boldly, * of appreciat- 
ing my feelings towards that young lady ; but all that I have 
done I would have done had she never existed.' 

' Thou art a hardy rebel to the truth,' said another dark- 
browed man ; ' and didst thou not so act that, by conveying 
away the aged woman, Margaret Bellenden, and her grand- 
daughter, thou mightest thwart the wise and godly project of 
John Balfour of Burley for bringing forth to battle Basil 
Olifant, who had agreed to take the field if he were ensured 
possession of these women's worldly endowments ? ' 

' I never heard of such a scheme,' said Morton, ' and there- 
fore I could not thwart it. But does your religion permit you 
to take such uncreditable and immoral modes of recruiting 1 ' 

'Peace,' said Macbriar, somewhat disconcerted; 4t is not 
for thee to instruct tender professors, or to construe Covenant 
obligations. For the rest, you have acknowledged enough of 
sin and sorrowful defection to draw down defeat on a host, 
were it as numerous as the sands on the sea-shore. And it is 
our judgment that we are not free to let you pass from us safe 
and in life, since Providence hath given you into oiu* hands at 
the moment that we prayed with godly Joshua, saying, " What 
shall we say when Israel tumeth their backs before their 
enemies ? " Then camest thou, delivered to us as it were by 
lot, that thou mightest sustain the punishment of one that 
hath wrought folly in Israel. Therefore, mark my words. 
This is the Sabbath, and our hand shall not be on thee to spill 
thy blood upon this day; but when the twelfth hour shall 
strike, it is a token that thy time on earth hath run ! Where- 
fore improve thy span, for it flitteth fast away. Seize on the 
prisoner, brethren, and take his weapon.' 

The command was so unexpectedly given, and so suddenly 
executed by those of the party who had gradually closed 
behind and aroimd Morton, that he was overpowered, disarmed, 
and a horse-girth passed round his arms before he could offer 
any effectual resistance. When this was accomplished, a dead 
and stem silence took place. The fanatics ranged themselves 
around a large oaken table, placing Morton amongst them 
bound and helpless, in such a manner as to be opposite to the 
clock which was to strike his knell. Food was placed before 
them, of which they offered their intended victim a share ; but, 
it will readily be believed, he had little appetite. When this 
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was removod, the party resumed their devotions. Macbriar, 

whose fierce zeal did not perhaps exclude some feelings of doubt 

and compunction, began to expostulate in prayer, as if to wring . 

from the Deity a si^oal that the bloody sacrifice they proposed 

was an acceptable service. The eyes and ears of his hearers 

were anxiously strained, as if to gain some sight or sound which 

might be converted or wrested into a type of approbation, 

and ever and anon dark looks were turned on the dial-plate of ; 

the timepiece, to watch its progress towards the moment of 

execution. 

Morton's eye frequently took the same course, with the sad 
reflection that there appeared no possibility of his life being 
expanded beyond the narrow segment which the index had yet 
to travel on the circle imtil it arrived at the fatal hour. Faith 
in his religion, with a constant unyielding principle of honour, 
and the sense of conscious innocence, enabled him to pass 
through this dreadful interval with less agitation than he him- 
self could have expected had the situation been prophesied to 
him. Yet there was a want of that eager and animating sense 
of right which supported him in similar circumstances, when in { 

the power of Claverhouse. Then he was conscious that amid 
the spectators were many who were lamenting his condition, 
and some who applauded his conduct. But now, among these 
pale-eyed and ferocious zealots, whose hardened brows were soon ! 

to be bent, not merely with indifference but with triumph, ! 

upon his execution, — without a friend to speak a kindly word, ' 

or give a look either of sympathy or encouragement, — awaiting 
till the sword destined to slay him crept out of the scabbard 
gradually, and as it were by straw-breadths, and condemned to 
drink the bitterness of death drop by drop — ^it is no wonder 
that his feelings were less composed than they had been oh any 
former occasion of danger. His destined executioners, as he 
gazed around them, seemed to alter their forms and features, 
like spectres in a feverish dream ; their figures became larger, 
and their faces more disturbed ; and, as an excited imagination 
predominated over the realities which his eyes received, he 
could have thought himself surroimded rather by a band of 
demons than of human beings ; the walls seemed to drop with 
blood, and the light tick of the clock thrilled on his ear with 
such loud, painful distinctness as if each sound were the prick 
of a bodkin inflicted on the naked nerve of the organ. 

It was with pain that he felt his mind wavering while on 
the brink between this and the future world. He made a 
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strong effort to compose himself to devotional exercises, and, 
unequal, during that fearful strife of nature, to arrange his 
own thoughts into suitable expressions, he had, instinctively, 
recourse to the petition for deliverance and for composure of 
spirit which is to be found in the Book of Common Prayer of 
the Church of England. Macbriar, whose family were of that 
persuasion, instantly recognised the words, which the unfor- 
tunate prisoner pronounced half aloud. 

'There lacked but this,' he said, his pale cheek kindling 
with resentment, ' to root out my carnal reluctance to see his 
blood spilt. He is a Prelatist, who has sought the camp under 
the disguise of an Erastian, and all, and more than all, that 
has been said of him must needs be verity. His blood be on 
his head, the deceiver ! let him go down to Tophet with the 
ill-mumbled mass which he calls a prayer-book in his right 
hand.' 

' I take up my song against him ! ' exclaimed the maniac. 
'As the Sim went back on the dial ten degrees for intimating 
the recoveiy of holy Hezekiah, so shall it now go forward, that 
the wicked may be taken away from among the people, and the 
Covenant established in its purity.' 

He sprang to a chair with an attitude of frenzy, in order to 
anticipate the fatal moment by putting the index forward ; and 
several of the party began to make ready their slaughter- 
weapons for immediate execution, when Mucklewrath's hand 
was arrested by one of his companions. 

'Hist 1' ho said; 'I hear a distant noise.' 

' It is the rushing of the brook over the pebbles,' said one. 

'It is the sough of the wind among the bracken,' said 
another. 

'It is the galloping of horse,' said Morton to himself, his 
sense of hearing rendered acute by the dreadful situation in 
which he stood. ' God grant they may come as my deliverers ! ' 

The noise approached rapidly, and became more and more 
distinct. 

' It is horse,' cried Macbriar. ' Look out and descry who 
they are.' 

' The enemy are upon us ! ' cried one who had opened the 
window in obedience to his order. 

A thick trampling and loud voices were heard immediately 
round the house. Some rose to resist, and some to escape ; the 
doors and windows were forced at once, and the red coats of the 
troopers appeared in the apartment. 

VI 20 
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* Have at the bloody rebels i Bemember Comet Grahame ! ' 
was shouted oa ereiy side. 

The lights were struck down, but the dubsoos ^are of the 
fire enabled them to contiiiue Uie fraj. Serend pistcd-shots 
were fired ; the Whig who stood next to Morton receiyed a shot 
as he was rising, stumbled against the prisoner, whom he bore 
down with his wei^it> and lay stretched above him a dying 
man. This accident probably saved Morton from the damage 
he might otherwise have received in so dose a struggle, where 
firearms were disdiarged and swofd-blows given for upwards 
of five minutes. 

'Is the prisoner salet' exclaimed the well-known voice of 
Claverhouse ; ' look about for him, and despatch the Whig dog 
who is groaning there.' 

Both orders were executed. The groans of the wounded 
man were silenced by a thrust with a rapier, and Morton, dis- 
encumbered of his weight, was speedily raised and in the arms 
of the faithful Cuddie, who blubbered for joy when he found 
that the blood with which his master was covered had not 
flowed from his own veins. A whisper in Morton's ear, while 
his trusty follower relieved him from his bonds, explained the 
secret of the very timely appearance of the soldiers.* 

' I fell into Claverhouse's party when I was seeking for some 
o' our ain folk to help ye out o* the hands of the Whigs, sae 
being atween the deil and the deep sea, I e'en thought it best 
to bring him on wi' me, for hell be wearied wi' felling folk the 
night, and the mom's a new day, and Lord Evandale awes ye 
a day in har'st ; and Monmouth gies quarter, the dragoons tell 
me, for the asking. Sae baud up your heart, an' I'se warrant 
we'll do a* weel eneugh yet' 

* See Horton*8 Captore and Release. Note 81. 



CHAPTER XXXIV 

Sound, sound the oUriont fill the ftfs ! 

To all the eeuAual world proclaim, 
One crowded hour of glorious life 

Is worth an age without a name. 

When the desperate affiray had oeased» dayerhomae comiDanded 
his soldiers to remove the dead bodies, to refresh themselves 
and their horses, and prepare for passing the night at the farm- 
house, and for marching early in the ensuing morning. He 
then turned his attention to Morton, and there was politeness, 
and even kindness, in the manner in which he addressed him. 

' You would have saved yourself risk from both sides, Mr. 
Morton, if you had honoured my counsel yesterday morning 
with some attention ; but I respect your motives. You are a 
prisoner-of-war at the disposal of the king and council, but 
you shall be treated with no incivility; and I will be satisfied 
with your parole that you will not attempt an escape.' 

Yfhen Morton had passed his word to that effect, Claver- 
house bowed civilly, and, turning away from him, called for 
his sergeant-major. 

' How many prisoners, HalUday, and how many killed t ' 

' Three killed in the house, sir, two cut down in the court, 
and one in the garden—^ in all ; four prisoners.' 

'Armed or unarmed t' said Claverhouse. 

'Three of them armed to the teeth,' answered Halliday; 
'one without arms, he seems to be a preacher.' 

'Ay, the trumpeter to the long-ear'd rout, I suppose,' replied 
Claverhouse, glancing slightly round upon his victims, ' I will 
talk with him to-morrow. Take the other three down to the 
yard, draw out two files, and fire upon them ; and, d'ye hear, 
make a memorandum in the orderly book of three rebels taken 
in arms and shot, with the date and name of the place— Drum- 
shinnel, I think, they call it. Look after the preacher till to- 
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morrow; as he was not armed, he must midergo a short 
examination; or better, perhaps, take him before the privy- 
comicil; I think they should relieve me of a share of this 
disgusting drudgery. Let Mr. Morton be civilly used, and see 
that the men look well after their horses ; and let my groom 
wash Wildblood's shoulder with some vinegar, the saddle has 
touched him a little.' 

All these various orders — ^for life and death, the securing 
of his prisoners, and the washing his charger's shoulder — were 
given in the same unmoved and equable voice, of which no 
accent or tone intimated that the speaker considered one 
direction as of more importance than another. 

The Cameronians, so lately about to be the willing agents of 
a bloody execution, were now themselves to undergo it. They 
seemed prepared aUke for either extremity, nor did any of them 
show the least sign of fear, when ordered to leave the room 
for the purpose of meeting instant death. Their severe 
enthusiasm sustained them in that dreadful moment, and they 
departed with a firm look and in silence, excepting that one of 
them, as he left the apartment, looked Claverhouse full in the 
face, and pronounced, with a stem and steady voice — * Mischief 
shall haunt the violent man ! ' to which Grahame only answered 
by a smile of contempt 

They had no sooner left the room than Claverhouse applied 
himself to some food, which one or two of his party had heustily 
provided, and invited Morton to follow his example, observing, 
it had been a busy day for them both. Morton declined eating ; 
for the sudden change of circumstances — ^the transition from 
the verge of the grave to a prospept of life — had occasioned a 
dizzy revulsion in his whole system. But the same confused 
sensation was accompanied by a burning thirsty and he expressed 
his wish to drink. 

'I will pledge you, with all my heart,' said Claverhouse; 
'for here is a black-jack full of fde, and good it must be, if 
there be good in the country, for the Whigs never miss to find 
it out. My service to you, Mr. Morton,' he said, filling one 
horn of ale for himself and handing another to his prisoner. 

Morton raised it to his head, and was just about to drink 
when the discharge of carabines beneath the window, followed 
by a deep and hollow groan, repeated twice or thrice, and more 
faint at each interval, announced the fate of the three men 
who had just left them. Morton shuddered and set down the 
untasted cup. 
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'You are but young in these matters, Mr. Morton,' said 
Claverhouse, after be bad very composedly finished bis draught; 
'and I do not think the worse of you as a young soldier for 
appearing to feel ihem acutely. But babit^ duty, and necessity 
reconcile men to everything.' 

' I trusty' said Morton, * they will never reconcile me to such 
scenes as these.' 

' You would hardly believe,' said Claverhouse in reply, ' that, 
in the beginning of my military career, I had as much aversion 
to seeing blood spilt as ever man felt ; it seemed to me to be 
wrung hx>m my own heart ; and yet^ if you trust one of those 
Whig fellows, he will tell you I drink a warm cup of it every 
morning before I breakfast* But in truth, Mr. Morton, why 
should we care so much for death, light upon us or around us 
whenever it may t Men die daily : not a bell tolls the hour 
but it is the death-note of some one or other ; and why hesitate 
to shorten the span of others, or take over-anxious care to 
prolong our own t It is all a lottery : when the hour of mid- 
night came, you were to die ; it has struck, you are alive and 
safe, and the lot has fallen on those f eUows who were to 
murder you. It is not the expiring pang that is worth 
thinking of in an event that must happen one day, and may 
befall us on any given moment; it is Uie memory which the 
soldier leaves behind him, like the long train of light that 
follows the sunken sun, that is all which b worth caring for, 
which distinguishes the death of the brave or the ignoble. 
When I think of death, Mr. Morton, as a thing worth thinking 
of, it is in the hope of pressing one day some well-fought and 
hard-won field of battle, and dying with the shout of victory in 
my ear ; thcU would be worth dying for, and more, it would be 
worth having lived for ! ' 

At the moment when Grahame delivered these sentiments, 
his eye glancing with the martial enthusiasm which formed 
such a prominent feature in his character, a gory figure, which 
seemed to rise out of the floor of the apartment, stood upright 
before him, and presented the wild person and hideous features 
of the maniac so often mentioned. His face, where it was not 
covered with blood-streaks, was ghastly pale, for the hand of 
death was on him. He bent upon Claverhouse eyes in which 
the grey light of insanity still twinkled, though just about to 

* The Author to unoertftiii whether this was ever said of OlaTerhoiise. Bat it was 
currently reported of Sir Robert Orleraon of Laes, another of the persecutors, that a 
cup of wine placed in his hand turned to clotted blood. 
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flit for ever, and exclaimed, with his usual wildness of ejacula- 
tion, 'Wilt thou tnist in thy bow and in thj spear, m thy 
steed and in thy banner! And shall not God Tisit thee for 
mnooent bloodf Wilt thou gloiy in thy wisdom, and in thy 
courage, and in thy might! And shall not the Lord judge 
thee f Behold the princes, for whom thou hast sold thy soul 
to the destroyer, shall be removed from their place, and 
banished to other lands, and their names shall be a desolation, 
and an astonishmwit, and a hissings and a curse. And thou, 
who hart partaken of the wine-cup of fuiy, and hast been 
drunken and mad becanse thereof, the wish of thy heart shall 
be granted to thy loss, and the hope of thine own pride shall 
destroy thee. I summon thee, John Grahame^ to appear before 
the tribunal of God, to answer for this innocent blood, and the 
seas beflddes whidi thou hast shed.' 

He drew his right band across his bleeding hu» and held it 
up to heaven as he uttered these words, which he spoke very 
loud, and then added more ftuntly, ' How long, Lord, holy and 
true, dost thou not judge and avenge the blood of thy saints ! ' 

As he uttered the last word he fell backwards without an 
att^npt to save himself, and was a dead man ere his head 
touched the floor. 

Morton was much shocked at this extraordinary scene, and 
the prophecy of the dying man, which tallied so strangely with 
the wish wluch Olaverhouse had just expressed ; and he often 
thought of it afterwards when that wish seemed to be accom- 
pUslMd. Two of the dragoons who were in the apartment, 
hardened as they were, and accustomed to such scenes, showed 
great consternation at the sudden apparition, the events and 
the words which preceded it. Olaverhouse alone was unmoved. 
At the first instant of Mucklewrath's appearance he had put 
his hand to his pistol, but^ on seeing the situation of the 
womided wretch, he immediately withdrew it> and listened with 
great composure to his d3nng exclamation. 

When he dropped, Olaverhouse asked in an unconcerned 
tone of voice—' How came the fellow here f Speak, you staring 
fod!' he added, addressing the nearest dragoon, 'imless you 
would have me think you such a poltroon as to fear a dying 
man.' 

The dragoon crossed himself, and replied with a faltering 
voice — 'That the dead fellow had escaped their notice when 
they removed the other bodies, as he chanced to have fallen 
where a cloak or two had been flung aside and covered him.' 
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' Take him away now, then, jou gaping idiot, and see that 
he does not bite jou, to put an old proverb to shame. This is 
a new incident, Mr. Morton, that dead men should rise and 
push us from our stools. I must see that my blackguards 
grind their swords sharper ; they used not to do their work so 
slovenly. But we have had a busy day ; they are tired, and 
their blades blunted with their bloody work; and I suppose 
you, Mr. Morton, as well as I, are well disposed for a few hours' 
repose.* 

So saying, he yawned, and taking a candle which a soldier 
had placed ready, saluted Morton courteously, and walked to the 
apartment which had been prepared for him. 

Morton was also accommoidated for the evening with a 
separate room. Being left alone, his first occupation was the 
returning thanks to Heaven for redeeming him hrom danger, 
even through the instrumentality of those who seemed his 
most dangerous enemies; he also prayed sincerely for the 
Divine assistance in guiding his course through times which 
held out so many dangers and so many errors. And having 
thus poured out his spirit in prayer before the Great Being who 
gave it, he betook himself to the repose which he so much 
required. 



CHAPTER XXXV 

The charge is prepared, the laivvers are met, 
The judges all ranged — ^a terrible show ! 

Beggar's Opera, 

So deep was the slumber which succeeded the agitation and 
embanussment of the preceding day, that Morton hardly knew 
where he was when it was broken by the tranip of horses, the 
hoarse voice of men, and the wild sound of the Uimipets blow- 
ing the reveille. The sergeant-major immediately afterwards 
came to summon him, which he did in a very respectful 
manner, saying the Greneral (for Claverhouse now held that 
rank) hoped for the pleasure of his company upon the road. 
In some situations an intimation is a command, and Morton 
considered that the present occasion was one of these. He 
waited upon Claverhouse as speedily as he could, found his own 
horse saddled for his use, and Cuddie in attendance. Both 
were deprived of their firearms, though they seemed, otherwise, 
rather to make part of the troop than of the prisoners ; and 
Morton was permitted to retain his swoixl, the wearing which 
was, in those days, the distinguishing mark of a gentleman. 
Claverhouse seemed also to take pleasure in riding beside him, 
in conversing with him, and in confounding his ideas when he 
attempted to appreciate his real character. The gentleness 
and urbanity of that officer's general manners, the high and 
chivalrous sentiments of militaiy devotion which he occa- 
sionally expressed, his deep and accurate insight into the 
human bosom, demanded at once the approbation and the 
wonder of those who conversed with him ; while, on the other 
hand, his cold indifference to military violence and cruelty 
seemed altogether inconsistent with the social, and even 
admirable, qualities which he displayed. Morton could not 
help in his heart contrasting him with Balfour of Burley ; and so 
deeply did the idea impress him, that he dropped a hint of it 
as they rode together at some distance from the troop. 
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* You are right,* said Olaverhouse, with a smile — * you are 
very right, we are both fanatics ; but there is some distinction 
between the fanaticism of honour and that of dark and sullen 
superstition.' 

' Yet you both shed blood without mercy or remorse,' said 
Morton, who could not suppress his feelings. 

' Surely,' said Claverhouse, with the same composure ; ' but 
of what kindt There is a difference, I trust, between the 
blood of learned and reverend prelates and scholars, of gallant 
soldiers and noble gentlemen, and the red puddle that stagnates 
in the veins of psalm-singing mechanics, crack-brained dema- 
gogues, and suUen boors; some distinction, in short, between 
spilling a flask of generous wine and dashing down a can full 
of base muddy ale f ' 

' Your distinction is too nice for my comprehension,' replied 
Morton. ' God gives every spark of life, that of the peasant 
as well as of the prince; and those who destroy His work 
recklessly or causelessly must answer in either case. What 
right, for example, have I to General Grahame's protection 
now more than when I first met him ! ' 

' And narrowly escaped the consequences, you would say f ' 
answered Claverhouse. ' Why, I will answer you frankly. Then 
I thought I had to do with the son of an old Roundheaded 
rebel, and the nephew of a sordid Presbyterian laird ; now I 
know your points better, and there is that about you which I 
respect in an enemy as much as I like in a friend. I have 
learned a good deal concerning you since our first meeting, and 
I trust that you have found that my construction of the in- 
formation has not been unfavourable to you.' 

*But yet,' said Morton 

'But yet,' interrupted Grahame, taking up the word, 'you 
would say you were the same when I first met you that you 
are now f True ; but then, how could I know that f though, 
by the by, even my reluctance to suspend your execution may 
show you how high your abilities stood in my estimation.' 

' Do you expect. General,' said Morton, ' that I ought to be 
particularly grateful for such a mark of your esteem f ' 

' Poh ! poh ! you are critical,' returned Claverhouse. ' I tell 
you I thought you a different sort of person. Did you ever 
read Froissart ? ' 

* No,' was Morton's answer. 

*I have half a mind,' said Claverhouse, 'to contrive you 
should have six months' imprisonment in order to procure you 
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that pleasure. Hb chapters inspire me with more enthusiasm 
than even poetry itself. And the noble cancHiy with what 
true chiyalroua feeling he confines his beautiful expressions of 
sorrow to the death of the gallant and high-bred knight^ of whcmi 
it was a pity to see the fall, such was his loyalty to his king, 
pure faith to his religion, hardihood towards his enemy, and 
fidelity to his lady-loTC 1 Ah, henedieiie { how he will mourn 
over the fall of such a pearl of knighthood, be it on the side 
he happens to favour or on the other! fiat, truly, for sweep- 
ing fnun the faoe of the earth some few hundreds of yiUain 
churls, who ure bom but to {^ough it» the hi^-bom and 
inquisitive historian has marvellous little sympathy ; as little^ 
or less, perhaps, than John Grahame of Glaverhonse.' 

'There is one ploughman in your possession. General, for 
whom,' said Morton, ' in despite of the contempt in which you 
hold a profession which some philosophers have considered 
as useful as that of a soldier, I would humbly request your 
favour.* 

'You mean,' said Glaverhouse, locking at a memorandum- 
book, 'one Hatherick — Hedderick^-or — or — Headrigg. Ay, 
Cuthbeii, or Ouddie Headrigg — here I have him. 0, never fear 
him, if he will be but tractable. The ladies of Tillietudlem 
made interest with me on his account some time ago. He is 
to marry their waiting-maid, I think. He will be allowed to 
slip off easy, unless his obstinacy spoils his good fortune.' 

' He has no ambiticm to be a martyr, I believe,' said Morton. 

* Tis the better for him,' said Glaverhouse. ' But, besides, 
although the fellow had more to answer for, I should stand his 
friend for the sake of the blundering gallantry which threw him 
into the midst of our ranks last night, when seeking assistance 
for you. I never desert any man who trusts me with such 
implicit confidence. But, to deal sincerely with you, he has 
been long in our eye. Here, Halliday ; bring me up the black 
book.' 

The sergeant, having conunitted to his oommander this 
ominous record of the disafifected, which was arranged in 
alphabetical order, Glaverhouse, turning over the leaves as he 
rode on, began to read names as they occurred. 

' Gumblegumption, a minister, aged 50, indulged, close, sly, 
and so forth — pooh! pooh! He — He — I have him here — 
Heathercat; outlawed — a preacher — ^a zealous Gameronian — 
keeps a conventicle among the Gampsie Hills — tush ! 0, here 
is Headrigg — Guthbert; his mother a bitter Puritan — himself 
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a simple fellow, like to be forward in action, but of no genius 
for plots, more for the hand than the hoftd, and might be 

drawn to the right side, but for his attachment to * Here 

Claverhouse looked at Morton, and then shut the book and 
changed his tone. ' Faithful and true are words never thrown 
away upon me, Mr. Morton. You may depend on the young 
man's safety.' 

'Does it not revolt a mind like yours,' said Morton, 'to 
follow a system which is to be supported by such minute 
inquiries after obscure individuals ! ' 

'You do not suppose we take the trouble t' said the General, 
haughtily. ' The curates, for their own sakes, willingly collect 
all these materials for l^eir own regulation in each parish; 
they know best the black sheep of the flock. I have had your 
picture for three years.' 

* Indeed ! ' replied Morton. * Will you favour me by impart- 
ing it 1 ' 

' Willingly,' said Claverhouse ; ' it can signify little, for you 
cannot avenge yoiu*8elf on the curate, as you will probably 
leave Scotland ior some time.' 

This was spoken in an indifferent tone. Morton felt an 
involuntary shudder at hearing words which implied a banish- 
ment from his native land ; but ere he answered, Claverhouse 
proceeded to read, ' Henry Morton, son of Silas Morton, colonel 
of horse for the Scottish Parliament, nephew and apparent 
heir of Morton of Milnwood ; imperfectly educated, but with 
spirit beyond his years ; excellent at all exercises ; indifferent 
to forms of religion, but seems to incline to the Presbyterian ; 
has high-flown and dangerous notions about liberty of thought 
and speech, and hovers between a latitudinarian and an en- 
thusiast. Much admired and followed by the youth of his own 
age; modest, quiet, and imassuming in manner, but in his 

heart peculiarly bold and intractable. He is Here follow 

three red crosses, Mr. Morton, which signify triply dangerous. 
You see how important a person you are. But what does this 
fellow want 1 ' 

A horseman rode up as he spoke, and gave a letter. Claver- 
house glanced it over, laughed scornfully, bade him tell his 
master to send his prisoners to Edinburgh, for there was no 
answer ; and, as the man turned back, said contemptuously to 
Morton — *Here is an ally of yours deserted from you, or 
rather, I should say, an ally of your good friend Barley. 
Hear how he sets forth: "Dear Sir** — I wonder when we 
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were such intimates — " may it please your Excellency to accept 
my bumble congratulations on the victory'' — bum — bum — 
« blessed bis Majesty's army. I pray yon to understand I 
have my people under aims to take and intercept all fugitiyes, 
and bave already several prisoners," and so fortb. Subscribed 
Basil Olifant. You know tbe feUow by name, I suppose f 

'A relative of Lady Margaret BeUenden,' replied Morton, 
'is be notf 

'Ay,' replied Grabame, 'and beir-male of ber father's family, 
tbougb a dbtant one, and moreover a suitor to tbe fair Editb, 
tbougb discarded as an imwortby one ; but, above all, a devoted 
admirer of tbe estate of Tillietudlem and all thereunto be- 
longing.' 

' He takes an ill mode of reconunending himself,' said Morton, 
suppressing bis feelings, 'to tbe family at Tillietudlem by cor- 
responding with our unhappy party.' 

' 0, this precious Basil will turn cat in pan with any man ! ' 
replied Claverhouse. ' He was displeased with tbe government 
b^use they would not overturn in bis favour a settlement of 
tbe late Earl of Torwood, by which his lordship gave bis own 
estate to bis own daughter; be was displeased with Lady 
Margaret because she avowed no desire for his alliance, and 
with the pretty Editb because she did not like bis tall ungainly 
person. So be held a dose correspondence with Burley, and 
raised his followers with the purpose of helping him, providing 
always he needed no help, that is, if you bad beat us yesterday. 
And now tbe rascal pretends he was all the while proposing tbe 
king's service, and, for aught I know, the coimcil will receive 
his pretext for current coin, for he knows bow to make friends 
among them; and a dozen scores of poor vagabond fanatics 
will be shot or banged, while this cunning scoundrel lies hid 
under the double doak of loyalty, well-lined with the fox-fur 
of hypocrisy.' 

With conversation on this and other matters they beguiled 
the way, Claverhouse all the while speaking with great 
frankness to Morton, and treating him rather as a friend and 
companion than as a prisoner; so that, however uncertain of 
his fate, the hours he passed in tbe company of this remark- 
able man were so much lightened by the varied play of bis 
imagination and tbe depth of bis knowledge of human nature, 
that, since tbe period of his becoming a prisoner of war, which 
relieved him at once from tbe cares of bis doubtful and 
dangerous station among tbe insurgents, and from the conse- 
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quences of their suspicious resentment, his hours flowed on less 
anxiously than at any time since his having commenced actor 
in public life. He was now, with respect to his fortune, like a 
rider who has flung his rems on the horse's neck, and, while he 
abandoned himself to circumstances, was at least relieved from 
the task of attempting to direct them. In this mood he 
journeyed on, the niunber of his companions being continually 
augmented by detached parties of horse who came in from 
every quarter of the country, bringing with them, for the most 
part, the imfortimate persons who had fallen into their power. 

At length they approached Edinburgh. 

'Our council,' said Claverhouse, * being resolved, I suppose, 
to testify by their present exultation the extent of their former 
terror, have decreed a kind of triimiphal entry to us victors 
and our captives ; but, as I do not quite approve the taste of it, 
I am willing to avoid my own part in the show, and at the 
same time to save you from yoturs.' 

So saying, he gave up the command of the forces to Allan 
(now a Heutenant-colonel), and, turning his horse into a bye- 
lane, rode into the city privately, accompanied by Morton and 
two or three servants. When Claverhouse arrived at the 
quarters which he usually occupied in the Canongate, he 
assigned to his prisoner a small apartment, with an intimation 
that his parole confined him to it for the present. 

After about a quarter of an hour spent in solitaiy musing 
on the strange vicissitudes of his late life, the attention of 
Morton was summoned to the window by a great noise in the 
street beneath. Trumpets, drums, and kettledrums contended 
in noise with the shouts of a nimierous rabble, and apprised 
him that the royal cavalry were passing in the triumphal 
attitude which Claverhouse had mentioned. The magistrates 
of the city, attended by their guard of halberds, had met the 
victors with their welcome at the gate of the city, and now 
preceded them as a part of the procession. The next object 
was two heads borne upon pikes ; and before each bloody head 
were carried the hands of the dismembered suflerers, which were, 
by the brutal mockery of those who bore them, often approadied 
towards each other as if in the attitude of exhortation or prayer. 
These bloody trophies belonged to two preachers who had fallen 
at Bothwell Bridge. After them came a cart led by the 
executioner's assistant, in which were placed Macbriar and 
other two prisoners, who seemed of the same profession. They 
were bareheaded and strongly bound, yet looked around them 
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with an air rather of triumph than dismay, and appeared in no 
respect moved either by the fate of their companions, of which 
the bloody evidences were carried before them, or by dread of 
their own approaching execution, which these prelinunaries so 
plainly indicated. 

Behind these prisoners, thus held up to public infamy and 
derision, came a body of horse, brandishing their broadswords, 
and filling the wide street with acclamaticms, which were 
answered by the timiultuous outcries and shouts of the rabble, 
who, in every considerable town, are too happy in being 
permitted to huzza for anytiiing whatever which calls them 
together. In the rear of these troopers came the main body of 
the prisoners, at the head of whom were some of their leaders, 
who were treated with every circumstance of inventive mockery 
and insult. Several were placed on horseback with their faces 
to the animal's tail ; others were chained to long bars of iron, 
which they were obliged to support in their hands, like the 
galleynslaves in Spain when travelling to the port where they 
are to be put on shipboard. The heads of others who had fallen 
were borne in triumph before the survivors, some on pikes and 
halberds, some in sacks, bearing the names of the slaughtered 
persons labelled on the outside. Such were the objects who 
headed the ghastly procession, who seemed as c^ectually 
doomed to death as if they wore the aanbmitos of the con- 
donned heretics in an auto-dorfe,* 

Behind them came on the nameless crowd to the number 
of several hundreds, some retaining imder their misfortunes 
a sense of confidence in the cause for which they sufifered 
captivity, and were about to give a still more bloody testimony ; 
others seemed pale, dispirited, dejected, questioning in their 
own minds their prudence in espousing a cause wluch Provi- 
dence seemed to have disowned, and looking about for some 
avenue through which they might escape from the consequences 
of their rashness. Others there were who seemed incapable of 
forming an opinion on the subject^ or of entertaining either 
hope, confidence, or fear, but who, foaming with thirst and 
fatigue, stumbled along like over^lriven oxen, lost to everything 
but their present sense of wretchedness, and without having 
any distinct idea whether they were led to the shambles or to 
the pasture. These imfortunate men were guarded on each 
hand by troopers, and behind them came the main body of the 
cavalry, whose military music resounded back from the high 

* See FziBoners' Procesi&oB. Note 88. 
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houses on each side of the street, and mmgled with their own 
songs of jubilee and triumph, and the wild ^outs of the rabble. 

Morton felt himself heart-sick while he gazed on the dismal 
spectacle, and recognised in the bloody heads, and still more 
miserable and agonised features of the liying sufferers, faces 
which had been familiar to him during the brief insurrection. 
He sunk down in a chair in a bewildered and stupified state, 
from which he was awakened by the voice of Cuddie. 

* Lord f orgie us, sir ! ' said the poor fellow, his teeth chatter- 
ing like a pair of nut-crackers, his hair erect like boar's bristles, 
and his face as pale as that of a corpse — * Lord forgie us, sir ! 
we maun instantly gang before the ooimcil! Lord, what 
made them send for a puir body like me, sae mony braw lords 
and gentles ! And there's my mither come on the lang tramp 
f rae Glasgow to see to gar me testify, as she ca's it^ that is to 
say, confess and be hanged ; but deil tak me if they mak sic a 
guse o' Cuddie, if I can do better. But here's Claverhouse 
himsell — ^the Lord preserve and foigie us, I say anes mair ! ' 

'You must immediately attend the council, Mr. Morton,' 
said Claverhouse, who entered while Cuddie spoke, * and your 
servant must go with you. You need be under no apprehension 
for the consequences to yourself personally. But I warn you 
that you will see something that will give you much pain, and 
from which I would willingly have sav^ you, if I had possessed 
the power. My carriage waits us ; shall we go t ' 

It will be readily supposed that Morton did not venture to 
dispute this invitation, however unpleasant. He rose and accom- 
panied Claverhouse. 

' I must apprise you,' said the latter, as he led the way down- 
stairs, ' that you wUl get off cheap ; and so will your servant, 
provided he can keep his tongue quiet.' 

Cuddie caught these last words to his exceeding joy. 

'Deil a fear o' me,' said he, 'an my mither disna pit her 
finger in the pie.' 

At that moment his shoulder was seized by old Mause, who 
had contrived to thrust herself forward into the lobby of the 
apartment. 

' 0, hinny, hinny ! ' said she to Cuddie, hanging upon his 
neck, ' glad and proud, and sorry and humbled am I, a' in ane 
and the same instant, to see my bairn ganging to testify for the 
truth gloriously with his mouth in coimcil, as he did with his 
weapon in the field ! ' 

< Whisht, whisht, mither ! ' cried Cuddie, impatiently. ' Odd, 
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ye daft wife, is this a time to speak o' thae things f I tell 
ye I'll testify naething either ae gate or another. I hae 
spoken to Mr. Poundtext, and 111 tak the declaration, or 
whatever they ca' it, and we're a' to win free off if we do that. 
He's gotten life for himsell and a' Ids folk, and that's a minister 
for my siller ; I like nane o' your sermons that end in a psalm 
at the Grassmarket.' 

'0, Caddie, man, laith wad I be they sold hurt ye,' said 
old Mause, divided grievously between the safety of her son's 
soul and that of his body ; ' but mind, my bonny bairn, ye hae 
battled for the faith, and dinna let the dread o' losing creature 
comforts withdraw ye frae the gude fight.' 

' Hout tout, mither,' replied Cuddie, ' I hae fought e'en ower 
muckle already, and, to speak plain, I'm wearied o' the trade. 
I hae swaggered wi' a' thae arms, and muskets, and pistols, 
buff-coats, and bandoliers, lang eneugh, and I like the pleugh- 
paidle a hantle better. I ken naething sidd gar a man fight 
— that's to say, when he's no angry — bye and out-taken the 
dread o' being hanged or killed if he turns back.' 

'But, my dear Cuddle,' continued the persevering Mause, 
'your bridal garment! Oh, hinny, dinna sully the marriage 
garment 1 ' 

' Awa, awa, mither,' replied Cuddie ; ' dinna ye see the folks 
waiting for me f Never fear me ; I ken how to turn this far 
better than ye do ; for ye're bleezing awa about marriage, and 
the job is how we are to win bye hanging.' 

So saying, he extricated himiself out of his mother's embraces, 
and requested the soldiers who took him in charge to conduct 
him to the place of examination without delay. He had been 
already preceded by Claverhouse and Morton. 



CHAPTER XXXVI 

My native land, good night ! 

Lord Btbon. 

Thb privy coimcil of Scotland, in whom the practice since 
the union of the crowns vested great judicial powers, as well 
as the general superintendence of the 'executive department, 
was met in the ancient dark Grothic room adjoining to the 
House of Parliament in Edinburgh, when General Grahame 
entered and took his place amongst the members at the council 
table. 

'You have brought us a leash of game to-day, General,' 
said a nobleman of high place amongst them. 'Here is a 
craven to confess, a cock of the game to stand at bay, and 
what shall I call the third. General ? ' 

'Without further metaphor, I will entreat your Grace to 
caU him a person in whom I am specially interested,' replied 
Claverhouse. 

' And a Whig into the bargain ? ' said the nobleman, lolling 
out a tongue which was at idl times too big for his mouth, 
and accommodating his coarse features to a sneer, to which 
they seemed to be familiar. 

' Yes, please your Grace, a Whig, as yo\ir Grace was in 1641,' 
replied Claverhouse, with his usual appearance of imperturbable 
civility. 

'He has you there, I think, my Lord Duke,' said one of 
the privy councillors. 

'Ay, ay,' returned the Duke, laughing, 'there's no speaking 
to him since Drumclog ; but come, bring in the prisoners ; 
and do you, Mr. Clerk, r^id the record.' 

The derk read forth a bond, in which General Grahame of 
Claverhouse and Lord Evandale entered themselves securities 
that Henry Morton, younger of Milnwood, should go abroad 
and remain in foreign parts imtil his Majesty's pleasiire was 

VI 21 
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further known, in respect of the said Heniy Morton's accession 
to the late rebellion, and that under penalty of life and limb 
to the said Henry Morton, and of ten thousand merks to each 
of his securities. 

' Do you accept of the king's mercy upon these terms, Mr. 
Morton r said the Duke of Lauderdale, who presided in the 
coimcil. 

* I have no other choice, my lord,' replied Morton. 

* Then subscribe your name in the record.' 

Morton did so without reply, conscious that, in the circum- 
stances of his case, it was impossible for him to have escaped 
more easily. Macbriar, who was at the same instant brought 
to the foot of the council table, bound upon a chair, for his 
weakness prevented him from standing, beheld Morton in the 
act of what he accotmted apostasy. 

' He hath simmied his defection by owning the carnal power 
of the tyrant ! ' he exclaimed, with a deep groan. ' A fallen star ! 
a fallen star 1 ' 

* Hold your peace, sir,' said the Duke, * and keep your ain 
breath to cool your ain porridge ; yell find them scalding hot, 
I promise you. Call in the other fellow, who has some common 
sense. One sheep will leap the ditch when another goes first.' 

Cuddie was introduced unboimd, but under the guard of 
two halberdiers, and placed beside Macbriar at the foot of the 
table. The poor fellow cast a piteous look around him, in 
which were mingled awe for the great men in whose presence 
he stood, and compassion for his fellow-sufierers, with no small 
fear of the personal consequences which impended over himself. 
He made his clownish obeisances with a double portion of rever- 
ence, and then awaited the opening of the awful scene. 

' Were you at the battle of Bothwell Brig ? ' was the first 
question which was thimdered in his ears. 

Cuddie meditated a denial, but had sense enough, upon 
reflection, to discover that the truth would be too strong for 
him; so he replied, with true Caledonian indirectness of re- 
sponse, ' I'll no say but it may be possible that I might hae 
been there.' 

'Answer directly, you knave — ^yes or no? You know you 
were there.' 

* It's no for me to contradict your Lordship's Grace's honour,' 
said Cuddie. 

* Once more, sir, were you there 1 — ^yes or no ? ' said the Duke, 
impatiently. 
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' Dear stir/ again replied Cuddie, ' how can ane mind pre- 
ceeeely where they hae been a' the days o* their life ? ' 

'Speak out> you scoundrel,' said General Dalzell,* *or 111 
dash yo\ir teeth out with my dudgeon-haft ! Do you think we 
can stand here all day to be turning and dodging with you, 
like greyhounds after a hare f ' 

' Aweel, then,' said Cuddle, * since naething else will please 
ye, write down that I cannot deny but I was there.' 

'Well, sir,' said the Duke, 'and do you think that the 
rising upon that occasion was rebellion or not 1 ' 

' I'm no just free to gie my opinion, stir,' said the cautious 
captive, ' on what might cost my neck ; but I doubt it will be 
very little better.' 

' Better than what r 

' Just than rebellion, as yo\ir honour ca's it,' replied Cuddie. 

' Well, sir, that's speaking to the purpose,' replied his Grace. 
' And are you content to accept of the king's pardon for your 
guilt as a rebel, and to keep the church, and pray for the 
kmgr 

'Blythely, stir,' answered the imscrupulous Cuddie; 'and 
drink his hesdth into the bargain when the ale's gude.' 

'Egad,' said the Duke, 'this is a hearty cock. What 
brought you into such a scrape, mine honest friend ? ' 

' Just 01 example, stir,' replied the prisoner, ' and a daft auld 
jaud of a mither, wi' reverence to your Grace's honour.* 

* Why, God-a-mercy, my friend,' replied the Duke, ' take care 
of bad advice another time; I think you are not likely to 
conmiit treason on your own score. Make out his free pardon, 
and bring forward the rogue in the chair.' 

Macbriar was then moved forward to the post of ex- 
amination. 

' Were you at the battle of Bothwell Bridge ? ' was, in like 
manner, demanded of him. 

' I was,' answered the prisoner, in a bold and resolute tone. 

' Were you armed t ' 

' I was not : I went in my calling as a preacher of God's 
Word, to encourage them that drew the swoid in His cause.' 

' In other words, to aid and abet the rebels V said the Duke. 

* Thou hast spoken it,' replied the prisoner. 

' Well, then,' continu^ the interrogator, ' let us know if you 
saw John Balfoxir of Burley among the party t I presume you 
know him f ' 

• See DalseU'f BrataUty, Note 88. 
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' I bless God that I do know him,' replied Macbriar ; ' he is 
a zealous and a sincere Christian/ 

' And when and where did you last see this pious personage t ' 
was the query which immediately followed. 

' I am here to answer for myself/ said Macbriar, in the same 
dauntless manner, ' and not to endanger others.' 

* We shall know/ said Dalzell, * how to make you find your 
tongue/ 

'If you can make him fancy himself in a conventicle,' 
answered Lauderdale, * he will find it without you. Ck)me, 
laddie, speak while the play is good ; you're too young to bear 
the burden will be laid on you else.' 

'I defy you,' retorted Macbriar. 'This has not been the 
first of my imprisonments or of my sufferings ; and, young as 
I may be, I have lived long enough to know how to die when 
I am called upon.' 

'Ay, but there are some things which must go before an 
easy death, if you continue obstinate,' said Lauderdale, and 
rung a small sUver bell which was placed before him on the 
table. 

A dark crimson curtain, which covered a sort of niche or 
Gothic recess in the wall, rose at the signal, and displayed the 
public executioner, a tall, grim, and hideous man, having an 
oaken table before him, on which lay th\mib- screws, and an 
iron case, called the Scottish boot, used in those tyrannical days 
to torture accused persons. Morton, who was imprepared for 
this ghastly apparition, started when the curtain arose; but 
Macbriar's nerves were more firm. He gazed upon the horrible 
apparatiis with much composure; and if a touch of nature 
called the blood from his cheek for a second, resolution sent it 
Imck to his brow with greater energy. 

' Do you know who that man is ? ' said Lauderdale, in a low, 
stem voice, almost sinking into a whisper. 

'He is, I suppose,' replied Macbriar, 'the infamous execu- 
tioner of your bloodthirsty commands upon the persons of 
God's people. He and you are equally beneath my regard ; 
and, I bless God, I no more fear what he can inflict than what 
you can command. Flesh and blood may shrink imder the 
sufferings you can doom me to, and poor fmil nature may shed 
tears, or send forth cries ; but I trust my soul is anchored 
firmly on the rock of ages.' 

'Do your duty,* said the Duke to the executioner. 

The fellow advanced, and asked, with a harsh and discordant 
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Yoioe, upon which of the prisoner's limbs he should first employ 
his engine. 

' Let him choose for himself/ said the Duke ; ' I should like 
to oblige him in anything that is reasonable.' 

' Since you leave it to me,' said the prisoner, stretching forth 
his right leg, ' take the best ; I willingly bestow it in the cause 
for which I sufier.'* 

The executioner, with the help of his assistants, inclosed the 
leg and knee within the tight iron boot or case, and then 
placing a wedge of the same metal between the knee and the 
edge of the machine, took a mallet in his hand, and stood , 
waiting for farther orders. A well-dressed man, by profession 
a surgeon, placed himself by the other side of the prisoner's 
chair, bared the prisoner's arm, and applied his thumb to the 
pulse in order to regulate the torture according to the strength 
of the patient. When these preparations were made, the 
president of the coimcil repeated with the same stem voice the 
question, ' When and where did you laat see John Balfour of 
Burley?' 

The prisoner, instead of replying to him, turned his eyes to 
Heaven as if imploring Divine strength, and muttered a few 
words, of which the last were distinctly audible, * Thou hast said 
Thy people shall be willing in the day of Thy power ! ' 

The Duke of Lauderdale glanced his eye around the council 
as if to collect their sufirages, and, judging from their mute 
signs, gave on his own part a nod to the executioner, whose 
mallet instantly descended on the wedge, and, forcing it 
between the knee and the iron boot, occasioned the most 
exquisite pain, as was evident from the flush which instantly 
took place on the brow and on the cheeks of the sufferer. The 
fellow then again raised his weapon and stood prepared to give 
a second blow. 

* Will you yet say,' repeated the Duke of Lauderdale, * where 
and when you last parted from Balfour of Burley ? ' 

* You have my answer,' said the sufferer resolutely, and the 
second blow fell. The third and fourth succeeded ; but at the 
fifth, when a larger wedge had been introduced, the prisoner 
set up a scream of agony. 

Morton, whose blood boiled within him at witnessing such 
cruelty, could bear no longer, and, although unarmed and 
himself in great danger, was springing forwaid, when Claver- 

* This was the reply actually nutde tor James Mitchell when snl^ected to the 
torture of the boot for aiMtttempt to asaassuiate Archbishop Sharp. 
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house, who observed his emotion, withheld him by force, laying 
one hand on his arm and the other on his mouth, while he 
whispered, * For God's sake, think where you are 1 ' 

This movement^ fortunately for him, was observed by no 
other of the councillors, whose attention was engaged with the 
dreadful scene before them. 

' ' He is gone,' said the surgeon — ' he has fainted, my lords, 
and human nature can endure no more/ 

' Release him,' said the Duke ; and added, turning to Dalzell, 
* He will make an old proverb good^ for hell scarce ride to-day, 
though he has had his boots on. I suppose we must finish with 
himr 

'Ay, despatch his sentence and have done with him; we 
have plenty of drudgery behind.* 

Strong waters and essences were busily employed to recall 
the senses of the unfortunate captive ; and when his first faint 
gasps intimated a return of sensation, the Duke pronounced 
sentence of death upon him, as a traitor taken in the act of 
open rebellion, and adjudged him to be carried from the bar to 
the common place of execution, and there hanged by the neck ; 
his head and hands to be stricken off after death, and disposed 
of according to the pleasure of the council,* and all and sundry 
his movable goods and gear escheat and inbrought to his 
Majesty's use. 

'Doomster,' he continued, 'repeat the sentence to the 
prisoner.' 

The office of doomster was in those days, and till a much 
later period, held by the executioner in commendcun with his 
ordinary functions.! The duty consisted in reciting to the 
unhappy criminal the sentence of the law as pronoimced by 
the judge, which acquired an additional and horrid emphasis 
from the recollection that the hateful personage by whom it 
was uttered was to be the agent of the cruelties he denounced. 
Macbriar had scarce understood the purport of the words as 
first pronounced by the Lord President of the Council ; but he 
was sufficiently recovered to listen and to reply to the sentence 
when uttered by the harsh and odious voice of the ruffian who 
was to execute it> and at the last awful words, 'And this I 
pronounce for doom,' he answered boldly, * My lords, I thank 
you for the only favour I looked for, or would accept at your 
hands, namely, that you have sent the crushed and maimed 

• * S«e Heftds of the Executed. Note 84. 

t See a note on the subject of this ofllce in the Htari qf Midlothian. 



OLD MORTALITY 827 

carcass, which has this day sustained your cruelty, to this 
hasty end. It were indeed little to me whether I perish on 
the gallows or in the prison-house; but if death, following 
close on what I have this day suffered, had found me in my cell 
of darkness and bondage, many might have lost the sight how 
a Christian man can suffer in the good cause. For the rest, 
I forgive you, my lords, for what you have appointed and I 
have sustained. And why should I not ? Ye send me to a 
happy exchange, to the company of angels and the spirits of 
the just for that of frail dust and ashes. Ye send me from 
darkness into day, from mortality to immortality, and, in a 
word, from earth to heaven ! If the thanks, therefore, and 
pardon of a dying man can do you good, take them at my 
hand, and may your last moments be as happy as mine ! ' 

As he spoke thus, with a coimtenance radiant with joy and 
triumph, he was withdrawn by those who had brought him into 
the apartment^ and executed within half an hour, dying with 
the same enthusiastic firmness which his whole life had evinced. 

The coimcil broke up, and Morton found himself again in 
the carriage with General Grahame. 

'Marvellous firmness and gallantry 1' said Morton, as he 
reflected upon Macbriar's conduct ; * what a pity it is that with 
such self-devotion and heroism should have been mingled the 
fiercer features of his sect ! * 

*You mean,' said Claverhouse, 'his resolution to condemn 
you to death ? To that he would have reconciled himself by a 
single text; for example, "And Phinehas arose and executed 
judgment," or something to the same purpose. But wot ye 
where you are now boimd, Mr. Morton ? ' 

* We are on the road to Leith, I observe,' answered Morton. 
*Can I not be permitted to see my friends ere I leave my 
native land ? ' 

'Your uncle,' replied Grahame, 'has been spoken to, and 
declines visiting you. The good gentleman is terrified, and 
not without some reason, that the crime of your treason may 
extend itself over his lands and tenements ; he sends you, how- 
ever, his blessing, and a small sum of money. Lord Evandale 
continues extremely indisposed. Major Bellenden is at Tillie- 
tudlem putting matters in order. The scoimdrels have made 
great havoc there with Lady Margaret's muniments of antiquity, 
and have desecrated and destroyed what the good lady called 
the Throne of his most Sacred Majesty. Is there any one else 
whom you would wish to see 1 ' 



828 WAVERLEY NOVELS 

Morton sighed deeply as he answered, ' No ; it would avail 
nothing. But my preparations — small as they are, some must 
be necessary.' 

'They are all ready for you,' said the General. 'Lord 
Evandale has anticipated all you wish. Here is a packet from 
liim with letters of recommendation for the court of the Stadt- 
holder Prince of Orange, to which I have added one or two. I 
made my first campaigns under him, and first saw fire at the 
battle of Senefif.* There are also bills of exchange for your 
immediate wants, and more will be sent when you require it.' 

Morton heard all this and receiyed the parcel with an 
astounded and confused look, so sadden was the execution of 
the sentence of banishment. 

* And my servant ? ' he said. 

' He shall be taken care of, and replaced, if it be practicable, 
in the service of Lady Margaret Bellenden; I think he will 
hardly neglect the parade of the feudal retainers, or go a- 
Whigging a second time. But here we are upon the quay, 
and l£e boat waits you.' 

It was even as Claverhouse said. A boat waited for Captain 
Morton, with the trunks and baggage belonging to his rank. 
Claverhouse shook him by the hand, and wished him good 
fortune, and a happy return to Scotland in quieter times. 

*I shall never forget,' he said, *the gallantry of your 
behaviour to my friend Evandale, in circumstances when many 
men would have sought to rid him out of their way.' 

Another friendly pressure, and they parted. As Morton 
descended the pier to get into the boat> a hand placed in his a 
letter folded up in very small space. He looked roimd. The 
person who gave it seemed much muffled up ; he pressed his 
finger upon his lip, and then disappeared among the crowd. 
The incident awakened Morton's ciiriosity ; and when he found 
himself on board of a vessel bound for Rotterdam, and saw 
all his companions of the voyage busy making their own 
arrangements, he took an opportunity to open the billet thus 
mysteriously thrust upon him. It ran thus : — * Thy courage 
on the fatal day when Israel fled before his enemies hath in 
some measure atoned for thy unhappy owning of the Erastian 
interest. These are not days for Ephraim to strive with Israel. 
I know thy heart is with the daughter of the stranger. But 
turn from that folly ; for in exile, and in flight, and even in 

* Augost 167^ Olaverhoiue greatly distingaished himself in this ftction, and was 
made captain. 
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death itself, shall my hand be heavy against that bloody and 
Malignant house, and Providence hath given me the means of 
meting unto them with their own measure of ruin and con- 
fiscation. The resistance of their stronghold was the main 
cause of our being scattered at Bothwell Bridge, and I have 
bound it upon my soul to visit it upon them. Wherefore, 
think of her no more, but join with our brethren in banishment, 
whose hearts are still towards this miserable land to save and 
to relieve her. There is an honest remnant in Holland whose 
eyes are looking out for deliverance. Join thyself unto them 
like the true son of the stout and worthy Silas Morton, and 
thou wilt have good acceptance among them for his sake and 
for thine own working. Shouldst thou be found worthy again 
to labour in the vineyard, thou wilt at all times hear of my in- 
comings and outgoing by inqairing after Quintin MackeU of 
Irongray, at the house of that singular Christian woman, Bessie 
Maclure, near to the place called the Howff, where Niel Blane 
entertaineth guests. So much from him who hopes to hear 
again from thee in brotherhood, resisting unto blood, and 
strivmg against sin. Meanwhile, possess thyself m patience. 
Keep thy sword girded, and thy lamp burning, as one that 
wakes in the night ; for He who shall judge the Mount of Esau, 
and shall make false professors as straw and Malignants as 
stubble, will come in the fourth watch with garments dyed in 
blood, and the house of Jacob shall be for spoil, and the house 
of Joseph for fire. I am he that hath written it, whose hand 
hath been on the mighty in the waste field.' 

This extraordinary letter was subscribed J. B. of B. ; but the 
signature of these initials was not necessary for pointing out to 
Morton that it could come from no other than Burley. It 
gave him new occasion to admire the indomitable spirit of this 
man, who, with art equal to his courage and obstinacy, was 
even now endeavouring to re-establish the web of conspiracy 
which had been so lately torn to pieces. But he felt no sort of 
desire in the present moment to sustain a correspondence 
which must be perilous, or to renew an association which, in 
so many ways, had been nearly fatal to him. The threats 
which Biu'ley held out against the family of Bellenden, he 
considered as a mere expression of his spleen on account of 
their defence of Tillietudlem ; and nothing seemed less likely 
than that> at the very moment of their party being victorious, 
their fugitive and distressed adversary could exercise the least 
influence over their fortunes. 
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Morton, however, hesitated for an instant whether he 
should not send the Major or Lord Evandale intimation of 
Barley's threats. Upon consideration, he thought he could 
not do so without betraying his confidential correspondence; 
for to warn them of his menaces would have served little 
purpose, unless he had given them a clue to prevent them, by 
apprehending his person; while, by doing so, he deemed he 
should commit an ungenerous breach of trust to remedy an 
evil which seemed almost imaginary. Upon mature considera- 
tion, therefore, he tore the letter, having first made a memor- 
andum of the name and place where the writer was to be heard 
of, and threw the fragments into the sea. 

Wliile Morton was thus employed the vessel was unmoored, 
and the white sails swelled out before a favourable north-west 
wind. The ship leaned her side to the gale, and went roaring 
through the waves, leaving a long and rippling furrow to track 
her course. The city and port from which he had sailed 
became undistingmshable in the distance ; the hills by which 
they were surrounded melted finally into the blue sky, and 
Morton was separated for several years from the land of his 
nativity. 



CHAPTER XXXVII 

Whom does time gallop withal ? 

A8 You Like It, 

It is fortunate for tale-teUers that thej are not tied down 
like theatrical writers to the unities of time and place, but 
may conduct their personages to Athens and Thebes at their 
pleasure, and bring them back at their conyenience. Time, 
to use Rosalind's simile, has hitherto paced with the hero of 
our tale ; for, betwixt Morton's first appearance as a competitor 
for the popinjay and his final departure for Holland hardly 
two months elapsed. Years, however, glided away ere we find 
it possible to resume the thread of our narrative, and Time 
must be held to have galloped over the interval. Craving, 
therefore, the privilege of my cast, I entreat the reader's 
attention to the continuation of the narrative, as it starts from 
a new era, being the year immediately subsequent to the British 
Revolution. 

Scotland had just begun to repose from the convulsion 
occasioned by a change of dynasty, and, through the prudent 
tolerance of King WUliam, had narrowly escaped the horrors 
of a protracted civil war. Agriculture began to revive ; and 
men, whose minds had been disturbed by die violent political 
concussions and the general change of government in church 
and state, had begun to recover their ordinary temper, and to 
give the usual attention to their own private afiOurs in lieu of 
discussing those of the public. The Highlanders alone resisted 
the newly-established order of things, and were in arms in a 
considerable body under the Viscount of Dundee, whom our 
readers have hitherto known by the name of Grahame of 
Claverhouse. But the usual state of the Highlands was so 
unruly that their being more or less disturbed was not sup- 
posed greatly to affect the general tranquillity of the country, 
so long as their disorders were confined within their own 
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frontiers. In the Lowlands, the Jacobites, now the undermost 
party, had ceased to expect any immediate advantage by open 
resistance, and were, in their turn, driven to hold private 
meetings and form associations for mutual^defence, which the 
government termed treason, while they cried out persecution. 

The triumphant Whigs, while they re-established Presbytery 
as the national religion, and assigned to the General Assemblies 
of the Kirk their natural influence, were very far from going 
the lengths which the Cameronians and more extravagant 
portion of the Nonconformists under Charles and James, loudly 
demanded. They would listen to no proposal for re-establishing 
the Solemn League and Covenant ; and those who had expected 
to find in King William a zealous covenanted monarch were 
grievously disappointed when he intimated, with the phlegm 
peculiar to his country, his intention to tolerate all forms of 
religion which were consistent with the safety of the state. 
The principles of indulgence thus espoused and gloried in by 
the government gave great offence to the more violent party, 
who condemned them as diametrically contrary to Scripture ; 
for which narrow-spirited doctrine they cited various texts, all, 
as it may well be supposed, detached from their context, and 
most of them derived from the charges given to the Jews in 
the Old Testament dispensation to extirpate idolaters out of 
the promised land. They also murmured highly against the 
influence assumed by secular persons in exercising the rights 
of patronage, which they termed a rape upon the chastity of 
the church. They censured and condemned as Erastian many 
of the measures by which government after the Revolution 
showed an inclination to interfere with the management of 
the church, and they positively refused to take the oath of 
allegiance to King William and Queen Mary until they should, 
on their part, have sworn to the Solemn League and Covenant 
— ^the Magna Charta, as they termed it — of the Presbyterian 
Church. 

This party, therefore, remauied grumbling and dissatisfied, 
and made repeated declarations against defections and causes 
of wrath, which, had they been prosecuted as in the two former 
reigns, would have led to the same consequence of open re- 
bellion. But as the murmurers were allowed to hold their 
meetings iminterrupted, and to testify as much as they pleased 
against Socinianism, Erastianism, and all the complitmces and 
defections of the time, their zeal, unfanned by persecution, died 
gradually away, their numbers became dinunished, and they 
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sunk into the scattered remnant of serious, scrupulous, and 
harmless enthusiasts of whom Old Mortality, whose legends 
have afforded the groundwork of my tale, may be taken as 
no bad representative. But in the years which immediately 
succeeded the Reyolution, the Cameronians continued a sect 
strong in numbers and vehement in their political opinions, 
whom government wished to discourage, whUe they prudently 
temporised with them. These men formed one violent party 
in the state; and the Episcopalian and Jacobite interest, 
notwithstanding their ancient and national animosity, yet 
repeatedly endeavoured to intrigue among them, and avail 
themselves of their discontents to obtain their assistance in 
recalling the Stewart family. The Revolutionary government, 
in the meanwhile, was supported by the great bulk of the 
Lowland interest, who were chiefly disponed to a moderate 
Presbyteiy, and formed in a great measiire the party who, 
in the former oppressive reigns, were stigmatised by the 
Cameronians for having exercised that form of worship under 
the declaration of Indulgence issued by Charles II. Such was 
the state of parties in Scotland immeoQately subsequent to the 
Revolution. 

It was on a delightful siunmer evening that a stranger, well 
mounted, and having the appearance of a military man of rank, 
rode do^^ a windin| descl^which terminated in view of the 
romantic ruins of Bothwell Castle and the river Clyde, which 
winds so beautifully between rocks and woods to sweep around 
the towers formerly built by Aymer de Valence. Bothwell 
Bridge was at a little distance, and also in sight. The opposite 
field, once the scene of slaughter and conflict^ now lay as plcMsid 
and quiet as the surface of a summer lake. The trees and 
bushes, which grew around in romantic variety of shade, were 
hardly seen to stir under the influence of the evening breeze. 
The very murmur of the river seemed to soften itself into 
luiison with the stillness of the scene aroimd. 

The path through which the traveller descended was occa- 
sionally shaded by detached trees of great size, and elsewhere 
by the hedges and boughs of flourishing orchards, now laden 
with summer fruits. The nearest object of consequence was a 
farm-house, or, it might be, the abode of a small proprietor, 
situated on the side of a sunny bank, which was covered by 
apple and pear trees. At the foot of the path which led up to 
this modest mansion was a small cottage, pretty much in the 
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situation of a porter's lodge, though obviously not designed for 
such a purpose. The hut seemed comfortable, and more neatly 
arranged than is usual in Scotland. It had its little garden, 
where some fruit-trees and bushes were mingled with kitchen 
herbs ; a cow and six sheep fed in a paddock hard by ; the cock 
strutted and crowed, and siunmoned his family aroimd him, 
before the door ; a heap of brushwood and turf, neatly made up, 
indicated that ike winter fuel was provided ; and the thin blue 
smoke which ascended from the straw-bound chimney, and 
winded slowly out from among the green trees, showed that the 
evening meal was in the act of being made ready. To complete 
the litUe scene of rural peace and comfort^ a girl of about five 
years old was fetching water in a pitcher from a beautiful 
fountain of the purest transparency, which bubbled up at the 
root of a decayed old oak-tree, about twenty yards frcmi the 
end of the cottage. 

The stranger reined up his horse and called to the little 
nymph, desiring to know the way to Fairy Knowe. The child 
set down her water-pitcher, hardly imderstanding what was 
said to her, put her fair flaxen hair apart on her brows, and 
opened her round blue eyes with the wondering, * What's your 
wuU?' which is usually a peasant's first answer, if it can be 
called one, to all questions whatever. 

* I wish to know the way to Fairy Knowe.' 

'Mammie, mammie,' exclaimed the little rustic, running 
towards the door of the hut, 'come out and speak to the 
gentleman.' 

Her mother appeared — a handsome young coimtrywoman, 
to whose features, originaUy sly and espiigU in expression, 
matrimony had given that decent matronly air which peculiarly 
marks the peasant's wife of Scotland. She had an infant in 
one arm, and with the other she smoothed down her apron, to 
which hung a chubby child of two years old. The elder girl, 
whom the traveller had first seen, fell back behind her moUier 
as soon as she appeared, and kept that station, occasionally 
peeping out to look at the stranger. 

' What was your pleasure, sir ? ' said the woman, with an air 
of respectful breeding, not quite common in her rank of life, 
but without anything resembling forwardness. 

The stranger looked at her with great earnestness for a 
moment^ and then replied, ' I am seeking a place called Fairy 
Knowe, and a man called Cuthbert Headrigg. You can prob- 
ably direct me to him ?' 
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'It's my gudeman, sir/ said the young woman, with a 
smile of welcome ; ' will you alight, sir, and oome into our 
puir dwelling ? Cuddie, Cuddie (a white-headed rogue of four 
years appeared at the door of the hut). Rin awa, my bonny 
man, and tell your father a gentleman wants him. Or, stay — 
Jenny, ye'll hae mair sense, rin ye awa and tell him ; he's down 
at the Four-acres Park. Winna ye light down and bide a blink, 
sir ? Or would ye take a mouthfu' o' bread and cheese, or a 
drink o' ale, till our gudeman comes ? It's gude ale, though I 
shouldna say sae that brews it ; but ploughman lads work hard, 
and maun hae something to keep their hearts abime by ordinar, 
sae I aye pit a gude gowpen o' maut to the browst.' 

As the stranger declined her courteous offers, Cuddie, the 
reader's old acquaintance, made his appearance in person. His 
countenance still presented the same mixture of apparent 
dulness with occasional sparkles which indicated the craft so 
often found in the clouted shoe. He looked on the rider as on 
one whom he neyer had before seen ; and, like his daughter and 
wife, opened the conversation with the regular query, * What's 
your wull wi' me, sir V 

* I have a curiosity to ask some questions about this coimtry,' 
said the traveller, ' and I was directed to you as an intelligent 
man who can answer them.' 

' Nae doubt, sir,' said Cuddle, after a moment's hesitation. 
' But I would first like to ken what sort of questions they are. 
I hae had sae mony questions speered at me in my day, and 
in sic queer ways, that if ye kenn'd a' ye wadna wonder at my 
jalousmg a'thing about them. My mother gar'd me learn the 
Single Carritch, whilk was a great vex; then I behoved to 
learn about my godfathers and godmothers to please the auld 
leddy ; and whiles I jumbled them thegither and pleased nane 
o' them ; and when I cam to man's yestate, cam another kind 
o' questioning in fashion, that I liked waur than " effectual call- 
ing " ; and tiie " did promise and vow " of the tane were yokit 
to the end o' the tother. Sae ye see, sir, I aye like to hear 
questions asked before I answer them.' 

' You have nothing to apprehend from mine, my good friend ; 
they only relate to the state of the country.' 

* Country ! ' replied Cuddie. * Ou, the country's weel eneugh, 
an it werena that dour deevil, Claver'se— they ca' him Dundee 
now — that's stirring about yet in the Highlands, they say, wi' 
a' the Donalds, and Duncans, and Dugalds that ever wore 
bottomless breeks driving about wi' him, to set things asteer 
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again, now we hae gotten them a' reasonably weel settled. But 
Mietckay will pit him down, there's little doubt o' that ; hell gie 
him his fairing. 111 be caution for it.' 

' What makes jou so positiye of that, my friend t ' asked the 
horseman. 

' I heard it wi' my ain lugs,- answered Cuddie, ' foretauld to 
him by a man that had been three hours stane dead, and came 
back to this earth again just to tell him his mind. It was at a 
place they ca' DnimshinneL* 

' Indeed t ' said the stranger ; ' I can hardly belieye you, my 
friend.' 

' Ye might ask my mither, then, if she were in life,' said 
Cuddie ; ' it was her explained it a' to me, for I thought the 
man had only been wounded. At ony rate, he spake of the 
casting out of the Stewarts by their very names, and the 
yengeance that was brewing for Clayer'se and his dragoons. 
They ca'd the man Habakkuk Mucklewrath ; his brain was a 
wee ajee, but he was a braw preacher for a' that.' 

' You seem,' said the stranger, ' to liye in a rich and peaceful 
country.' 

'It's no to compleen o', sir, an we get the crap weel in,' 
quoth Cuddie ; ' but if ye had seen the bluid rinnin' as fast on 
the tap o' that brig yonder as eyer the water ran below it, ye 
wadna hae thought it sae bonny a spectacle.' 

' You mean the battle some years since ? I was waiting upon 
Monmouth that morning, my good friend, and did see some part 
of the action,' said the stranger. 

* Then ye saw a bonny stour,' said Cuddie, * that sail serve 
me for fighting a' the days o' my life. I judged ye wad be a 
trooper by your red scarlet laoe-coat and yoiu* looped hat.' 

* And which side were you upon, my friend 1 ' continued the 
inquisitiye stranger. 

' Aha, lad,' retorted Cuddie, with a knowing look, or what 
he designed for such, ' there's nae use in telling that, imless I 
kenn'd wha was asking me.' 

* I commend your prudence, but it is unnecessary ; I know 
you acted on that occasion as servant to Henry Morton.' 

* Ay ! ' said Cuddie, in surprise, * how came ye by that secrett 
No that I need care a bodle about it, for the sun's on our side 
o' the hedge now. I wish my master were living to get a 
blink o't' 

* And what became of him t ' said the rider. 

' He was lost in the vessel gaim to that weary Holland — clean 
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loBt, and alxKly perished, and my poor master amang them. 
Neither man nor mouse was ever heard o' mair.' Then Cuddie 
uttered a groan. 

' You had some regard for hun, then) ' continued the stranger. 

' How could I help it ? His face was made of a fiddle, as 
they say, for albody that looked on him liked him. And a 
braw soldier he was. 0, an ye had but seen him down at the 
brig there, fleeing about like a fleeing dragon to gar folk fight 
that had unco little will till't ! There was he and that sour 
Whigamore they ca'd Biurley — if twa men could hae won a field, 
we wadna hae gotten our skins paid that day.' 

* You mention Burley. Do you know if he yet lives ? ' 

* I kenna muckle about him. Folk say he was abroad and 
our su£ferers wad hold no communion wi' him, because o' his 
having murdered the Archbishop. Sae he cam hame ten times 
dourer than ever, and broke aflf wi* mony o' the Presbyterians; 
and, at this last coming of the Prince of Orange, he could get 
nae countenance nor command for fear of his deevilish temper, 
and he hasna been heard of since: only some folk say that 
pride and anger hae driven him dea^ wud.' ^ 

' And — and,' said the traveller, after considerable hesitation, 
* do you know anything of Lord Evandale ? ' 

* Di V I ken ony thing o' Lord Evandale ? Div I no ? Is not 
my young leddy up-bye yonder at the house, that's as gude as 
married to him ? ' 

' And are they not married, then 1 ' said the rider, hastily. 

* No, only what they ca' betrothed ; me and my wife were 
witnesses, it's no mony months bye-past. It was a lang courtship ; 
few folk kenn'd the reason bye Jenny and mysell. But will ye 
no light down ? I downa bide to see ye sitting up there, and 
the clouds are casting up thick in the west ower Glasgow-ward, 
and maist skeely folk think that bodes rain.' 

In fact, a deep black cloud had already surmounted the 
setting sun ; a few large drops of rain fell, and the murmurs of 
distant thimder were heard. 

' The deiPs in this man,' said Cuddie to himself ; ' I wish he 
would either light aff or ride on, that he may quarter himsell 
in Hamilton or the shower begin.' 

But the rider sate motionless on his horse for two or three 
moments after his last question, like one exhausted by some 
uncommon effort. At length, recovering himself as if with a 
sudden and painful effort^ he asked Cuddie ' if Lady Margaret 
Bellenden still lived.' 

VI 22 
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' She does, replied Cuddle, ' but iu a very sma' way. They 
hae been a sad changed family since thae rough times began ; 
they hae suffered eneugh first and laat ; and to lose the auld 
Tower and a' the bonny barony and the holms that I hae 
pleughed sae often, and the mains, and my kale-yard, that I 
Buld hae gotten back again, and a' for naething, as a body may 
say, but just the want o' some bits of sheepskni that were lost 
in the confusion of the taking of Tillietudlem.' 

* I haye heard something of this,' said the stranger, deepening 
his voice and averting his head. ' I have some interest in the 
family, and would willingly help them if I could. Can you 
give me a bed in your house to-night, my friend 1 ' 

' It'« but a comer of a place, sir,' said Cuddle, * but we'se 
try, rather than ye suld ride on in the rain and thunner ; for, 
to be free wi' ye, sir, I think ye seem no that ower weeL' 

' I am liable to a dizziaess,' said the stranger, * but it will 
soon wear off.' 

'I ken we can gie ye a decent supper, sir,' said Cuddle; 
' and we'll see about a bed as weel as we can. We wad be laith 
a stranger suld lack what we have, though we are j imply 
provided for in beds rather; for Jenny has sae mony bairns 
— God bless them and her — ^that troth I maun speak to Lord 
Evandale to gie us a bit eik or outshot o' some sort to the 
onstead.' 

* I shall be easily accommodated,' said the stranger, as he 
entered the hoiise. 

'And ye may rely on your naig being weel sorted,' said 
Cuddle ; ' I ken weel what belangs to suppering a horse, and 
this is a very gude ane.* 

Cuddle took the horse to the little cow-house, and called to 
his wife to attend in the meanwhile to the stranger's accommo- 
dation. The officer entered and threw himself on a settle at 
some distance from the fire, carefully turning his back to 
the little lattice window. Jenny, or Mrs. Headrigg, if the 
reader pleases, requested him to lay aside the doak, belt, and 
flapped hat which he wore upon his journey, but he excused 
himself under pretence of feeling cold ; and to divert the time 
till Cuddie's return he entered into some chat with the children, 
carefully avoiding, during the interval, the inquisitive glances 
of his landlady. 



CHAPTER XXXVIII 

What tragic tears bedim the eye ! 
What deaths we suffer ere we die 1 
Our broken friendships we deplore, 
And loyes of youth that are no more. 

LooAK. 

CuDDiB soon returned, assuring the stranger, with a cheerful 
voice, * that the horse was properly suppered up, and that the 
gudewife should make a bed up for him at the house, mair 
purpose-like and comfortable than the like o' them could gie him.' 

' Are the family at the house ? ' said the stranger, with an 
interrupted and broken voice. 

* No, stir ; they're awa wi' a' the servants — they keep only 
twa nowadays — and my gudewife there has the keys and the 
charge, though she's no a fee'd servant. She has been bom 
and bied in the family, and has a' trust and management. If 
they were there we behovedna to take sic freedom without 
their order ; but when they are awa they will be weel pleased 
we serve a stranger gentleman. Miss Bellenden wad help a' 
the haill warld, an her power were as gude as her will ; and 
her grandmother, Leddy Margaret, has an imco respect for the 
gentry, and she's no ill to the poor bodies neither. And now, 
wife, what for are ye no getting forrit wi' the sowens ? ' 

' Never mind, lad,' rejoined Jenny, 'ye sail hae them in gude 
time ; I ken weel that ye like your brose het.' 

Cuddie fidgeted, and laughed with a peculiar expression of 
intelligence at this repartee, which was followed by a dialogue 
of littie consequence betwixt his wife and him, in which the 
stranger took no share. At length he suddenly interrupted 
them by the question — * Can you tell me when Lord Evandale's 
marriage takes place f ' 

*Very soon, we expect,' answered Jenny, before it was 
possible for her husband to reply ; * it wad hae been ower afore 
now, but for the death o' auld Major Bellenden.' 
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* The excellent old man ! ' said the stranger ; ' I heard at 
Edinburgh he was no more. Was he long ill r 

' He couldna be said to hand up his head after his brother's 
wife and his niece were turned out o' their ain house ; and he 
had himsell sair borrowing siller to stand the law ; but it was 
in the latter end o' King James's days, and Basil Olifant, who 
claimed the estate, turned a Papist to please the managers, and 
then naething was to be refused him ; sae the law gaed again 
the leddies at last, after they had fought a weary sort o' years 
about it; and, as I said before, the Major ne'er held up his 
head again. And then cam the pitting awa o' the Stewart line ; 
and, though he had but little reason to like them, he couldna 
brook that, and it clean broke the heart o' him, and creditors 
cam to Chamwood and cleaned out a' that was there : he was 
never rich, the gude auld man, for he dow'd na see ony body 
want.* 

< He was indeed,' said the stranger, with a faltering voice, ' an 
admirable man ; that is, I have heard that he was so. So the 
ladies were left without fortune as well as without a protector?' 

* They will neither want the tane nor the tother while Lord 
Evandale lives,' said Jenny ; ' he has been a true friend in 
their griefs. E'en to the house they live in is his lordship's ; 
and never man, as my auld gudemother used to say, since the 
days of the patriarch Jacob, served sae lang and sae sair for a 
wife as gude Lord Evandale has dime.' 

'And why,' said the stranger, with a voice that quivered 
with emotion — * why was he not sooner rewarded by the object 
of his attachment ? ' 

' There was the lawsuit to be ended,' said Jenny, readily, 
' forbye many other family arrangements.' 

' Na, but,' said Cuddie, * there was another reason forbye ; for 
the young leddy ' 

* Whisht, baud your tongue and sup your sowens,' said his 
wife. ' I see the gentleman's far frae weel, and downa eat our 
coarse supper ; I wad kill him a chicken in an instant.' 

' There is no occasion,' said the stranger ; ' I shall want only 
a glass of water, and to be left alone.' 

* You'll gie yoursell the trouble then to follow me,' said 
Jenny, lighting a small lantern, ' and 111 show you the way.' 

Cuddie also proffered his assistance ; but his wife reminded 
him, * That the bairns would be left to fight thegither and coup 
ane anither into the fire,' so that he remained to take chaige 
of the menage. 



OLD MORTALITY 841 

His wife led the way up a little winding path, which, after 
threading some thickets of sweetbriar and honeysuckle, con- 
ducted to the back-door of a small garden. Jenny undid the 
latch, and they passed through an old-fashioned flower-garden, 
with its clipped yew hedges and formal parterres, to a glass- 
sashed door, which she opened with a ma^teivkey, and lighting 
a candle, which she placed upon a small work-table, asked 
pardon for leaving him there for a few minutes until die pre- 
pared his apartment. She did not exceed five minutes in these 
preparations ; but when she returned was startled to find that 
the stranger had sunk forward with his head upon the table, in 
what she at first apprehended to be a swoon. As she advanced 
to him, however, she could discover by his shortrdrawn sobs 
that it was a paroxysm of mental agony. She prudently drew 
back until he raised his head, and then showing herself, with- 
out seeming to have observed his agitation, informed him that 
his bed was pr^pcired. The stranger gazed at her a moment 
as if to collect Uie sense of her words. She repeated them, 
and only bending his head as an indication that he understood 
her, he entered the apartment, the door of which she pointed 
out to him. It was a small bedchamber, used, as she informed 
him, by Lord Evandale when a guest at Fairy Knowe, connect- 
ing on one side with a little china-cabinet which opened to the 
garden, and on the other with a saloon, from which it was 
only separated by a thin wainscot partition. Having wished 
the stranger better health and good rest, Jenny descended as 
speedily as she could to her own mansion. 

' 0, Cuddie ! ' she exclaimed to her helpmate as she entered, 
* I doubt we're ruined folk ! ' 

* How can that be 1 What's the matter wi' ye ? * returned 
the imperturbed Cuddie, who was one of those persons who do 
not eaaily take alarm at anything. 

* Wha d'ye think yon gentleman is 1 0, that ever ye suld 
hae asked him to light here ! ' exclaimed Jenny. 

*Why, wha the muckle deil d'ye say he is? There's nae 
law against harbouring and intercommimicating now,' said 
Cuddie ; * sae, Whig or Tory, what need we care wha he be ?' 

* Ay, but it's ane will ding Lord Evandale's marriage ajee 
yet, if it's no the better looked to,' said Jenny; 'it's Miss 
Edith's first jo, your ain auld maister, Cuddie.' 

* The deil, woman ! ' exclaimed Cuddie, starting up, * trow ye 
that I am bUnd ? I wad hae kenn'd Mr. Harry Morton amang 
a hunder.' 
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*Ay, but, Cuddie lad,* replied Jenny, 'though ye are no 
blmd, ye are no sae notice-taking as I am.' 

* Weel, what for needs ye cast that up to me just now ? or 
what did ye see about the man that was like our Maister 
Harry r 

' I will tell ye,' said Jenny. ' I jaloused his keeping his face 
frae us, and speaking wi' a made-like voice, sae I e'en tried 
him wi' some tales o' lang syne, and when I spake o' the 
brose, ye ken, he didna just laugh — he's ower grave for that 
nowadays — ^but he gae a gledge wi' his ee that I kenn'd he 
took up what I said. And a' his distress is about Miss Edith's 
marriage, and I ne'er saw a man mair taen down wi' true love 
in my days — I might say man or woman, only I mind how ill 
Miss Edith was when she first gat word that him and you — ye 
muckle graceless loon — ^were coming against Tillietudlem wi' 
the rebels. But what's the matter wi' the man now 1 ' 

' What's the matter wi' me, indeed ! ' said Cuddie, who was 
again hastily putting on some of the garments he had stripped 
himself of. ' Am I no gaun up this instant to see my maister f ' 

' Atweel, Cuddie, ye are gaun nae sic gate,' said Jenny, coolly 
and resolutely. 

' The deU's in the wife ! ' said Cuddie ; * d'ye think I am to 
be Joan Tamson's man, and maistered by women a' the days o' 
myhfer 

' And whase man wad ye be ? And wha wad ye hae to 
maister ye but me, Cuddie lad 1 ' answered Jenny. ' 111 gar 
ye comprehend in the making of a hay-band. Naebody kens 
that this young gentleman is living but oursells, and frae that 
he keeps himsell up sae close, I am judging that he's purposing, 
if he fand Miss Edith either married or just gaim to be married, 
he wad just slide awa easy, and gie them nae mair trouble. 
But if Miss Edith kenn'd that he was living, and if she were 
standing before the very minister wi' Lord Evandale when it 
was tauld to her, I'se warrant she wad say " No " when she suld 
say "Yes."' 

* Weel,' replied Cuddie, * and what's my business wi' that ? 
If Miss Edith likes her auld jo better than her new ane, what 
for suld she no be free to change her mind like other folk ? 
Ye ken, Jenny, Halliday aye threeps he had a promise frae 
yoursell.' 

'Halliday's a liar, and ye're naething but a gomeril to 
hearken till him, Cuddie. And then for this leddy's choice, 
lack-a-day ! ye may be sure a' the gowd Mr. Morton has is on 
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the outside o' his coat, and how can he keep Leddy Margaret 
and the young leddy ? ' 

* Isna there Milnwood ? ' said Cuddie. * Nae doubt, the auld 
laird left his housekeeper the life-rent, as he heard nought o' 
his nephew ; but it's but speaking the auld wife fair, and they 
may a' live brawly th^ither, Leddy Margaret and a*.' 

* Hout tout, lad,' replied Jenny, * ye ken them little to think 
leddies o' their rsuok wad set up house wi* auld Ailie Wilson, 
when they're maist ower proud to take favours frae Lord 
Evandale himsell. Na, na, they maun follow the camp, if she 
tak Morton.' 

'That wad sort ill wi' the auld leddy, to be sure,' said 
Cuddie ; ' she wad hardly win ower a lang day in the baggage- 
wain.' 

' Then sic a flyting as there wad be between them, a' about 
Whig and Tory,' continued Jenny. 

*To be sure,' said Cuddie, *the auld leddy's unco kittle in 
thae points.' 

'And then. Cuddle,' continued his helpmate, who had 
reserved her strongest argument to the last, ' if this marriage 
wi' Lord Evandale is broken off, what comes o' our ain bit free 
house, and the kale -yard, and the cow's grass ) I trow that 
baith us and thae bonny bairns will be turned on the wide 
warld ! ' 

Here Jenny began to whimper. Cuddie writhed himself this 
way and that way, the very picture of indecision. At length 
he broke out, ' Weel, woman, ctona ye tell us what we suld do, 
without a' this din about it ? ' 

* Just do naething at a',' said Jenny. * Never seem to ken 
ony thing about this gentleman, and for your life say a word 
that he suld hae been here, or up at the house ! An I had 
kenn'd, I wad hae glen him my ain bed and sleepit in the byre 
or he had gane up-bye : but it canna be helpit now. The neist 
thing's to get him cannily awa the mom, and I judge hell be 
in nae hurry to come back again.' 

' My puir maister ! ' said Cuddie ; ' and ma\m I no speak to 
him, then?' 

* For your life, no,* said Jenny ; * ye're no obliged to ken him ; 
and I wadna hae tauld ye, only I feared ye wad ken him in the 
morning.' 

* Aweel,' said Cuddie, sighing heavily, * I'se awa to pleugh 
the outfield then ; for, if I am no to speak to him, I wad rather 
be out o' the gate.' 
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* Very right, my dear hinny,' replied Jenny ; * naebody Las 
better sense than you when ye crack a bit wi' me ower your 
affairs, but ye suld ne'er do ony thing aff-hand out o' your ain 
head/ 

* Ane wad think it's true,' quoth Cuddie ; * for I hae aye had 
some carline or quean or another to gar me gang their gate 
instead o' my ain. There was first my mither,' he continued, 
as he undressed and tumbled himself into bed ; ' then there 
was Leddy Margaret didna let me ca' my soul my ain ; then 
my mither and her quarrelled, and pu'ed me twa ways at anes, 
as if ilk ane had an end o' me, like Punch and the Deevil 
rugging about the Baker at the fair ; and now I hae gotten a 
wife,' he mummred in continuation, as he stowed the blankets 
around his person, ' and she's like to tak the guiding o' me a' 
thegither.' 

* And amna I the best guide ye ever had in a' your life 1 ' 
said Jenny, as she closed the conversation by assuming her 
place beside her husband and extinguishing the candle. 

Leaving this couple to their repose, we have next to inform 
the reader that, early on the next morning, two ladies on 
horseback, attended by their servants, arrived at the house of 
Fairy Knowe, whom, to Jenny's utter confusion, she instantly 
recognised as Miss Bellenden and Lady Emily Hamilton, a 
sister of Lord Evandale. 

* Had I no better gang to the house to put things to rights ? ' 
said Jenny, confounded with this unexpected apparition. 

* We want ijothing but the pass-key,' said Miss Bellenden. 
* Gudyill will open the windows of the little parlour.* 

* The little parlour's locked, and the lock's spoiled,' answered 
Jenny, who recollected the local sympathy between that apart- 
ment and the bedchamber of her guest. 

' In the red parlour, then,' said Miss Bellenden, and rode up 
to the front of the house, but by an approach diflferent from 
that through which Morton had been conducted. 

*A11 wUl be out,' thought Jenny, * unless I can get him 
smuggled out of the house the back way.' 

So saying, she sped up the bank in great tribulation and 
uncertainty. 

* I had better hae said at ance there was a stranger there,' 
was her next natural reflection. * But then they wad hae been 
for asking him to breakfast. 0, safe us ! what will I do 1 And 
there's Gudyill walking in the garden, too ! ' she exclaimed 
internally, on approaching the wicket, *and I dauma gang in 
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the back way till he's aff the coast. 0, sirs ! what will become 
of usr 

In this state of perplexity she approached the ci-devant 
butler, with the purpose of decoying him out of the garden. 
But John Gudyill's temper was not improved by his decline in 
rank and increase in years. Like many peevish people, too, he 
seemed to have an intuitive perception as to what was most 
likely to teaze those whom he conversed with; and on the 
present occasion all Jenny's efforts to remove him from the 
garden served only to root him in it as fast as if he had been 
one of the shrubs. Unluckily, also, he had commenced florist 
during his residence at Fairy Knowe, and, leaving all other 
things to the charge of Lady Emily's servant, his first care was 
dedicated to the flowers, which he had taken under his special 
protection, and which he propped, dug, and watered, prosing all 
the while upon their respective merits to poor Jenny, who stood 
by him trembling, and almost crying, with anxiety, fear, and 
impatience. 

Fate seemed determined to win a match against Jenny this 
unfortunate morning. As soon as the ladies entered the house 
they observed that the door of the little parlour, the very apart- 
ment out of which she was desirous of excluding them on 
account of its contiguity to the room in which Morton slept, 
was not only unlocked, but absolutely ajar. Miss Bellenden 
was too much engaged with her own immediate subjects of 
reflection to take much notice of the circumstance, but, desiring 
the servant to open the window-shutters, walked into the room 
along with her friend. 

* He is not yet come,' she said. * What can your brother 
possibly mean ? Why express so anxious a wish that we should 
meet him here ? And why not come to Castle Dinnan, as he 
proposed? I own, my dear Emily, that, even engaged as we 
are to each other, and with the sanction of your presence, I do 
not feel that I have done quite right in indulging him.' 

' Evandale was never capridous,' answered his sister ; ' I am 
sure he will satisfy us with his reasons, and if he does not I 
will help you to scold him.' 

' What I chiefly fear,' said Edith, ' is his having engaged in 
some of the plots of this fluctuating and imhappy time. I 
know his heart is with that dreadful Claverhouse and his army, 
and I believe he would have joined them ere now but for my 
uncle's death, which gave him so much additional trouble on our 
account. How singular that one so rational and so deeply 
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sensible of the errors of the exiled family should be ready to 
risk all for their restoration ! * 

* What can I say ? ' answered Lady Emily ; * it is a point of 
honour with Evandale. Our family have always been loyal ; 
he served long in the Guards ; the Viscount of Dundee was his 
commander and his friend for years; he is looked on with an evil 
eye by many of his own relations, who set down his inactivity 
to the score of want of spirit. You must be aware, my dear 
Edith, how often family connexions and early predilections 
influence our actions more than abstract arguments. But I 
trust Evandale will continue quiet, though, to tell you truth, I 
believe vou are the only one who can keep him so.' 

' And how is it in my power f ' said Miss Bellenden. 

' You can furnish him with the Scriptural apology for not 
going forth with the host : " He has married a wife, and there- 
fore cannot come." ' 

' I have promised,' said Edith, in a faint voice ; * but I trust 
I shall not be urged on the score of time.' 

* Nay,' said Lady Emily, ' I will leave Evandale — and here he 
comes — to plead his own cause.' 

'Stay, stay, for God's sake!' said Edith, endeavouring to 
detain her. 

* Not I — not I,' said the yoimg lady, making her escape ; 
Hhe third person makes a silly figure on such occasions. 
When you want me for breakfast I wUl be foimd in the willow- 
walk by the river.' 

As she tripped out of the room, Lord Evandale entered. 
'Good-morrow, brother, and good-bye till breakfast-time,' said the 
lively young lady ; * I trust you will give Miss Bellenden some 
good reasons for disturbing her rest so early in the morning.' 

And so saying, she left them together, without waiting a 
reply. 

'And now, my lord,' said Edith, 'may I desire to know the 
meaning of your singular request to meet you here at so early 
an hour 1 ' 

She was about to add, that she hardly felt herself excusable 
in having complied with it ; but, upon looking at the person 
whom she addressed, she was struck dumb by the singular and 
agitated expression of his countenance, and interrupted herself 
to exclaim — * For God's sake, what is the matter ? ' 

'His Majesty's faithful subjects have g^iined a great and 
most decisive victory near Blair of Athole ; but, alas 1 my 
gallant friend, Lord Dundee ' 
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' Has fallen ? ' said Edith, anticipating the rest of his tidings. 

* True — most true ; he has fallen in the arms of victory, and 
not a man remains of talents and influence sufficient to fill up 
his loss in King James's service. This, Edith, is no time for 
temporising with our duty. I have given directions to raise 
my followers, and I must take leave of you this evening.' 

* Do not think of it, my lord,' answered Edith ; * your life is 
essential to your friends ; do not throw it away in an adventure 
so rash. What can your single arm, and the few tenants or 
servants who might follow you, do against the force of almost 
all Scotland, the Highland clans only excepted ? ' 

' Listen to me, Edith,' said Lord Evandale. ' I am not so 
rash as you may suppose me, nor are my present motives 
of such light importance as to affect only those personally 
dependent on myself. The Life Guards, with whom I served so 
long, although new-modelled and new-officered by the Prince 
of Orange, retain a predilection for the cause of their rightful 
master ; and (and here he whispered as if he feared even the 
walls of the apartment had ears) when my foot is known to 
be in the stirrup two regiments of cavalry have sworn to 
renounce the usurper's service and fight under my orders. 
They delayed only till Dundee should descend into the Low- 
lands ; but, since he is no more, which of his successors dare 
take that decisive step, unless encouraged by the troops de- 
claring themselves? Meantime, the zeal of the soldiers will 
die away. I must bring them to a decision while their hearts 
are glowing with the victory their old leader has obtained, and 
burning to avenge his untimely death.* 

' And will you, on the faith of such men as you know these 
soldiers to be,' said Edith, 'take a part of such dreadful 
moment 1 ' 

'I will,' said Lord Evandale— 'I must; my honour and 
loyalty are both pledged for it.' 

* And all for the sake,' continued Miss Bellenden, ' of a prince 
whose measures, while he was on the throne, no one could 
condemn more than Lord Evandale ? ' 

' Most true,' replied Lord Evandale ; ' and as I resented, even 
during the plenitude of his power, his innovations on church 
and state, like a freebom subject, I am determined I will assert 
his real rights when he is in adversity, like a loyal one. Let 
courtiers and sycophants flatter power and desert misfortime ; 
I will neither do the one nor the other.' 

'And if you are determined to act what my feeble judgment 
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must stiU term rashly, why give yourself the pain of this un- 
timely meeting ? ' 

' Were it not enough to answer/ said Lord Evandale, ' that, 
ere rushing on battle, I wished to bid adieu to my betrothed 
bride 1 Surely it is judging coldly of my feelings, and showing 
too plainly the indifference of your own, to question my motive 
for a request so natural/ 

* But why in this place, my lord 1 ' said £dith ; ' and why 
with such peculiar circumstances of mystery ? ' 

' Because,' he replied, putting a letter into her hand, * I have 
yet another request, which I dare hardly proffer, even when 
prefaced by these credentials.' 

In haste and terror Edith glanced over the letter, which was 
from her grandmother. 

' My dearest childe,' such was its tenor in style and spelling, 
* I never more deeply regretted the reumatizm, which disquali- 
fied me from riding on horseback, than at this present writing, 
when I would most have wished to be where this paper will soon 
be, that is at Fairy Knowe, with my poor dear Willie's only 
child. But it is the will of God I should not be with her, whid^ 
I conclude to be the case, as much for the pain I now suffer 
as because it hath now not given way either to canmiomile 
poultices or to decoxion of wild mustard, wherewith I have often 
relieved others. Therefore, I must tell you, by writing instead 
of word of mouth, that, as my yoimg Lord Evandale is called 
to the present campaign both by his honour and his duty, he 
hath earnestly solicited me that the bonds of holy matrimony 
be knitted before his departure to the wars between you and 
him, in implement of the indenture formerly entered into for 
that effeck, whereimtill, as I see no raisonable objexion, so I 
trust that you, who have been always a good and obedient 
childe, will not devize any which has less than raison. It is 
trew that the contrax of our house have heretofore been cele- 
brated in a manner more befitting our Rank, and not in private, 
and with few witnesses, as a thing done in a comer. But it 
has been Heaven's own freewill, as well as those of the kingdom 
where we live, to take away from us our estate, and from the 
King his throne. Yet I trust He will yet restore the rightful 
heir to the throne, and turn his heart to the true Protestant 
Episcopal faith, which I have the better right to expect to see 
even with my old eyes, as I have beheld the royal family when 
they were struggling as sorely with masterful usurpers and 
rebels as they are now ; that is to say, when his most sacred 
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Majesty, Charles the Second of happy memory, honoured o\ir 
poor house of Tillietudlem by taking his disjune therein/ etc. 
etc. etc. 

We will not abuse the reader's patience by quoting more of 
Lady Margaret's prolix epistle. Siiffice it to say, that it closed 
by laying her commands on her grandchild to consent to the 
solemnisation of her marriage without loss of time. 

' I never thought till this instant,' said £dith, dropping the 
letter from her hand, ' that Lord Evandale would have acted 
ungenerously.' 

' Ungenerously, Edith ! ' replied her lover. ' And how can 
you apply such a term to my desire to call you mine ere I 
part from you perhaps for ever ? ' 

'Lord Evandale ought to have remembered,' said Edith, 
' that when his perseverance, and, I must add, a due sense of 
his merit and of the obligations we owed him, wrung from 
me a slow consent that I would one day comply with his 
wishes, I made it my condition that I should not be pressed 
to a hasty accomplishment of my promise ; and now he avails 
himself of his interest with my only remaining relative to 
hurry me with precipitate and even indelicate importimity. 
There is more selfishness than generosity, my lord, in such 
eager and urgent solicitation.' 

Lord Evandale, evidently much hurt, took two or three 
turns through the apartment ere he replied to this accusation ; 
at length he spoke — 'I should have escaped this painful 
charge, durst I at once have mentioned to Miss Bellenden my 
principal reason for urging this request. It is one which she 
will probably despise on her own aceoimt, but which ought to 
weigh with her for the sake of Lady Maigaret. My death in 
battle must give my whole estate to my heirs of entail ; my 
forfeiture as a traitor, by the usurping government, may vest 
it in the Prince of Orange or some Dutch favourite. In either 
case, my venerable friend and betrothed bride must remain 
unprotected and in poverty. Vested with the rights and 
provisions of Lady Evandale, Edith will find, in the power of 
supporting her aged parent, some consolation for having con- 
descended to share the titles and fortunes of one who does not 
pretend to be worthy of her.' 

Edith was struck dumb by an argument which she had not 
expected, and was compelled to acknowledge that Lord Evan- 
dale's suit was urged with delicacy as well as with consideration. 

'And yet,' she said, 'such is the waywardness with which 
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my heart reverts to former times, that I cannot (she burst 
into tears) suppress a degree of ominous reluctance at fulfill- 
ing my engagement upon such a brief summons/ 

'We have already fully considered this painful subject,' 
said Lord Evandale ; ' and I hoped, my dear Edith, your own 
inquiries, as well as mine, had fully convinced you that these 
regrets were fruitless.' 

< Fruitless indeed!' said Edith, with a deep sigh, which, 
as if by an unexpected echo, was repeated from the adjoining 
apartment. Miss Bellenden started at the sound, and scarcely 
composed herself upon Lord Evandale's assurances that she had 
heanl but the echo of her own respiration. 

'It sounded strangely distinct,' she said, 'and almost 
ominous; but my feelings are so harassed that the slightest 
trifle agitates them.' 

Lord Evandale eagerly attempted to soothe her alarm, and 
reconcile her to a measure which, however hasty, appeared 
to him the only means by which he could secure her inde- 
pendence. He urged his claim in virtue of the contract, her 
grandmother's wish and command, the propriety of ensuring 
her comfort and independence, and touched lightiy on his own 
long attachment^ which he had evinced by so many and such 
various services. These Edith felt the more the less they were 
insisted upon ; and at length, as she had nothing to oppose to 
his ardour excepting a causeless reluctance, which she herself 
was ashamed to oppose against so much generosity, she was 
compelled to rest upon the impossibility of having the ceremony 
performed upon such hasty notice, at such a time and place. 
But for all this Lord Evandale was prepared, and he explained 
with joyful alacrity that the former chaplain of his regiment 
was in attendence at the lodge with a faithful domestic, once a 
non-commissioned officer in the same corps; that his sister 
was also possessed of the secret; and that Headrigg and his 
wife might be added to the list of witnesses, if agreeable to 
Miss Bellenden. As to the place, he had chosen it on very 
purpose. The marriage was to remain a secret, since Loid 
Evandale waa to depart in disguise very soon after it was 
solemnised, a circumstance whicl^ had their union been public, 
must have drawn upon him the attention of the government^ 
as being altogether imaccountable, unless from his being 
engaged in some dangerous design. Having hastily urged 
these motives and explained his arrangements, he ran, without 
waiting for an answer^ to summon his sister to attend his 
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bride, while he went in search of the other persons whose 
presence was necessary. 

When Lady Emily arrived, she found her friend in an agony 
of tears, of which she was at some loss to comprehend the 
reason, being one of those damsels who think there is nothing 
either wonderful or terrible in matrimony, and joining with 
most who knew him in thinking that it could not be rendered 
peculiarly alarming by Lord Evandale being the bridegroom. 
Influenced by these feelings, she exhausted in succession all 
the usual arguments for courage, and all the expressions of 
sympathy and condolence ordinarily employed on such occasions. 
But when Lady Emily beheld her future sister-in-law deaf to all 
those ordinary topics of consolation; when she beheld tears 
follow fast and without intermission down cheeks as pale as 
marble; when she felt that the hand which she pressed in 
order to enforce her arguments turned cold within her grasp, 
and lay, like that of a corpse, insensible and imresponsiye to 
her caresses, her feelings of sympathy gave way to those of 
hurt pride and pettish displeasure. 

' I must own,' she said, * that I am something at a loss to 
understand all this. Miss Bellenden. Months have passed since 
you agreed to marry my brother, and you have postponed the 
fulfilment of your engagement from one period to another, as 
if you had to avoid some dishonourable or highly disagreeable 
connexion. I think I can answer for Lord Evandale that he 
will seek no woman's hand against her inclination ; and, though 
his sister, I may boldly say that he does not need to urge any 
lady further than her inclinations carry her. You will forgive 
me. Miss Bellenden, but your present distress augurs ill for 
my brother's future happiness, and I must needs say that be 
does not merit all these expressions of dislike and dolour, and 
that they seem an odd return for an attachment which he has 
manifested so long and in so many ways.' 

' You are right, Lady Emily,' said Edith, drying her eyes 
and endeavouring to resume her natural manner, though still 
betrayed by her faltering voice and the paleness of her cheeks 
— ' you are quite right ; Lord Evandale merits such usage from 
no one, least of all from her whom he has honoured with his 
regard. But if I have given way, for the last time, to a sudden 
and irresistible burst of feeling, it is my consolation, Lady 
Emily, that your brother knows the cause, that I have hid 
nothing from him, and that he at least is not apprehensive of 
finding in Edith Bellenden a wife undeserving of his affection. 
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But still you are right, and I merit your censure for indulging 
for a moment fruitless regret and painful remembrances. It 
shall be so no longer ; my lot is cast with Evandale, and with 
him I am resolved to bear it. Nothing shall in future occur to 
excite his complaints or the resentment of his relations; no 
idle recollections of other days shall intervene to prevent the 
zealous and affectionate discharge of my duty ; no vain illusions 
recall the memory of other days ' 

As she spoke these words, she slowly raised her eyes, which 
had before been hidden by her hand, to the latticed window of 
her apartment, which was partly open, uttered a dismal shriek, 
and fainted. Lady Emily turned her eyes in the same direction, 
but saw only the shadow of a man, which seemed to disappear 
from the window, and, terrified more by the state of Edith than 
by the apparition she had herself witnessed, she uttered shriek 
upon shriek for assistance. Her brother soon arrived with the 
chaplain and Jenny Dennison; but strong and vigorous remedies 
were necessary ere they coidd recall Miss Bellenden to sense 
and motion. Even then her language was wild and incoherent. 

'Press me no farther,' she said to Lord Evandale; 'it 
cannot be : Heaven and earth, the living and the dead, have 
leagued themselves against this ill-omened union. Take all I 
can give, my sisterly regard, my devoted friendship. I will 
love you as a sister and serve you aa a bondswoman, but never 
speak to me more of marriage.' 

The astonishment of Lord Evandale may easily be conceived. 

'Emily,' he said to his sister, 'this is your doing; I was 
accursed when I thought of bringing you here ; some of your 
confounded folly has driven her mad ! ' 

' On my word, brother,' answered Lady Emily, ' you're sufl&- 
cient to drive all the women in Scotland mad. Because your 
mistress seems much disposed to jilt you, you quarrel with your 
sister, who has been arguing in your cause, and had brought 
her to a quiet hearing, when all of a sudden a man looked in at 
a window, whom her crazed sensibility mistook either for you 
or some one else, and has treated us gratis with an excellent 
tragic scene.' 

' What man ? What window ? ' said Lord Evandale, in im- 
patient displeasure. 'Miss Bellenden is incapable of trifling 
with me ; and yet what else could have ' 

' Hush ! hush ! ' said Jenny, whose interest lay particularly 
in shifting further inquiry ; ' for Heaven's sake, my lord, speak 
low, for my lady begins to recover.' 
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Edith was do sooner somewhat restored to herself than she 
begged, in a feeble voice, to be left alone with Lord Evandale. 
All retreated, Jenny with her usual air of officious simplicity, 
Lady Emily and the chaplain with that of awakened curiosity. 
No sooner had they left the apartment than Edith beckoned 
Lord Evandale to sit beside her on the couch ; her next motion 
was to take his hand, in spite of his surprised resistance, to her 
lips ; her last was to sink from her seat and to clasp his knees. 

'Forgive me, my lord!* she exclaimed — 'forgive me! I 
must deal most untruly by you, and break a solemn engage- 
ment. You have my friendship, my highest regard, my most 
sincere gratitude. You have more : you have my word and my 
faith. But, 0, forgive me, for the fault is not mine — you have 
not my love, and I cannot marry you without a sin ! ' 

' You dream, my dearest Edith 1 ' said Evandale, perplexed 
in the utmost degree ; * you let your imagination beguile you ; 
this is but some delusion of an over-sensitive mind. The person 
whom you preferred to me has been long in a better world, 
where your tmavailing regret cannot follow him, or, if it could, 
would only diminish his happiness.' 

'You are mistaken, Lord Evandale,' said Edith, solemnly. 
' I am not a sleep-walker or a madwoman. No ; I could not 
have believed from any one what I have seen. But, having 
seen him, I must believe mine own eyes.' 

'Seen himi — seen whomT asked Lord Evandale, in great 
anxiety. 

' Henry Morton,' replied Edith, uttering these two words as 
if they were her last, and very nearly fainting when she had 
done so. 

'Miss Bellenden,' said Lord Evandale, 'you treat me like a 
fool or a child. If you repent your engagement to me,' he con- 
tinued, indignantly, 'I am not a man to enforce it against 
your inclination ; but deal with me as a man, and forbear this 
trifling.' 

He was about to go on, when he perceived, from her quivering 
eye and pallid cheek, th&t nothing was less intended than 
imposture, and that by whatever means her imagination had 
been so impressed, it was really disturbed by unaffected awe 
and terror. He changed his tone, and exerted all his eloquence 
in endeavouring to soothe and extract from her the secret cause 
of such terror. 

' I saw him ! ' she repeated — * I saw Henry Morton stand at 
that window, and look into the apartment at the moment I was 

VI 23 
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on the point of abjuring him for ever. His face was darker, 
thinner, and paler than it was wont to be; his dress was a 
horseman's cloak, and hat looped down oyer his face ; his 
expression was like that he wore on that dreadful morning 
when he was examined by Claverhouse at Tillietudlem. Ask 
your sister — ask Lady Emily, if she did not see him as well as 
I. I know what has called him up : he came to upbraid me, 
that^ while my heart was with him in the deep and dead sea, I 
was about to give my hand to another. My lord, it is ended 
between you and me ; be the consequences what they will, the 
cannot marry whose imion disturbs the repose of the dead.' * 

' Good heaven ! ' said Evandale, as he paced the room, half 
mad himself with surprise and vexation, ' her fine understanding 
must be totally overthrown, and that by the effort which she 
has made to comply with my ill-timed, though well-meant, 
request. Without rest and attention her health is ruined for 
ever.' 

At this moment the door opened, and Halliday, who had 
been Lord Evandale's principal personal attendant since they 
both left the Guards on the Revolution, stimibled into the 
room with a coimtenance as pale and ghastly as terror could 
paint it. 

'What is the matter next, Halliday?' cried his master, 
starting up. * Any discovery of the ^ 

He had just recollection sufficient to stop short in the midst 
of the dangerous sentence. 

'No, sir,' said Halliday, 'it is not that, nor anything like 
that ; but I have seen a ghost ! ' 

' A ghost ! you eternal idiot ! ' said Lord Evandale, forced 
altogether out of his patience. ' Has all mankind sworn to go 
mad in order to drive me so ) What ghost, you simpleton ? ' 

* The ghost of Henry Morton, the Whig captain at Bothwell 
Bridge,' replied Halliday. ' He passed by me like a fire-flaught 
when I was in the garden ! ' 

'This is midsummer madness,' said Lord Evandale, 'or 
there is some strange villainy afloat. Jenny, attend your lady 
to her chamber, while I endeavour to find a clue to all this.' 

But Lord Evandale's inquiries were in vain. Jenny, who 
might have given, had she chosen, a very satisfactory explana- 
tion, had an interest to leave the matter in darkness; and 
interest was a matter which now weighed principally with 
Jenny, since the possession of an active and affectionate 

* See Sappoeed Apparition of Morton. Note 85. 
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husband in her own proper right had altogether allayed her 
spirit of coquetry. She had made the best use of ^e first 
moments of oonfusion hastily to remove all traces of any one 
having slept in the apartment adjoining to the parlour, and 
even to erase the mark of footsteps beneath the window, 
through which she conjectured Morton's face had been seen, 
while attempting, ere he left the garden, to gain one look at 
her whom he had so long loved, and was now on the point of 
losing for ever. That he had passed Halliday in the garden 
was equally clear ; and she learned from her elder boy, whom 
she had employed to have the stranger's horse saddled and 
ready for his departure, that he had rushed into the stable, 
thrown the child a broad gold piece, and, mounting his horse, 
had ridden with fearful rapidity down towards the Clyde. 
The secret was, therefore, in their own family, and Jenny was 
resolved it should remain so. 

' For, to be sure,' she said, ' although her lady and Halliday 
kenn'd Mr. Morton by broad daylight, that was nae reason I suld 
own to kenning him in the gloaming and by candlelight^ and 
him keeping his face frae Cuddie and me a' the time.' 

So she stood resolutely upon the negative when , examined 
by Lord Evandale. As for Halliday, he could only say that^ as 
he entered the garden-door, the supposed apparition met him 
walking swiftly, and with a visage on which anger and grief 
appeared to be contending. 

' He knew him well,' he said, ' having been repeatedly guard 
upon him, and obliged to write down his marks of stature and 
visage in case of escape. And there were few faces like Mr. 
Morton's.' But what should make him haunt the coimtry 
where he was neither hanged nor shot, he, the said Halliday, 
did not pretend to conceive. 

Lady Emily confessed she had seen the face of a man at the 
window, but her evidence went no farther. John Qudyill 
deponed nil novit in cattsa. He had left his gardening to get 
his morning dram just at the time when the apparition had 
taken place. Lady Emily's servant was waiting orders in the 
kitchen, and there was not another being within a quarter of a 
mile of the house. 

Lord Evandale returned perplexed and dissatisfied in the 
highest d^ree at beholding a plan which he thought necessary 
not less for the protection of Edith in contingent circumstances 
than for the assurance of his own happiness, and which he had 
brought so very near perfection, thus broken off without any 
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apparent or rational cause. His knowledge of Edith's character 
set her beyond the suspicion of covering any capricious change 
of determination by a pretended yision. But he would have 
set the apparition down to the influence of an overstrained 
imagination, agitated by the circumstances in which she had so 
suddenly been placed, had it not been for the coinciding testi- 
mony of Halliday, who had no reason for thinking of Morton 
more than any other person, and knew nothing of Miss Bellen- 
den's vision when he promulgated his own. On the other 
hand, it seemed in the highest degree improbable that Morton, 
so long and so vainly sought after, and who was, with such 
good reason, supposed to be lost when the ' Viyheid ' of Rotter- 
dam went down with crew and passengers, should be alive and 
lurking in this country, where there was no longer any reason 
why he should not openly show himself, since the present 
government favoured his party in politics. When Lord Evan- 
dale reluctantly brought himself to communicate these doubts 
to the chaplain, in order to obtain his opinion, he could only 
obtain a long lecture on demonology, in which, after quoting 
Delrio, and Burthoog, and De L'Ancre, on the subject of 
apparitions, together with sundry civilians and common lawyers 
on the nature of testimony, the learned gentleman expressed 
his definite and determined opinion to be, either that there had 
been an actual apparition of the deceased Henry Morton's spirit, 
the possibility of which he was, as a divine and a philosopher, 
neither fully prepared to admit or to deny ; or else, that the 
said Henry Morton, being still in rerum ruUura, had appeared 
in his proper person that morning ; or, finally, that some strong 
deceptio vistts, or striking similitude of person, had deceived the 
eyes of Miss Bellenden and of Thomas Halliday. Which of 
these was the most probable hypothesis, the Doctor declined to 
pronounce, but expressed hlmiself ready to die in the opinion 
that one or other of them had occasioned that morning's 
disturbance. 

Lord Evandale soon had additional cause for distressful 
anxiety. Miss Bellenden was declared to be dangerously ill. 

' I will not leave this place,' he exclaimed, ' till she is pro- 
nounced to be in safety. I neither can nor ought to do so ; for, 
whatever may have been the immediate occasion of her illness, 
I gave the first cause for it by my unhappy solicitation.' 

He established himself, therefore, as a guest in the family, 
which the presence of his sister as well as of Lady Margaret 
Bellenden — ^who, in despite of her rheimiatism, caused herself to 
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be transported tbitber wben sbe beard of ber grand-daugbter's 
illness — rendered a step equally natural and delicate. And 
tbus be anxiously awaited until, witbout injury to ber bealtb, 
Editb could sustain a final explanation ere bis departure on bis 
expedition. 

* Sbe sball never,' said tbe generous young man, ' look on 
ber engagement witb me as tbe means of fettering ber to a 
imion tbe idea of wbich seems almost to unbinge ber under- 
standing.' 



CHAPTER XXXIX 

Ah, happy hills ! ah, pleasing shades ! 

Ah, neMs beloved in vain ! 
Where onoe my careless childhood stray'd, 

A stranger yet to pain. 

Ode on a Distant Prospect of Eton College. 

It is not by corporal wants and infirmities only that men of 
the most distinguished talents are levelled, during their life- 
time, with the common mass of mankind. There are periods 
of mental agitation when the firmest of mortals must be 
ranked with the weakest of his brethren ; and when, in paying 
the general tax of humanity, his distresses are even aggravated 
by feeling that he transgresses, in the indulgence of his grief, 
the rules of religion and philosophy by which he endeavours 
in general to regulate his passions and his actions. It was 
during such a paroxysm that the imfortunate Morton left 
Fairy Enowe. To know that his long-loved and still-beloved 
Edith, whose image had filled his mind for so many years, was 
on the point of marriage to his early rival, who had laid daim 
to her heart by so many services as hardly left her a title to 
refuse his addresses, bitter as the intelligence was, yet came 
not as an imexpected blow. 

During his residence abroad he had once written to Edith. 
It was to bid her farewell for ever, and to conjure her to forget 
him. He had requested her not to answer his letter, yet he 
half hoped for many a day that she might transgress his 
injunction. The letter never reached her to whom it was 
addressed, and Morton, ignorant of its miscarriage, could only 
conclude himself laid aside and forgotten, according to his own 
self-denying request. All that he had heard of their mutual 
relations since his return to Scotland, prepared him to expect 
that he could only look upon Miss Bellenden as the betrothed 
bride of Lord Evandale ; and, even if freed from the burden of 
obligation to the latter, it would still have been inconsistent 
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with Morton's generosity of disposition to disturb their arrange- 
ments, by attempting the assertion of a claim, proscribed by 
absence, never sanctioned by the consent of friends, and barred 
by a thousand circumstances of difficulty. Why, then, did he 
seek the cottage which their broken fortunes had now rendered 
the retreat of Lady Margaret Bellenden and her grand'daughter? 
He yielded, we are imder the necessity of acknowledging, to the 
impulse of an inconsistent wish, which many might have felt in 
his situation. 

Accident apprised him, while travelling towards his native 
district, that the ladies, near whose mansion he must necessarily 
pass, were absent ; and learning that Cuddie and his wife acted 
as their principal domestics, he could not resist pausing at 
their cottage to learn, if possible, the real progress which Lord 
Evandale had made in the affections of Miss Bellenden — alas ! 
no longer his Edith. This rash experiment ended as we have 
related, and he parted from the house of Fairy Enowe conscious 
that he was still beloved by Edith, yet compelled by faith and 
honour to relinquish her for ever. With what feelings he 
must have listened to the dialogue between Lord Evandale and 
Edith, the greater part of which he involuntarily overheard, 
the reader must conceive, for we dare not attempt to describe 
them. An hundred times he was tempted to burst upon their 
interview, or to exclaim aloud — * Edith, I yet live 1 ' and as 
often the recollection of her plighted troth, and of the debt of 
gratitude which he owed Lord Evandale, to whose influence 
with Claverhouse he justly ascribed his escape from torture 
and from death, withheld him from a rashness which might 
indeed have involved all in further distress, but gave little pro- 
spect of forwarding his own happiness. He repressed forcibly 
these selfish emotions, though with an agony which thrilled his 
every nerve. 

'No, Edith!' was his internal oath, 'never will I add a 
thorn to thy pillow. That which Heaven has ordained, let it 
be; and let me not add, by my selfish sorrows, one atom's 
weight to the biirden thou hast to bear. I was dead to thee 
when thy resolution was adopted; and never — never shalt 
thou know that Henry Morton still lives ! ' 

As he formed this resolution, diffident of his own power to 
keep it, and seeking that firmness in flight which was every 
moment shaken by his continuing within hearing of Edith's 
voice, he hastily rushed from his apartment by the little closet 
and the sashed door which led to the garden. 
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But firmly as he thought his resolution was fixed, he oould 
not leave the spot where the last tones of a voice so beloved 
still vibrated on his ear, without endeavouring to avail himself 
of the opportimitj which the parlour window afforded, to steal 
one last glance at the lovely speaker. It was in this attempt^ 
made while Edith seemed to have her eyes imalterably bent upon 
the groimd, that Morton's presence was detected by her raising 
them suddenly. So soon as her wild scream made this known 
to the unfortimate object of a passion so constant, and which 
seemed so ill-fated, he hurried from the place as if pursued by 
the furies. He psissed Halliday in the garden without recognis- 
ing, or even being sensible that he had seen, him, threw himself 
on his horse, and, by a sort of instinct rather than recollection, 
took the fiiBt bye- road in preference to the public route to 
Hamilton. 

In all probability this prevented Lord Evandale from learn- 
ing that he was actually in existence ; for the news that the 
Highlanders had obtained a decisive victory at Eilliecrankie had 
occasioned an accurate look-out to be kept, by order of the 
government, on all the passes, for fear of some commotion 
among the Lowland Jacobites. They did not omit to post 
sentinels on Bothwell Bridge, and as these men had not seen 
any traveller pass westward in that direction, and as, besides, 
their comrades stationed in the village of Bothwell were equally 
positive that none had gone eastward, the apparition, in the 
existence of which Edith and Halliday were equally positive, 
became yet more mysterious in the judgment of Lord Evandale, 
who was finally inclined to settle in the belief that the heated 
and disturbed imagination of Edith had summoned up the 
phantom she stated herself to have seen, and that Halliday had 
in some imaccountable manner been infected by the same 
superstition. 

Meanwhile, the bye-path which Morton pursued, with all the 
speed which his vigorous horse could exert, brought him in a 
very few seconds to the brink of the Clyde, at a spot marked 
with the feet of horses, who were conducted to it as a watering- 
place. The steed, urged as he was to the gallop, did not pause 
a single instant, but, throwing himself into the river, was soon 
beyond his depth. The plunge which the animal made as his 
feet quitted the groimd, with the feeling that the cold water 
rose above his sword-belt, were the first incidents which recalled 
Morton, whose movements had been hitherto mechanical, to 
the necessity of taking measures for preserving himself and the 
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noble animal which he bestrode. A perfect master of all manly 
exercises, the management of a horse in -water was as familiar 
to him as when upon a meadow. He directed the animaVs 
course somewhat down the stream towards a low plain or holm, 
which seemed to promise an easy ^ress from the river. In the 
first and second attempt to get on shore, the horse was frus- 
trated by the nature of the ground, and nearly fell backwards 
on his rider. The instinct of self-preservation seldom fails, even 
in the most desperate circumstances, to recall the human mind 
to some degree of equipoise, imless when altogether distracted 
by terror, and Morton was obliged to the danger in which he 
was placed for complete recovery of his self-possession. A third 
attempt, at a spot more carefully and judiciously selected, suc- 
ceeded better than the former, and placed the horse and his 
rider in safety upon the farther and left-hand bank of the 
Clyde. 

' But whither,' said Morton, in the bitterness of his heart, 
' am I now to direct my course ? or rather, what does it signify 
to which point of the compass a wretch so forlorn betakes 
himself ? I would to God, could the wish be without a sin, that 
these dark waters had flowed over me, and drowned my recol- 
lection of that which was and that which is ! ' 

The sense of impatience which the disturbed state of his 
feelings had occasioned scarcely had vented itself in these 
violent expressions ere he was struck with shame at having 
given way to such a paroxysm. He remembered how signally 
the life which he now held so lightly, in the bitterness of his 
disappointment, had been preserved through the almost in- 
cessant perils which had beset him since he entered upon his 
public career. 

' I am a fool ! ' he said, ' and worse than a fool, to set light 
by that existence which Heaven has so often preserved in the 
most marvellous manner. Something there yet remains for me 
in this world, were it only to bear my sorrows like a man, and 
to aid those who need my assistance. What have I seen — 
what have I heard, but the very conclusion of that which I 
knew was to happen f They (he durst not utter their names 
oven in soliloquy) — they are embarrassed and in difficulties. 
She is stripped of ber inheritance, and he seems rushing on 
some dangerous career, with which, but for the low voice in 
which he spoke, I might have become acquainted. Are there 
no means to aid or to warn them ? ' 

As he pondered upon this topic, forcibly withdrawing his 



362 WAVERLEY NOVELS 

mind from his own disappointment and compelling his attention 
to the affairs of Edith and her betrothed husband, the letter of 
Burlej, long forgotten, suddenly rushed on his memory like a 
ray of light darting through a mist. 

* Their rum must have been his work,' was his internal 
conclusion. 'If it can be repaired, it must be through his 
means, or by information obtained from him. I will search him 
out. Stem, crafty, and enthusiastic as he is, my plain and 
downright rectitude of purpose has more than once prevailed 
with him. I will seek hun out, at least ; and who knows what 
influence the information I may acquire from him may have on 
the fortunes of those whom I shall never see more, and who 
will probably never learn that I am now suppressing my own 
grief to add, if possible, to their happiness ! ' 

Animated by these hopes, though the foimdation was but 
slight, he sought the nearest way to the highroad ; and as all 
the tracks through the valley were known to him since he 
hunted through them in youth, he had no other difficulty than 
that of surmounting one or two inclosures ere he foimd him- 
self on the road to the small burgh where the feast of the 
popinjay had been celebrated. He joiimeyed in a state of 
mind sad indeed and dejected, yet relieved from its earlier and 
more intolerable state of anguish ; for virtuous resolution and 
manly disinterestedness seldom fail to restore tranquillity even 
where they cannot create happiness. He turned his thoughts 
with strong effort upon the means of discovering Burley, and the 
chance there was of extracting from him any knowledge which 
he might possess favourable to her in whose cause he interested 
himself, and at length formed the resolution of guiding him- 
self by the circumstances in which he might discover the object 
of his quest, trusting that, from Cuddle's account of a schism 
betwixt Burley and his brethren of the Presbyterian per- 
suasion, he might find him less rancorously disposed against 
Miss Bellenden, and inclined to exert the power which he 
asserted himself to possess over her fortimes more favourably 
than heretofore. 

Noontide had passed away when our traveller found him- 
self in the neighbourhood of his deceased uncle's habitation 
of Milnwood. It rose among glades and groves that were 
chequered with a thousand early recollections of joy and sorrow, 
and made upon Morton that mournful impression, soft and 
affecting, yet withal soothing, which the sensitive mind usually 
receives from a return to the haunts of childhood and early 
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youth, after having experienced the vicissitudes and tempests 
of public life. A strong desire came upon him to visit the 
house itself. 

'Old Alison/ he thought, 'will not know me, more than 
the honest couple whom I saw yesterday. I may indulge my 
curiosity and proceed on my journey, without her having any 
knowledge of my existence. I think they said my imcle had 
bequeathed to her my family mansion ; well, be it so. I 
have enough to sorrow for, to enable me to dispense with 
lamenting such a disappointment as that; and yet methinks 
he has chosen an odd successor in my grumbling old dame to 
a line of respectable, if not distinguish^ ancestry. Let it be 
as it may, I will visit the old mansion at least once more.' 

The house of Milnwood, even in its best days, had nothing 
cheerful about it^ but its gloom appeared to be doubled under 
the auspices of the old housekeeper. Everything, indeed, 
was in repair; there were no slates deficient upon the steep 
grey roof, and no panes broken in the narrow windows. But 
the grass in the courtyard looked as if the foot of man had 
not been there for years ; the doors were carefully locked, and 
that which admitted to the hall seemed to have been shut for 
a length of time, since the spiders had fairly drawn their 
webs over the doorway and the staples. Living sight or sound 
there was none, until, after much knocking, Morton heard the 
little window, through which it was usual to reconnoitre visitors, 
open with much caution. The face of Alison, puckered with 
some score of wrinkles, in addition to those with which it was 
furrowed when Morton left Scotland, now presented itself, 
enveloped in a * toy,' from under the protection of which some 
of her grey tresses had escaped in a manner more picturesque 
than beautiful, while her shrill tremulous voice demanded the 
cause of the knocking. 

' I wish to speak an instant with one Alison Wilson who 
resides here,' said Henry. 

* She's no at hame the day,' answered Mrs. Wilson tn propria 
persona^ the state of whose head-dress, perhaps, inspired her 
with this direct mode of denying herself; 'and ye are but 
a mislear'd person to speer for her in sic a manner. Ye 
might hae had an M under your belt for Mistress Wilson of 
Milnwood.' 

' I beg pardon,' said Morton, internally smiling at finding in 
old Ailie the same jealousy of disrespect which she used to 
exhibit upon former occasions — *I beg pardon; I am but a 
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stranger in this country, and have been so long abroad that I 
have almost forgotten my own language.' 

' Did ye come frae foreign parts ? ' said Ailie ; * then maybe 
ye may hae heard of a young gentleman of this coimtry that 
they ca' Henry Morton ? ' 

' I have heard/ said Morton, ' of such a name in Germany.' 

* Then bide a wee bit where ye are, friend — or stay, gang 
roimd by the back o' the house, and ye'll find a laigh door ; it's 
on the latch, for it's never barred till sunset. Yell open't — 
and tak care ye dinna fa' ower the tub, for the entry's dark — 
and then ye'll turn to the right, and then yell baud straught 
forward, and then yell turn to the right again, and ye'll tak 
heed o' the cellar stairs, and then ye'll be at the door o' the 
little kitchen — it's a' the kitchen that's at Milnwood now — and 
I'll come down t'ye, and whate'er ye wad say to Mistress Wilson 
ye may very safely tell it to me.' 

A stranger might have had some difficulty, notwithstanding 
the minuteness of the directions supplied by Ailie, to pilot him- 
self in safety through the dark labyrinth of passages that led 
from the back door to the little kitchen, but Henry was too well 
acquainted with the navigation of these straits to experience 
danger, either from the Scylla which lurked on one side in 
shape of a bucking- tub, or the Charybdis which yawned on 
the other in the profundity of a winding cellar stair. His only 
impediment arose from the snarling and vehement barking of 
a small cocking spaniel, once his own property, but which, 
unlike to the faithful Argus, saw his master return from his 
wanderings without any symptom of recognition. 

' The little dogs and all ! ' said Morton to himself, on being 
disowned by his former favourite. 'I am so changed that 
no breathing creature that I have known and loved will now 
acknowledge me ! ' 

At this moment he had reached the kitchen, and soon 
after the tread of Alison's high heels, and the pat of the 
crutch-handled cane, which served at once to prop and to guide 
her footsteps, were heard upon the stairs, an annunciation 
which continued for some time ere she fairly reached the 
kitchen. 

Morton had, therefore, time to survey the slender pre- 
parations for housekeeping which were now sufficient in the 
house of his ancestors. The fire, though coals are plenty 
in that neighbourhood, was husbanded with the closest atten- 
tion to economy of fuel, and the small pipkin, in which was 
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preparing the dinner of the old woman and her maid-of-all-work, 
a girl of twelve years old, intimated, by its thin and watery 
vapour, that Ailie had not mended her cheer with her improved 
fortune. 

When she entered, the head which nodded with self-import- 
ance, the features in which an irritable peevishness, acquired 
by habit and indulgence, strove with a temper naturally affec- 
tionate and good-natured, the coif, the apron, the blue checked 
gown, were all those of old Ailie ; but laced pinners, hastily 
put on to meet the stranger, with some other trifling articles 
of decoration, marked the difference between Mrs. WUson, life- 
rentrix of Milnwood, and the housekeeper of the late pro- 
prietor. 

*What were ye pleased to want wi' Mrs. Wilson, sir? I 
am Mrs. Wilson,' was her first address ; for the five minutes' 
time which she had gained for the business of the toilette 
entitled her, she conceived, to assume the full merit of her 
illustrious name, and shine forth on her guest in unchastened 
splendour. 

Morton's sensations, confounded between the past and 
present, fairly confused him so much that he would have had 
difficulty in answering her, even if he had known well what to 
say. But as he had not determined what character he was 
to adopt while concealing that which was properly his own, he 
had an additional reason for remaining silent. 

Mrs. Wilson, in perplexity, and with some apprehension, 
repeated her question. *What were ye pleased to want wi' 
me, sir ? Ye said ye kenn'd Mr. Harry Morton ? ' 

'Pardon me, madam,' answered Henry; 'it was of one 
Silas Morton I spoke.' 

The old woman's countenance fell. 

' It was his father then ye kent o', the brother o' the late 
Milnwood) Ye canna mind him abroad, I wad think ; he was 
come hame afore ye were bom. I thought ye had brought me 
news of poor Maister Harry.' 

* It was from my father I learned to know Colonel Morton,' 
said Henry. ' Of the son I know little or nothing ; rumour says 
he died abroad on his passage to Holland.' 

* That's ower like to be true,' said the old woman with a 
sigh, *and mony a tear it's cost my auld een. His imcle, poor 
gentleman, just sough'd awa wi' it in his mouth. He had been 
gieing me preceeze directions anent the bread, and the wine, 
and the brandy, at his burial, and how often it was to be handed 
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round the company — for, dead or alive, he was a prudent, frugal, 
painstaking man — and then he said, said he, " Ailie " — he aye 
ca'd me Ailie, we were auld acquaintance — " Ailie, take ye care 
and haud the gear weel thegither ; for the name of Morton of 
Milnwood's gane out like the last sough of an auld sang." And 
sae he fell out o' ae dwam into another, and ne'er spak a word 
mair, unless it were something we cou'dna mak out, about a 
dipped candle being gude eneugh to see to dee wi'. He cou'd 
ne'er bide to see a moulded ane, and there was ane, by ill luck, 
on the table.' 

While Mrs. Wilson was thus detailing the last moments of 
the old miser, Morton was pressingly engaged in diverting the 
assiduous curiosity of the dog, wfach, recovered from his first 
surprise, and combining former recollections, had, after much 
snuffing and examination, begun a course of capering and 
jmnping upon the stranger which threatened every instant to 
betray him. At lengtl^ in the urgency of his impatience, 
Morton could not forbear exclaiming, in a tone of hasty 
impatience, * Down, Elphin ! Down, sir ! * 

* Ye ken our dog's name,' said the old lady, struck with great 
and sudden surprise — 'ye ken our dog's name, and it's no a 
common ane. And the creature kens you too,' she continued, 
in a more agitated and shriller tone. ' God guide us ! it's my 
ain bairn 1 ' So saying, the poor old woman threw herself 
aroimd Morton's neck, clung to him, kissed him as if he had 
been actually her child, and wept for joy. 

There was no parrying the discovery, if he could have 
had the heart to attempt any further disguise. He returned 
the embrace with the most grateful warmth, and answered 
— *I do indeed live, dear AiHe, to thank you for all your 
kindness, past and present, and to rejoice that there is at least 
one friend to welcome me to my native countiy.' 

' Friends ! ' exclaimed Ailie, ' yell hae mony hiends — yell hae 
mony friends ; for ye wiU lute gear, hinny-ye ^01 \L gear. 
Heaven mak ye a gude guide o't ! But, eh, sirs ! ' she continued, 
pushing him back from her with her trembling hand and 
shrivelled arm, and gazing in his face as if to read, at more 
convenient distance, the ravages which sorrow rather than time 
had made on his face — 'eh, sirs! ye're sair altered, hinny: 
your face is turned pale, and your een are simken, and your 
bonny red-and-white cheeks are turned a' dark and sunburnt. 
0, weary on the wars ! mony's the comely face they destroy. 
And when cam ye here, hinny ? And where hae ye been ? Aiii 
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what bae je been doing ? And what for did ye na write to us ? 
And how cam je to pass yoursell for dead? And what for 
did ye come creepin' to your ain house as if ye had been an 
unco body, to gie poor auld Ailie sic a start ? ' she concluded, 
smiling through her tears. 

It was some time ere Morton could overcome his own emotion 
so as to give the kind old woman the information which we 
shall communicate to our readers in the next chapter. 



CHAPTER XL 

Aumerle that was, 
But that ifl gone for being Riobard's finend ; 
And, madam, you must <»dl him Rutland now. 

Richard I L 

Thb scene of explanation was hastily removed from the little 
kitchen to Mrs. Wilson's own matted room, the very same 
which she had occupied as housekeeper, and which she con- 
tinued to retain. 'It was,' she said, 'better secured against 
sifting winds than the hall, which she had foimd dangerous to 
her rheumatisms, and it was more fitting for her use than the 
late Milnwood's apartment, honest man, which gave her sad 
thoughts'; and as for the great oak parlour, it was never 
opened but to be aired, washed, and dusted, according to the 
invariable practice of the family, unless upon their most solemn 
festivals. In the nmtted room, therefore, they were settled, 
surrounded by pickle-pots and conserves of all kinds, which the 
ci-devant housekeeper continued to compound, out of mere habit, 
although neither she herself nor any one else ever partook of 
the comfits which she so regularly prepared. 

Morton, adapting his narrative to the comprehension of his 
auditor, informed her briefly of the wreck of the vessel and the 
loss of all hands, excepting two or three common seamen, who 
had early secured the skiff, and were just putting off from the 
vessel when he leaped from the deck into their boat, and 
imexpectedly, as well as contrary to their inclination, made 
himself partner of their voyage and of their safety. Landed 
at Flushing, he was fortunate enough to meet with an old 
officer who had been in service with his father. By his advice, 
he shunned going immediately to The Hague, but forwarded 
his letters to the court of the Stadtholder. 

'Our Prince,' said the veteran, 'must as yet keep terms 
with his father-m-law and with your King Charles; and to 
approach him in the character of a Scottish malcontent would 
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render it imprudent for him to distingidsh you by his favour. 
Wait, therefore, his orders, without forcing yourself on his 
notice ; observe the strictest prudence and retirement ; assume 
for the present a different name; shun the company of the 
British exiles ; and, depend upon it, you will not repent your 
prudence.' 

The old friend of Silas Morton argued justly. After a 
considerable time had elapsed, the Prince of Orange, in a 
progress through the United States, came to the town where 
Morton, impatient at his situation and the incognito which he 
was obliged to observe, still continued, nevertheless, to be a 
resident. He had an hour of private interview assigned, in 
which the Prince expressed himself highly pleased with his in- 
telligence, his prudence, and the libeiul view which he seemed 
to ta^e of the factions of his native coimtry, their motives and 
their purposes. 

*I would gladly,' said William, 'attach you to my own 
person, but that cannot be without giving offence in England. 
But I will do as much for you, as well out of respect for the 
sentiments you have expressed as for the recommendations you 
have brought me. Here is a conunission in a Swiss regiment 
at present in garrison m a distant province, where you will 
meet few or none of your coxmtrymen. Continue to be Captain 
Melville, and let the name of Morton sleep till better days.' 

'Thus began my fortune,' continued Morton; 'and my 
services have, on various occasions, been distinguished by his 
Royal Highness, until the moment that brought him to Britain 
as our political deliverer. His commands must excuse my 
silence to my few friends in Scotland ; and I wonder not at the 
report of my death, considering the wreck of the vessel, and 
that I found no occasion to use the letters of exchange with 
which I was furnished by the liberality of some of them, a cii> 
cumstance which must have confirmed the belief that I had 
perished.' 

' But, dear hinny,' asked Mrs. Wilson, ' did ye find nae Scotch 
body at the Prince of Oranger's court that kenn'd ye ? I wad hae 
thought Morton o' Milnwood was kenn'd a' through the country.' 

' I was purposely engaged in distant service,' said Morton, 
' imtil a period when few, without as deep and kind a motive 
of interest as yours, Ailie, would have known the stripling 
Morton in Major-General Melville.' 

' Malville was your mother's name,' said Mrs. Wilson ; * but 
Morton sounds far bonnier in my auld lugs. And when ye 

VI 24 
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tak up the lairdship ye maun tak the auld name and designa- 
tion again.' 

' I am like to be in no haste to do either the one or the other, 
Ailie, for I have some reasons for the present to conceal my 
being alive from every one but you ; and as for the lairdship of 
Milnwood, it is in as good hands.' 

* As gude hands, hinny ! ' re-echoed Ailie ; * I'm hopef u' ye 
are no meaning mine 1 The rents and the lands are but a sair 
fash to me. And I'm ower failed to tak a helpmate, though 
Wylie Mactrickit, the writer, was very pressing, and spak very 
civilly ; but I'm ower auld a cat to draw that strae before me. 
He canna whilly-wha me as he's dune mony a ane. And then 
I thought aye ye wad come back, and I wad get my pickle meal 
and my soup milk, and keep a' things right about ye as I used 
to do in your puir uncle's time, and it wad be just pleasure 
eneugh for me to see ye thrive and guide the gear canny. Yell 
hae learned that in Holland, I'se warrant, for they're thrifty folk 
there, as I hear tell. But yell be for keeping rather a mair 
house than puir auld Milnwood that's gane; and, indeed, I 
would approve o' yoiur eating butcher-meat maybe as aften as 
three times a-week, it keeps the wind out o' the stamack.' 

' We will talk of all this another time,' said Morton, surprised 
at the generosity upon a large scale which mingled in Ailie's 
thoughts and actions with habitual and sordid parsimony, and 
at the odd contrast between her love of saving and indifference 
to self-acquisition. * You must know,' he continued, ' that I am 
in this country only for a few days on some special business of 
importance to the government, and therefore, Ailie, not a word 
of having seen me. At some other time I will acquaint you 
fully widi my motives and intentions.' 

' E'en be it sae, my jo,' replied Ailie, ' I can keep a secret 
like my neighboiu^ ; and weel auld Milnwood kenn'd it, honest 
man, for he tauld me where he keepit his gear, and that's what 
maist folk like to hae as private as possibly may be. But come 
awa wi' me, hinny, till I show ye the oak-parloiur how grandly 
it's keepit, just as if ye had been expected hame every day ; I 
loot naebody sort it but my ain hands. It was a kind o' diver- 
tisement to me, though whiles the tear wan into my ee, and I 
said to mysell, what needs I fash wi' grates, and carpets, and 
cushions, and the muckle brass candlesticks, ony mair? for 
they'll ne'er come hame that aught it rightfully.' 

With these words she hauled him away to this sanctum 
tanctoruniy the scrubbing and cleaning whereof was her daily 
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employment, as its high state of good order constituted the 
very pride of her heart Morton, as he followed her into the 
room, underwent a rebuke for not ' dighting his shime,' which 
showed that Ailie had not relinquished her habits of authority. 
On entering the oak-parlour, he could not but recollect the 
feelings of solemn awe with which, when a boy, he had been 
affected at his occasional and rare admission to an apartment 
which he then supposed had not its equal save in the halls of 
princes. It may be readily supposed that the worked-worsted 
chairs, with their short ebony l^;s and long upright backs, 
had lost much of their influence over his mind ; that the large 
brass andirons seemed diminished in splendour ; that the green 
worsted tapestry appeared no masterpiece of the Arras loom ; 
and that the room looked, on the whole, dark, gloomy, and dis- 
consolate. Yet there were two objects, * the coimterfeit present- 
ment of two brothers,' which, dissimilar as those described by 
Hamlet, affected his mind with a variety of sensations. One 
full-length portrait represented his father, in complete armour, 
with a countenance indicating his masculine and determined 
character; and the other set forth his uncle, in velvet and 
brocade, looking as if he were ashamed of his own finery, 
though entirely indebted for it to the liberality of the painter. 

^ It was an idle fancy,' Ailie said> ' to dress the honest auld 
man in thae expensive fal-lalls that he ne'er wore in his life, in- 
stead o' his douce raploch grey, and his band wi' the narrow 
edging.' 

In private, Morton could not help being much of her opinion ; 
for anything approaching to the dress of a gentleman sate as 
ill on the imgainly person of his relative as an open or generous 
expression would have done on his mean and money-making 
features. He now extricated himself from Ailie to visit some 
of his haunts in the neighbouring wood, while her own hands 
made an addition to the dinner she was preparing ; an incident 
no otherwise remarkable than as it cost the life of a fowl, which 
for any event of less importance than the arrival of Henry 
Morton might have cackled on to a good old age ere Ailie 
could have been guilty of the extravagance of killing and 
dressing it. The meal was seasoned by talk of old times, and 
by the plans which Ailie laid out for futurity, in which she 
assigned her yoimg master all the prudential habits of her old 
one, and planned out the dexterity with which she was to 
exercise her duty as govemante. Morton let the old woman 
enjoy her day-dreams and castle-building during moments of 
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such pleasure, and deferred till some fitter occasion the com- 
munication of his purpose again to return and spend his life 
upon the Continent. 

His next care was to lay aside his militarjr dress, which he 
considered likely to render more difficult his researches after 
Burlej. He exchanged it for a grey doublet and cloak, formerly 
his usual attire at Milnwood, and which Mrs. Wilson produced 
from a chest of walnut-tree, wherein she had laid them aside, 
without forgetting carefully to brush and air them from time 
to time. Morton retained his sword and firearms, without which 
few persons travelled in those unsettled times. 

When he appeared in his new attire, Mrs. Wilson was first 
thankful ' that they fitted him sae decently, since, though he 
was nae fatter, yet he looked mair manly thsm when he was taen 
frae Milnwood.' Next she enlarged on the advantage of saving 
old clothes to be what she called ^beet-masters to the new,' 
and was far advanced in the history of a velvet cloak belonging 
to the late Milnwood, which had first been converted to a velvet 
doublet, and then into a pair of breeches, and appeared each 
time as good as new, when Morton interrupted her account of 
its transmigration to bid her good-bye. 

He gave, indeed, a sufficient shock to her feelings by ex- 
pressing the necessity he was \mder of proceeding on his journey 
that evening. 

'And where are ye gaunf And what wad ye do that fori 
And whar wad ye sleep but in your ain house, after ye hae 
been sae mony years frae hame 1 ' 

< I feel all the unkindness of it, Ailie, but it must be so ; and 
that was the reason that I attempted to conceal myself from 
you, as I suspected you would not let me part from you so 
easily.' 

* But whar are ye gaun, then ? ' said Ailie, once more. * Saw 
e'er mortal een the like o' you, just to come ae moment and 
fiee awa like an arrow out of a bow the neist 1 ' 

* I must go down,' replied Morton, * to Niel Blane, the Piper's 
Howff. He can give me a bed, I suppose ? ' 

* A bed ! I'se warrant can he,' replied Ailie, * and gar ye 
pay weel for't into the bargain. Laddie, I daresay ye hae lost 
your wits m thae foreign parts, to gang and gie siller for a 
supper and a bed, and might hae baith for naething, and thanks 
t'ye for accepting them.' 

'I assure you, Ailie,' said Morton, desirous to silence her 
remonstrances, 'that this is a business of great importance. 
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in which I may be a great gainer, and cannot possibly be a 
loser/ 

' I dinna see how that can be, if ye begin by gieing maybe 
the feck o' twal shillings Scots for your supper; but young 
folks are aye venturesome, and think to get sUler that way. 
My puir auld master took a surer gate, and never parted wi' it 
when he had anes gotten't.' 

Persevering in his desperate resolution, Morton took leave 
of Ailie and mounted his horse to proceed to the little town, 
after exacting a solemn promise that she would conceal his re- 
turn imtil she again saw or heard from him. 

' I am not very extravagant^' was his natural reflection, as 
he trotted slowly towards the town ; ' but were Ailie and I to set 
up house together, as she proposes, I think my profusion would 
break the good old creature's heart before a week were out.' 



CHAPTER XLI 

Where's the jolly hoet 
You told me oft T has been my custom ever 
To parley with mine host. 

Lover* 8 Progress, 

Morton reached the borough-town without meeting with any 
remarkable adventure, and alighted at the little inn. It had 
occurred to him more than once, while upon his journey, that 
his resimiption of the dress which he had worn while a youth, 
although favourable to his views in other respects, might 
render it more difficult for him to remain incognito. But a 
few years of campaigns and wandering had so changed his 
appearance that he had great confidence that in the grown 
man, whose brows exhibited the traces of resolution and con- 
siderate thought^ none would recognise the raw and bashful 
stripling who won the game of the popinjay. The only chance 
was, that here and there some Whig whom he had led to battle 
might remember the Captain of the Milnwood Marksmen ; but 
the risk, if there was any, could not be guarded against. 

The Howff seemed full and frequented as if possessed of 
all its old celebrity. The person and demeanour of Niel Blane, 
more fat and less civil than of yore, intimated that he had 
increased as well in purse as in corpulence ; for in Scotland 
a landlord's complaisance for his guests decreases in exact pro- 
portion to his rise in the world. His daughter had acquired 
the air of a dexterous barmaid, imdisturbed by the circmn- 
stances of love and war, so apt to perplex her in the exercise 
of her vocation. Both showed Morton the degree of atten- 
tion which could have been expected by a stranger travelling 
without attendants, at a time when they were particularly the 
badges of distinction. He took upon himself exactly the char- 
acter his appearance presented — ^went to the stable and saw 
his horse accommodated, then returned to the house, and, 
seating himself in the public room (for to request one to 
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himself would, in those days, have been thought an overween- 
ing degree of conceit), he found himself in the very apartment 
in which he had some years before celebrated his victory at the 
game of the popinjay, a jocular preferment which led to so many 
serious consequences. 

He felt himself, as may well be supposed, a much changed 
man since that festivity; and yet> to look around him, the 
groups assembled in the Howff seemed not dissimilar to those 
which the same scene had formerly presented. Two or three 
burghers husbanded their * dribbles o' brandy ' ; two or three 
dragoons loimged over their muddy ale, and cursed the in- 
active times that allowed them no better cheer. Their comet 
did not, indeed, play at backgammon with the curate in his 
cassock, but he drank a little modiciun of oqvxi mircUnlis with 
the grey-cloaked Presbyterian minister. The scene was another, 
and yet the same, differing only in persons, but corresponding 
in general character. 

* Let the tide of the world wax or wane as it will,' Morton 
thought, as he looked around him, ' enough will be found to fill 
the places which chance renders vacant; and, in the usual 
occupations and amusements of life, hiunan beings will succeed 
each other, as leaves upon the same tree, with the same indi- 
vidual difference and the same general resemblance.' 

After pausing a few minutes, Morton, whose experience had 
taught him the readiest mode of securing attention, ordered 
a pint of claret> and, as the smiling landlord appeared with 
the pewter measure foaming fresh from the tap (for bottling 
wine was not then in fashion), he asked him to sit down and 
take a share of the good cheer. This invitation was peculi- 
arly acceptable to Niel Blane, who, if he did not positively 
expect it from every guest not provided with better com- 
V^^Ji y^^ received it from many, and was not a whit abashed 
or surprised at the summons. He sat down, along with his 
guest, in a secluded nook near the chimney; and while he 
received encouragement to drink by far the greater share of 
the liquor before them, he entered at length, as a part of his 
expected functions, upon the news of the country — the births, 
deaths, and marriages, the change of property, the downfall 
of old families, and the rise of new. But politics, now the 
fertile soiurce of eloquence, mine host did not care to mingle in 
his theme ; and it was only in answer to a question of Morton 
that he replied with an air of indifference, * Um ! ay 1 we aye 
hae sodgers amang us, mair or less. There's a wheen German 
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horse down at Glasgow yonder; they ca' their commander 
Wittybody, or some sic name, though he's as grave and grew- 
some an auld Dutchman as e'er I saw.' 

' Wittenbold, perhaps ? ' said Morton ; ' an old man, with grey 
hair and short black moustaches ; speaks seldom ? ' 

*And smokes for ever,' replied Niel Blane. 'I see your 
honour kens the man. He may be a very gude man too, for 
aught I see, that is, considering he is a sodger and a Dutch- 
man ; but if he were ten generals, and as mony Wittybodies, he 
has nae skill in the pipes ; he gar'd me stop in the middle of 
" Torphichen's Rant," the best piece o' music that ever bag gae 
wind to.' 

' But these fellows,' said Morton, glancing his eye towards 
the soldiers that were in the apartment, ' are not of his corps f ' 

' Na, na, these are Scotch dragoons,' said mine host ; ' o\ur 
ain auld caterpillars ; these were Claver'se's lads a while syne, 
and wad be again, maybe, if he had the lang ten in his hand.' 

* Is there not a report of his death ? ' inquired Morton. 

* Troth is there,' said the landlord ; * your honour is right : 
there is sic a fleeing rumour ; but, in my puir opinion, it's lang 
or the deil die. I wad hae the folks here look to themsells. 
If he makes an outbreak, he'll be doim frae the Hielands or I 
could drink this glass ; and whare are they then ? A' thae hell- 
rakers o' dragoons wad be at his whistle in a moment. Nae 
doubt they're Willie's men e'en now, as they were James's a 
while syne ; and reason good — they fight for their pay ; what 
else hae they to fight fort They hae neither lands nor houses, 
I trow. There's ae gude thing o* the change — or the Revolution, 
as they ca' it — folks may speak out afore thae birkies now, and 
nae fear o' being hauled awa to the guard-house, or having the 
thumikins screwed on your finger-ends, just as I wad drive the 
screw through a cork.' 

There was a Uttle pause, when Morton, feeling confident in 
the progress he had made in mine host's ^miHarity, asked, 
though with the hesitation proper to one who puts a question 
on the answer to which rests something of importance — 
' Whether Blane knew a woman in that neighbourhood called 
Elizabeth Maclure ? ' 

'Whether I ken Bessie Maclure?' answered the landlord, 
with a landlord's laugh. * How can I htU ken my ain wife's — 
haly be her rest ! — my ain wife's first gudeman's sister, Bessie 
Macliire ? An honest wife she is, but sair she's been trysted wi' 
misfortunes — the loss o' twa decent lads o' sons, in the time o' 
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the persecution, as they ca' it nowadays; and doucely and 
decently she has borne her burden, blaming nane and con- 
demning nane. If there's an honest woman in the world, it's 
Bessie Maclure. And to lose her twa sons, as I was saying, and 
to hae dragoons clinked down on her for a month bye-past, for, 
be Whig or Tory uppermost, they aye quarter thae loons on 
yiotuallers — to lose, as I was saying ' 

' This woman keeps an inn, then 1 ' interrupted Morton. 

' A public, in a puir way,' replied Blane, looking round at 
his own superior accommodations — ' a sour browst o' sma' ale 
that she sells to folk that are ower drouthy wi' travel to be 
nice ; but naething to ca' a stirring trade or a thriving change- 
house.' 

* Can you get me a guide there ? ' said Morton. 

' Your honoxir will rest here a' the night ? ye'll hardly get 
accommodation at Bessie's,' said Niel, whose regard for his 
deceased wife's relative by no means extended to sending com- 
pany from his own house to hers. 

' There is a friend,' answered Morton, ' whom I am to meet 
with there, and I only called here to take a stirrup-cup and 
inquire the way.' 

* Your honour had better,' answered the landlord, with the 
perseverance of his calling, * send some ane to warn your friend 
to come on here.' 

*I tell you, landlord,' answered Morton, impatiently, 'that 
will not serve my purpose ; I must go straight to this woman 
Maclure's house, and I desire you to find me a guide.' 

'Aweel, sir, ye'll choose for yourseU, to be sure,' said Niel 
Blane, somewhat disconcerted ; * but deil a guide ye'll need, if 
ye gae doun the water for twa mile or sae, as gin ye were bound 
for Milnwood House, and then tak the first broken disjasked- 
looking road that makes for the hills — ^yell ken't by a broken 
ash-tree that stands at the side o' a bum just where the roads 
meet — and then travel out the path; ye canna miss Widow 
Maclure's public, for deil another house or hauld is on the road 
for ten lang Scots miles, and that's worth twenty English. I 
am sorry your honour would think o' gaim out o' my house the 
night. But my wife's gude-sister is a decent woman, and it's 
no lost that a friend gets.' 

Morton accordingly paid his reckoning and departed. The 
sunset of the summer day placed him at the ash-tree, where 
the path led up towards the moors. 

' Here,' he said to himself, ' my misfortunes commenced ; for 
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just here, when Burley and I were about to separate on the 
first night we ever met, he was alarmed by the mtelligence 
that the passes were secured by soldiers lying in wait for him. 
Beneath that very ash sate the old woman who apprised him of 
his danger. How strange that my whole fortimes should have 
become insepaiubly interwoven with that man's, without any- 
thing more on my part than the dischai^ of an ordinary duty 
of humanity ! Would to Heaven it were possible I could find 
my humble quiet and tranquillity of mind upon the spot where 
I lost them ! ' 

Thus arranging his reflections betwixt speech and thought, 
he turned his horse's head up the path. 

£vening lowered around him as he advanced up the narrow 
dell which had once been a wood, but was now a ravine divested 
of trees, unless where a few, from their inaccessible situation 
on the edge of precipitous banks, or clinging among rocks and 
huge stones, defied the invasion of men and of cattle, like the 
scattered tribes of a conquered country, driven to take refuge 
in the barren strength of its moimtains. These too, wasted 
and decayed, seemed rather to exist than to flourish, and only 
served to indicate what the landscape had once been. But the 
stream brawled down among them in all its freshness and 
vivacity, giving the life and animation which a mountain 
rivulet alone can confer on the barest and most savage scenes, 
and which the inhabitants of such a country miss when gazing 
even upon the tranquil winding of a majestic stream through 
plains of fertility, and beside palaces of splendour. The track 
of the road followed the course of the brook, which was now 
visible, and now only to be distinguished by its brawling heard 
among the stones, or in the clefts of the rock, that occasionally 
interrupted its course. 

' Murmurer that thou art,' said Morton, in the enthusiasm 
of his reverie, * why chafe with the rocks that stop thy course 
for a moment ? There is a sea to receive thee in its bosom ; 
and there is an eternity for man when his fretful and hasty 
course through the vale of time shall be ceased and over. 
What thy petty fxmiing is to the deep and vast billows of a 
shoreless ocean, are our cares, hopes, fears, joys, and sorrows 
to the objects which must occupy us through the awful and 
boundless succession of ages.' 

Thus moralising, our traveller passed on till the dell opened, 
and the banks, receding from the brook, left a little green vale, 
exhibiting a croft or small field, on which some com was 
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growing, and a cottage, whose walls were not above five feet high, 
and whose thatched roof, green with moisture, age, house-leek, 
and grass, had in some places suffered damage from the encroach- 
ment of two cows, whose appetite this appearance of verdure 
had diverted from their more legitimate pasture. An ill-spelt 
and worse-written inscription intimated to the traveller that he 
might here find refreshment for man and horse ; no unacceptable 
intimation, rude as the hut appeared to be, considering the 
wild path he had trod in approaching it, and the high and 
waste mountains which rose in desolate dignity behind this 
humble asylmn. 

' It must indeed have been,' thought Morton, * in some such 
spot as this that Burley was likely to find a congenial con- 
fidant.' 

As he approached, he observed the good dame of the house 
herself seated by the door; she had hitherto been concealed 
from him by a huge alder bush. 

*Good evening, mother,' said the traveller. *Your name 
is Mistress Maclure ? ' 

* Elizabeth Maclure, sir, a poor widow,' was the reply. 

* Can you lodge a stranger for a night ? ' 

' I can, sir, if he will be pleased with the widow's cake and 
the widow's cruise.' 

* I have been a soldier, good dame,' answered Morton, * and 
nothing can come amiss to me in the way of entertainment.' 

* A sodger, sir t ' said the old woman, with a sigh. * God send 
ye a better trade ! ' 

' It is believed to be an honourable profession, my good dame. 
I hope you do not think the worse of me for having belonged 
to it?' 

* I judge no one, sir,' replied the woman, * and your voice 
sounds like that of a civil gentleman ; but I hae witnessed sae 
muckle ill wi' sodgering in this puir land that I am e'en con- 
tent that I can see na« mair o't wi' these sightless oi^ns.' 

As she spoke thus, Morton observed that she was blind. 

* Shall I not be troublesome to you, my good dame ? ' said 
he, compassionately; 'your infirmity seems ill calculated for 
your profession.' 

* Na, sir,' answered the old woman ; * I can gang about the 
house readily eneugh ; and I hae a bit lassie to help me, and 
the dragoon lads will look after your horse when they come 
hame frae their patrol, for a sma' matter ; they are civiller now 
than lang syne.' 



880 WAVERLEY NOVELS 

Upon these assurances, Morton alighted. 

' Peggy, my bonny bird,' continued the hoetess, addressing 
a little girl of twelve years old, who had by this time appeared, 
< tak the gentleman's horse to the stable, and slack his girths, 
and tak aff the bridle, and shake down a lock o' hay before him, 
till the dragoons come back. Come this way, sir,' she con- 
tinued ; *' yell find my house clean, though it's a puir ane.' 

Morton followed her into the cottage accordingly. 



CHAPTER XLII 

Then out and spake the aold mother, 

And fast her tears did fa — 
* Ye wadna be wam'd, my son Johnie, 

Frae the hunting to bide awa ! ' 

Old Ballad. 

When he entered the cottage, Morton perceived that the 
old hostess had spoken truth. The inside of the hut belied its 
outward appearance, and was neat^ and even comfortable, 
especiaUy the inner apartment, in which the hostess informed 
her guest that he was to sup and sleep. Refreshments were 
placed before him, such as the little inn afforded ; and, though 
he had small occasion for them, he accepted the offer, as the 
means of maintaining some discourse with the landlady. Not- 
withstanding her blindness, she was assiduous in her attendance, 
and seemed, by a sort of instinct^ to find her way to what she 
wanted. 

* Have you no one but this pretty little girl to assist you in 
waiting on your guests t ' was the natural question. 

'None, sir,' replied his old hostess; 'I dwell alone, like the 
widow of Zarephiath. Few guests come to this puir place ; 
and I haena custom eneugh to hire servants. I had anes twa 
fine sons that lookit after a'thing. But God gives and takes 
away. His name be praised ! ' she continued, turning her 
clouded eyes towards Heaven. ' I was anes better off, that is, 
warldly speaking, even since I lost them ; but that was before 
this last change.' 

* Indeed ! ' said Morton, * and yet you are a Presbyterian, 
my good mother ? ' 

'I am, sir, praised be the light that showed me the right 
way,' replied the landlady. 

'Then I should have thought,' continued the guest, *the 
Revolution would have brought you nothing but good.' 

' If,' said the old woman, ' it has brought the land gude, 
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and freedom of worship to tender consciences, it's little matter 
what it has brought to a puir blind worm like me.' 

* Still/ replied Morton, * I cannot see how it could possibly 
injure you.' 

* It's a lang story, sir,' answered his hostess, with a sigh. 
*But ae night, sax weeks or thereby afore Bothwell Brig, a 
young gentleman stopped at this puir cottage, stiff and bloody 
with wounds, pale and dime out wi' riding, and his horse sae 
weary he couldna drag ae foot after the other, and his foes 
were close ahint him, and he was ane o' our enemies. What 
could I do, sir ? You that's a sodger will think me but a silly 
auld wife ; but I fed him, and relieved him, and keepit him 
hidden till the pursuit was ower.' 

* And who,' said Morton, * dares disapprove of your having 
done so ? ' 

* I kenna,' answered the blind woman ; * I gat ill-will about 
it amang some o' our ain folk. They said I should hae been to 
him what Jael was to Sisera. But weel I wot I had nae divine 
command to shed blood, and to save it was baith like a woman 
and a Christian. And then they said I wanted natural affec- 
tion, to relieve ane that belanged to the band that murdered 
my twa sons.' 

* That murdered your two sons ? ' 

* Ay, sir ; though maybe ye'D gie their deaths another name. 
The tane fell wi' sword in hand, fighting for a broken National 
Covenant ; the tother — 0, they took him and shot him dead 
on the green before his mother's face ! My auld een dazzled 
when the shots were looten off, and, to my thought^ they 
waxed weaker and weaker ever since that weary day; and 
sorrow, and heartbreak, and tears that would not be dried 
might help on the disorder. But, alas ! betraying Lord Evan- 
dale's young blood to his enemies' sword wad ne'er hae brought 
my Ninian and Johnie alive again.' 

* Lord Evandale ! ' said Morton, in surprise. * Was it Lord 
Evandale whose life you saved ? ' 

' In troth, even his,' she replied. * And kind he was to me 
after, and gae me a cow and calf, malt> meal, and siller, and 
nane durst steer me when he was in power. But we live on 
an outside bit of Tillietudlem land, and the estate was sair 
plea'd between Leddy Margaret Bellenden and the present 
Laird, Basil Olifant, and Loid Evandale backed the auld leddy 
for love o' her daughter Miss Edith, as the country said, ane o' 
the best and bonniest lasses in Scotland. But they behuved 
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to gie way, and Basil gat the Castle and land, and on the back 
o' that came the Revolution, and wha to turn coat faster than 
the Laird ? for he said he had been a true Whig a' the time, and 
turned Papist only for fashion's sake. And then he got favour, 
and Lord Evandale's head was under water ; for he was ower 
proud and manfu' to bend to every blast o* wind, though mony 
a ane may ken as weel as me that, be his ain principles as they 
might, he was nae ill friend to our folk when he could protect 
US, and far kinder than Basil Olifant, that aye keepit the 
cobble head doun the stream. But he was set by and ill 
looked on, and his word ne'er asked ; and then Basil, wha's a 
revengefu' man, set himsell to vex him in a' shapes, and 
especially by oppressing and despoiling the auld blind widow, 
Bessie Maclure, that saved Lord Evandale's life, and that he 
was sae kind to. But he's mistaen, if that's his end; for it 
will be lang or Lord Evandale hears a word frae me about the 
selling my kye for rent or e'er it was due, or the putting the 
dragoons on me when the country's quiet, or ony thing else 
that will vex him ; I can bear my ain burden patiently, and 
warld's loss is the least part o't.' 

Astonished and interested at this picture of patient, grateful, 
and high-minded resignation, Morton could not help bestowing 
an execration upon the poor-spirited rascal who had taken such 
a dastardly course of vengeance. 

' Dinna curse him, sir,' said the old woman ; ' I have heard 
a good man say that a curse was like a stone flung up to the 
heavens, and maist like to return on the head that sent it. 
But if ye ken Lord Evandale, bid him look to himsell, for I 
hear strange words pass atween the sodgers that are lying here, 
and his name is often mentioned ; and the tane o' them has 
been twice up at Tillietudlem. • He's a kind of favourite wi' the 
Laird, though he was in former times ane o' the maist cruel 
oppressors ever rade through a country— out-taken Sergeant 
B^thwell — they ca' him Inglis.' * 

*I have the deepest interest in Lord Evandale's safety,' 
said Morton, 'and you may depend on my finding some 
mode to apprise him of these suspicious circiunstances. And 
in return, my good friend, will you indulge me with another 
question) Do you know anything of Quintin Mackell of 
Irongray t ' 

' Do I know whom ? ' echoed the blind woman, in a tone of 
great surprise and alarm. 

• See Note 86. 
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' Quintin Mackell of Irongray/ repeated Morton ; * is there 
anything so alarming in the sound of that name f ' 

' Na, na,' answered the woman, with hesitation, * but to hear 
him asked after by a stranger and a sodger — Gude protect us, 
what mischief is to come next ! ' 

'None by my means, I assure you,' said Morton; Hhe 
subject of my inquiry has nothing to fear from me, if. as I 
suppose, this Quintin Mackell is the same with John Bal * 

* Do not mention his name,' said the widow, pressing his lips 
with her fingers. ' I see you have his secret and his passwoid, 
and 111 be free wi' you. But, for God's sake. Speak lound and 
low. ' In the name of Heaven, I trust ye seek him not to his 
hurt ! Ye said ye were a sodger ? ' 

'I said truly; but one he has nothing to fear from. I 
commanded a party at Bothwell Bridge.' 

' Indeed ! ' said the woman. ' And verily there is something 
in your voice I can trust. Ye speak prompt and readily, and 
like an honest man.' 

* I trust I am so,' said Morton. 

* But nae displeasure to you, sir, in thae waef u' times,' con- 
tinued Mrs. Maclure, ' the hand of brother is against brother, 
and he fears as mickle almaist frae this government as e'er 
he did frae the auld persecutors.' 

'Indeed?' said Morton, in a tone of inquiry; *I was not 
aware of that. But I am only just now returned from 
abroad.' 

* I'll tell ye,' said the blind woman, first assuming an attitude 
of listening that showed how efiectually her powers of collecting 
intelligence had been transferred from the eye to the ear ; for, 
instead of casting a glance of circumspection around, she stooped 
her face, and turned her head slowly around, in such a manner 
as to ensure that there was not the slightest sound stirring in 
the neighbourhood, and then continued — * 111 tell ye. Ye ken 
how he has laboured to raise up again the Covenant, burned, 
broken, and buried in the hard hearts and selfish devices of this 
stubborn people. Now, when he went to Holland, far from the 
coimtenance and thanks of the great, and the comfortable 
fellowship of the godly, both whilk he was in right to expect, 
the Prince of Orange wad show him no favour, and the ministers 
no godly commimion. This was hard to bide for ane that had 
suffered and done mickle — ower mickle, it may be — ^but why 
suld I be a judge ? He came back to me and to the auld place 
o' refuge that had often received him in his distresses, mair 
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especially before the great day of victory at Drumclog, for I 
sail ne'er forget how he was bending hither of a' nights in the 
year on that e'ening after the play, when young Milnwood wan 
the popinjay ; but I warned hun off for tluit time.' 

* What 1 * exclaimed Morton, ' it was you that sat in your red 
cloak by the highroad and told him there was a lion in the 
path?' 

' In the name of Heaven ! wha are ye ? ' said the old woman, 
breaking off her narrative in astonishment. ' But be wha ye 
may,' she continued, resuming it with tranquillity, * ye can ken 
naething waur o' me than that I hae been willing to save the 
life o' friend and foe.' 

' I know no ill of you, Mrs. Maclure, and I mean no ill by 
you ; I only wished to show you that I know so much of this 
person's affairs, that I might be safely entrusted with the rest. 
Proceed, if you please, in your narrative.' 

' There is a strange command in your voice,' said the blind 
woman, ' though its tones are sweet. I have little mair to say. 
The Stewarts hae been dethroned, and William and Mary reign 
in their stead, but nae mair word of the Covenant than if it 
were a dead letter. They hae taen the Indulged clergy, and 
an Erastian General Assembly of the ance pure and triumphant 
Kirk of Scotland, even into their very arms and bosoms. Our 
faithfu' champions o' the testimony agree e'en waur wi' this 
than wi' the open tyranny and apostasy of the persecuting 
times, for souls are hardened and deadened, and the mouths of 
fasting multitudes are crammed wi' fizzenless bran instead of the 
sweet word in season ; and mony an hungry, starving creature, 
when he sits down on a Sunday forenoon to get something that 
might warm him to the great work, has a dry clatter o' morality 
driven about his lugs, and ' 

' In short,' said Morton, desirous to stop a discussion which 
the good old woman, as enthusiastically attached to her reli- 
gious profession as to the duties of humanity, might prob- 
ably have indulged longer — ' in short, you are not disposed to 
acquiesce in this new government^ and Burley is of ike same 
opinion f ' 

* Many of our brethren, sir, are of belief we fought for the 
Covenant, and fasted, and prayed, and suffered for that grand 
national league, and now we are like neither to see nor hear tell 
of that which we suffered, and fought, and fasted, and prayed 
for. And anes it was thought something might be made by 
bringing back the auld family on a new bai^ain and a new 

VI 2$ 
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bottom, aa, after a', when King James went awa, I understand 
the great quarrel of the EInglish agamst him was in behalf of 
seven unhallowed prelates ; and sae, though ae part of our 
people were free to join wi^ the present model, and levied an 
armed regiment under the Yerl of Angus, yet our honest friend, 
and others that stude up for purity of doctrine and freedom of 
conscience, were determined to hear the breath o' the Jacobites 
before they took p)art again them, fearing to fa' to the groimd 
like a wall built with unslaked mortar, or from sitting between 
twa stools.' 

* They chose an odd quarter,* said Morton, * from which to 
expect freedom of conscience and piuity of doctrine/ 

* 0, dear sir ! ' said the landlady, ' the natural dayspring 
rises in the east, but the spiritual dayspring may rise in the 
north, for what we blinded mortals ken/ 

*And Burley went to the north to seek it?' replied the 
guest. 

'Truly ay, sir; and he saw Claver'se himsell, that they ca' 
Dundee now.* 

' What ! ' exclaimed Morton, in amazement ; ' I would have 
sworn that meeting would have been the last of one of their 
lives.' 

* Na, na, sir ; in troubled times, as I imderstand,' said Mrs. 
Maclure, * there's sudden changes — Montgomery, and Ferguson, 
and mony ane mair that were King James's greatest faes, are 
on his side now ; Claver'se spake our friend fair, and sent him 
to consult with Lord Evandale. But then there was a break- 
off, for Lord Evandale wadna look at, hear, or speak wi' him ; 
and now he's anes wud and aye waur, and roars for revenge 
again Lord Evandale, and will hear nought of ony thing but 
bum and slay ; and thae starts o' passion ! they unsettie his 
mind, and gie the Enemy sair advantages.' 

* The enemy 1 ' said Morton. * What enemy ? ' 

* What enemy 1 Are ye acquainted familiarly wi' John Bal- 
four o' Burley, and dinna ken that he has had sair and fre- 
quent combats to sustain against the Evil One 1 Did ye ever 
see him alone but the Bible was in his hand and the drawn 
sword on his knee ? Did ye never sleep in the same room wi* 
him, and hear him strive in his dreams with the delusions 
of Satan ? 0, ye ken little o' him, if ye have seen him only in 
fair daylight, for nae man can put the face upon his doleful 
visits and strifes that he can do. I hae seen him, after sic a 
strife of agony, tremble, that an infant might hae held hinoi, 
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while the hair on his brow was drapping as fast as ever mj 
puir thatched roof did in a heavy rain*.' 

As she spoke, Morton began to recollect the appearance 
of Burley during his sleep in the hay- loft at Milnwood, the 
report of Caddie that his senses had become impaired, and 
some whispers current among the Cameronians, who boasted 
frequently of Burle/s soul -exercises, and his strifes with the 
foiil fiend; which several circumstances led him to conclude 
that this man himself was a victim to those delusions, though 
his mind, naturally acute and forcible, not only disguised his 
superstition from those in whose opinion it might have dis- 
credited his judgment, but by exerting such a force as is said 
to be proper to those a^cted with epilepsy, could postpone the 
fits which it occasioned until he was either freed from super- 
intendence, or surrounded by such as held him more highly on 
account of these visitations. It was natural to suppose, and 
could easily be inferred from the narrative of Mrs. Maclure, 
that disappointed ambition, wrecked hopes, and the downfall of 
the party which he had served with such desperate fidelity, 
were likely to aggravate enthusiasm into temporary insanity. 
It was, indeed, no uncommon circumstance in those singular 
times, that men like Sir Harry Vane, Harrison, Overton, and 
others, themselves slaves to the wildest and most enthusiastic 
dreams, could, when mingling with the world, conduct them- 
selves not only with good sense in difficulties and courage in 
dangers, but with the most acute sagacity and determined 
valour. The subsequent part of Mrs. Maclure's information 
confirmed Morton m these impressions. 

* In the grey of the morning,* she said, * my little Peggy sail 
show ye the gate to him before the sodgers are up. But ye 
maun let his hour of danger, as he ca's it, be ower, afore ye 
venture on him in his place of refuge. Peggy will tell ye when 
to venture in. She kens his ways weel, for whiles she carries 
him some little helps that he canna do without to sustain life.' 

*And in what retreat, then,' said Morton, *has this imfor- 
tunate person found refuge ? ' 

*An awsome place,' answered the blind woman, *as ever 
living creature took refuge in. They ca' it the Black Linn of 
Linklater. It's a doleful place ; but he loves it abune a' others, 
because he has sae often been in safe hiding there ; and it's my 
belief he prefers it to a tapestried chamber and a down bed. 
But yell see't. I hae seen it mysell mony a day syne. I was 
a daft hempie lassie then, and little thought what was to come 
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o't. Wad ye choose ony thing, su*, ere ye betake yoursell to 
your rest, for ye maim stir wi' the first dawn o' the grey light V 

* Nothing more, my good mother,' said Morton ; and they 
parted for the evening. 

Morton reoommended hunself to Heaven, threw himself on 
the bed, heard, between sleeping and waking, the trampling of 
the dragoon horses at the riders' return from their patrol, and 
then slept soundly after such painful fetation. 



CHAPTER XLIII 

The darksome cave they enter, where they found 
The accursed man, low sitting on the ground, 
Musing full sadly in his sullen mind. 

Spekseb. 

As the morning began to appear on the mountains, a gentle 
knock was hewl at the door of the himible apartment in 
which Morton slept, and a girlish treble voice asked him from 
without, 'If he wad please gang to the Linn or the folk 
raise?' 

He arose upon the invitation, and, dressing himself hastily, 
went forth and joined his little guide. The mountain maid 
tript lightly before him, through the grey haze, over hill and 
moor. It was a wild and varied walk, unmarked by any 
regular or distinguishable track, and keeping, upon the whole, 
the direction of the ascent of the brook, though without tracing 
its windings. The landscape, as they advanced, became waster 
and more wild, until nothing but heath and rock encumbered 
the side of the valley. 

'Is the place still distant?' said Morton. 

'Nearly a mile off,' answered the girl. 'We'll be there 
belyve.' 

' And do you often go this wild joiimey, my little maid ? ' 

'When grannie 'sends me wi' milk and meal to the Linn,' 
answered the child. 

' And are you not afraid to travel so wild a road alone ? ' 

* Hout na, sir,' replied the guide ; ' nae living creature wad 
touch sic a bit thing as I am, and grannie says we need never 
fear ony thing else when we are doing a gude turn.' 

'Strong in innocence as in triple mail!' said Morton to 
himself, and followed her steps in silence. 

They soon came to a decayed thicket, where brambles and 
thorns supplied the room of the oak and birches of which it 
had once consisted. Here the guide turned short off the open 
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heath, and by a sheep track conducted Morton to the brook. 
A hoarse and sullen roar had in part prepared him for the scene 
which presented itself, yet it was not to be viewed without 
surprise and even terror. When he emerged from the devious 
path which conducted him through the thicket, he found him- 
self placed on a ledge of flat rock, projecting over one side of 
a chasm not less than a hundred feet deep, where the dark 
mountain -stream made a decided and rapid shoot over the 
precipice, and was swallowed up by a deep, black, yawning gulf. 
The eye in vain strove to see the bottom of the fall ; it could 
catch but one sheet of foaming uproar and sheer descent, until 
the view was obstructed by the projecting crags which inclosed 
the bottom of the waterfall, and hid from sight the dark pool 
which received its tortured waters ; far beneath, at the distance 
of perhaps a quarter of a mile, the eye caught the winding 
of the stream as it emei^ed into a more open course. But for 
that distance they were lost to sight as much as if a cavern 
had been arched over them; and indeed the steep and pro- 
jecting ledges of rock through which they wound their way in 
darkness were very nearly closing and over-roofing their course. 

While Morton gazed at this scene of tmnult, which seemed, 
by the surrounding thickets and the clefts into which the waters 
descended, to seek to hide itself from every eye, his little 
attendant) as she stood beside him on the platform of rock 
which commanded the best view of the fall, pulled him by the 
sleeve, and said, in a tone which he could not hear without 
stooping his ear near the speaker, ' Hear till him ! Eh ! hear 
till him ! ' 

Morton listened more attentively, and out of the very abyss 
into which the brook fell, and amidst the tumultuary sounds 
of the cataract, thought he could distinguish shouts, screams, 
and even articulate words, as if the tortured demon of the 
stream had been mingling his complaints with the roar of his 
broken waters. 

* This is the way,' said the little girl ; * follow me, gin ye 
please, sir, but tak tent to your feet ' ; and, with the daring 
agility which custom had rendered easy, she vanished from the 
platform on which she stood, and, by notches and slight pro- 
jections in the rock, scrambled down its face into the chasm 
which it overhung. Steady, bold, and active, Morton hesitated 
not to follow her; bub the necessary attention to secure his 
hold and footing in a descent where both foot and hand were 
needful for security, prevented him from looking around him, 
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till, having descended nigh twenty feet, and being sixty or 
seventy above the pool which received the fall, his guide made 
a pause, and he again found himself by her side in a situa- 
tion that appeared equally romantic and precarious. They were 
nearly opposite to the waterfall, and in point of level situated 
at about one^uarter's depth from the point of the cliff over 
which it thundered, and three-fourths of the height above the 
dark, deep, and restless pool which received its fall. Both 
these tremendous points, the first shoot, namely, of the yet 
unbroken stream, and the deep and sombre abyss into which it 
was emptied, were full before him, as well as the whole con- 
tinuous stream of billowy froth, which, dashing from the one, 
was eddying and boiling in the other. They were so near this 
grand phenomenon that they were covered with its spray, and 
wellnigh deafened by the incessant roar. But crossing in the 
veiy front of the fall, and at scarce three yards' distance from 
the cataract^ an old oak-tree, flimg across the chasm in a 
manner that seemed accidental, formed a bridge of fearfully 
narrow dimensions and uncertain footing. The upper end of 
the tree rested on the platform on which they stood, the lower or 
uprooted extremity extended behind a projection on the oppo- 
site side, and was secured, Morton's eye could not discover where. 
From behind the same projection glimmered a strong red light, 
which, glancing in the waves of the falling water, and tingeing 
them partially with crimson, had a strange preternatural and 
sinister effect when contrasted with the beuns of the rising sun, 
which glanced on the first broken waves of the fall, though even 
its meridian splendour could not gain the third of its fiill depth. 
When he had looked around him for a moment, the girl again 
pulled his sleeve, and pointing to the oak and the projecting 
point beyond it (for hearing speech was now out of the question), 
indicated that there lay his farther passage. 

Morton gazed at her with surprise ; for, although he well 
knew that the persecuted Presbyterians had in the preceding 
reigns sought refuge among dells and thickets, caves and 
cataracts, in spots the most extraordinary and secluded, 
although he had heard of the champions of the Covenant who 
had long abidden beside Dob's Linn on the wild heights of 
Polmoodie, and others who had been concealed in the yet more 
terrific cavern called Crichope Linn, in the parish of Closebum,* 
yet his imagination had never exactly figured out the horrors 
of such a residence, and he was surprised how the strange and 

* See The Retretts of the CoTenanten. Note 87. 
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romantic soene which he now saw had remained concealed from 
him, while a curious investigator of such natural phenomena. 
But he readily conceived that, lying in a remote and wild 
district, and being destined as a place of concealment to the 
persecuted preachers and professors of nonconformity, the secret 
of its existence was carefully preserved by the few shepherds 
to whom it might be known. 

As, breaking from these meditations, he began to consider 
how he should traverse the doubtful and terrific bridge, which, 
skirted by the cascade, and rendered wet and slippery by its 
constant drizzle, traversed the chasm above sixty feet ^m the 
bottom of the fall, his guide, as if to give him courage, tript 
over and back without the least hesitation. Envying for a 
moment the little bare feet which caught a safer hold of the 
rugged side of the oak than he could pretend to with his heavy 
boots, Morton nevertheless resolved to attempt the passage, 
and, fixing his eye firm on a stationary object on the other side, 
without idlowing his head to become giddy or his attention to 
be distracted by the flash, the foam, and the roar of the waters 
around him, he strode steadily and safely along the imcertain 
bridge, and reached the mouth of a small cavern on the farther 
side of the torrent. Here he paused ; for a light, proceeding 
from a fire of red-hot charcoal, permitted him to see the 
interior of the cave, and enabled him to contemplate the appear- 
ance of its inhabitant, by whom he himself could not be so 
readily distinguished, being concealed by the shadow of the 
rock. What he observed woiild by no means have encouraged 
a less determined man to proceed with the task which he had 
undertaken. 

Burley, only altered from what he had been formerly by 
the addition of a grisly beard, stood in the midst of the cave, 
with his clasped Bible in one hand and his drawn sword in the 
other. His figure, dimly ruddied by the light of the red 
charcoal, seemed that of a fiend in the lurid atmosphere of 
Pandemonium, and his gestures and words, as far as they 
could be heard, seemed equally violent and irregular. All 
alone, and in a place of almost unapproachable seclusion, his 
demeanour was that of a man who strives for life and death 
with a mortal enemy. ' Ha ! ha ! there-— there ! ' he exclaimed, 
accompanying each word with a thrust, urged with his whole 
force against the impassible and empty air. ' Did I not tell 
thee so ? I have resisted, and thou fleest from me ! Coward 
as thou art, come in all thy terrors— come with mine own 
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evil deeds, which render thee most terrible of all; there is 
enough betwixt the boards of this book to rescue me ! What 
mutterest thou of grej hairs ? It was well done to slay him : 
the more ripe the com the readier for the sickle. Art gone ? 
— art gone? I have ever known thee but a coward — ha! 
ha! ha!' 

With these wild exclamations he sunk the point of his 
sword, and remained standing still in the same posture, like a 
maniac whose fit is over. 

* The dangerous time is by now,' said the little girl, who had 
followed j ' it seldom lasts beyond the time that the sun's ower 
the hill. Ye may gang in and speak wi' him now. Ill wait for 
you at the other side of the linn ; he canna bide to see twa folk 
at anes.' 

Slowly and cautiously, and keeping constantly upon his 
guard, Morton presented himself to the view of his old associate 
in conmiand. 

* What ! comest thou again when thine hour is over ? ' was 
his first exclamation; and flourishing his sword aloft, his 
countenance assumed an expression in which ghastly terror 
seemed mingled with the nige of a demoniac. ^ ^ 

'I am come, Mr. Balfour,' said Morton, in a steady and 
composed tone, 'to renew an acquaintance which has been 
broken oif since the fight of Bothwell Bridge.' 

As soon as Burley became aware that Morton was before him 
in person — an idea which he caught with marvellous celerity 
— he at once exerted that mastership ov^r his heated and 
enthusiastic imagination the power of enforcing which was a 
most striking part of his extraordinary character. He sunk 
his sword-point at once, and as he stole it composedly into the 
scabbard, he muttered something of the damp and cold which 
sent an old soldier to his fencing exercise to prevent his blood 
from chilling. This done, he proceeded in the cold determined 
manner which was peculiar to his ordinary discourse. 

* Thou hast tarried long, Henry Morton, and hast not come 
to the vintage before the twelfth hour has struck. Art thou 
yet willing to take the right hand of fellowship, and be one 
with those who look not to thrones or dynasties, but to the rule 
of Scripture, for their directions ? ' 

' I am surprised,' said Morton, evading the direct answer to 
his question, ' that you should have known me after so many 
years.' 

* The features of those who ought to act with me are engraved 
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on my heart,' answered Burley ; ' and few but Silas Morton's 
son durst have followed me into this my castle of retreat. 
Seest thou that drawbridge of Nature's own construction 1 ' he 
added, pointing to the prostrate oak-tree ; ' one spurn of my 
foot, and it is overwhelmed in the abyss below, bidding foemen 
on the farther side stand at defiance, and leaving enemies on this 
at the mercy of one who never yet met his equal in single fight.' 

' Of such defences,' said Morton, ' I should have thought you 
would now have had little need.' 

' Little need f ' said Burley, impatiently. ' What little need, 
when incarnate fiends are combined against me on earth, and 

Sathan himself But it matters not,' added he, checking 

himself. * Enough that I like my place of refuge — my cave of 
Adullam, and would not change its rude ribs of limestone rock 
for the fair chambers of the castle of the Earls of Torwood, 
with their broad bounds and barony. Thou, unless the foolish 
fever-fit be over, mayst think differently.' 

'It was of those very possessions I came to speak,' said 
Morton ; ' and I doubt not to find Mr. Balfour the same rational 
and reflecting person which I knew him to be in times when 
zeal disimited brethren.' 

* Ay t ' said Burley ; * indeed 1 Is such truly your hope 1 wilt 
thou express it more plainly ? ' 

' In a word, then,' said Morton, * you have exercised, by means 
at which I can guess, a secret but most prejudicial influence 
over the fortunes of Lady Margaret Bellenden and her grand- 
daughter, and in favour of that base, oppressive apostate, Basil 
Olifant, whom the law, deceived by thy operations, has placed 
in possession of their lawful property.' 

' Sayest thou ? ' said Balfour. 

' I do say so,' replied Morton ; ' and face to face you will not 
deny what you have vouched by your handwriting.' 

' And suppose I deny it not f ' said Balfour, ' and suppose 
that thy eloquence were found equal to persuade me to retrace 
the steps I have taken on matured resolve, what will be thy 
meed? Dost thou still hope to possess the fair-haired girl, 
with her wide and rich inheritance ? ' 

* I have no such hope,' answered Morton, calmly. 

* And for whom, then, hast thou ventured to do this great 
thing, to seek to rend the prey from the valiant, to bring forth 
food from the den of the lion, and to extract sweetness from 
the maw of the devourer ? For whose sake hast thou imder- 
taken to read this riddle, more hard than Sampson's 1 ' 
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* For Lord Evandale's and that of his bride,' replied Morton, 
firmly. 'Think better of mankind, Mr. Balfour, and believe 
there are some who are willing to sacrifice their happiness to 
that of others.' 

*Then, as my soul liveth,' replied Balfour, *thou art, to 
wear beard, and back a horse, and draw a sword, the tamest 
and most gall-less puppet that ever sustained injury unavenged. 
What ! thou wouldst help that accursed Evandale to the arms 
of the woman that thou lovest? thou wouldst endow them 
with wealth and with heritages, and thou think'st that there 
lives another man, offended even more deeply than thou, yet 
equally cold-livered and mean-spirited, crawling upon the face 
of the earth, and hast dared to suppose that one other to be 
John Balfour t ' 

* For my own feelings,' said Morton, composedly, * I am 
answerable to none but Heaven. To you, Mr. Balfour, I shoiild 
suppose it of little consequence whether Basil Olifant or Lord 
Evandale possess these estates.' 

* Thou art deceived,' said Burley ; ' both are indeed in outer 
darkness, and strangers to the light, as he whose eyes have 
never been opened to the day. But this Basil Olifant is a Nabal, 
a Demas, a base churl, whose wealth and power are at the 
disposal of him who can threaten to deprive him of them. He 
became a professor because he was deprived of these lands of 
Tillietudlem ; he turned a Papist to obtain possession of them ; 
he called himself an Erastian, that he might not again lose 
them ; and he will become what I list while I have in my power 
the document that may deprive him of them. These lands are 
a bit between his jaws and a hook in his nostrils, and the rein 
and the line are in my hands to guide them as I think meet ; 
and his they shall therefore be, unless I had assurance of 
bestowing them on a sure and sincere friend. But Lord 
Evandale is a Malignant^ of heart like flint and brow like 
adamant; the goods of the world fall on him like leaves on 
the frost-bound earth, and unmoved he will sec them whirled 
off by the first wind. The heathen virtues of such as he are 
more dangerous to us than the sordid cupidity of those who, 
governed by their interest, must follow where it leads, and 
who, therefore, themselves the slaves of avarice, may be com- 
pelled to work in the vineyard, were it but to earn the wages 
of sin.' 

'This might have been all well some years since,' replied 
Morton ; * and I could understand your argument^ although I 
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could never acquiesce in its justice. But at this crisis it seems 
useless to you to persevere in keeping up an influence which can 
no longer be directed to an useful purpose. The land has 
peace, liberty, and freedom of oonsdenoe, and what would jou 
moret' 

' More r exclaimed Burley, again unsheathing his sword, with 
a vivacity which nearly made Morton start * Look at the notches 
upon that weapon ; they are three in nmnber, are they not f ' 

* It seems so^' answered Morton ; * but what of that ? ' 
'The fragment of steel that parted from this first gap 

rested on the skull of the perjured traitor who first introduced 
Episcopacy into Scotland ; this second notch was made in the 
rib-bone of an impious villain, the boldest and best soldier that 
upheld the prelatic cause at Dnunclog^ this third was broken 
on the steel headpiece of the captain who defended the Chapel 
of Holyrood when the people rose at the Revolution. I cleft 
him to the teeth through steel and bone. It has done great 
deeds this little weapon, and each of these blows was a deliver- 
ance to the church. This sword,' he said, again sheathing it, 
' has yet more to do— to weed out this base and pestilential 
heresy of Erastianism, to vindicate the true lib^y of the 
kirk in her purity, to restore the Covenant in its glory ; then 
let it moulder and rust beside the bones of its master.' * 

* You have neither men nor means, Mr. Balfour, to disturb 
the government as now settled,' argued Morton ; ' the people 
are in general satisfied, excepting only the gentlemen of the 
Jacobite interest; and surely you would not join with those 
who would only use you for their own purposes ? ' 

*It is they,' answered Burley, 'that should serve ours. I 
went to the camp of the Malignant Claver'se, as the future 
King of Israel sought the land of the Philistines ; I arranged 
with him a rising, and, but for the villain EvandaJe, the Eras- 
tians ere now had been driven from the west. I could slay him,' 
he added, with a vindictive scowl, * were he grasping the horns 
of the altar ! ' He then proceeded in a calmer tone : * If thou, 
son of mine ancient comrade, wert suitor for thyself to this 
Edith Bellenden, and wert willing to put thy hand to the great 
work with zeal equal to thy courage, think not I would prefer the 
friendship of Basil Olifant to thine ; thou shouldst then have 
the means that this document (he produced a parchment) 
affords to place her in possession of the lands of her fathers. 
This have I longed to say to thee ever since I saw thee fight 

* See Predictions of the Covenanten. Note 88. 
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the good fight so strongly at the fatal Bridge. The maiden 
loved thee and thou her.' 

Morton replied firmly, * I will not dissemble with you, Mr. 
Balfour, even to gain a good end. I came m hopes to persuade 
you to do a deed of justice to others, not to gain any selfish 
end of my own. I have failed. I grieve for your sfJ^e more 
than for the loss which others will sustain by your injustice.' 

* You refuse my proffer, then 1 ' said Burley, with kindling eyes. 

* I do,' said Morton. * Would you be really, as you are de- 
sirous to be thought, a man of honour and conscience, you would, 
regardless of all other considerations, restore that parchment to 
Lord Evandale, to be used for the advantage of the lawful heir.' 

* Sooner shall it perish ! ' said Balfour ; and, casting the deed 
into the heap of red charcoal beside him, pressed it down with 
the heel of his boot. 

While it smoked, shrivelled, and crackled in the flames, 
Morton sprung forward to snatch it, and Burley catching hold 
of him, a struggle ensued. Both were strong men, but although 
Morton was much the more active and younger of the two, yet 
Balfour was the most powerful, and effectually prevented him 
from rescuing the deed imtil it was fairly reduced to a cinder. 
They then quitted hold of each other, and the enthusiast, 
rendered fiercer by the contest, glared on Morton with an eye 
expressive of frantic revenge. 

' Thou hast my secret^' he exclaimed ; * thou must be mine, 
or die ! ' 

' I conteiifm your threats,' said Morton ; * I pity you, and 
leave you.' 

But, as he turned to retire, Burley stept before him, pushed 
the oak-trunk from its resting-place, and, as it fell thundering 
and crashing into the abyss beneath, drew his sword, and cried 
out, with a voice that rivalled the roar of the cataract and the 
thunder of the falling oak — ' Now thou art at bay ! fight, 
yield, or die ! ' and standing in the mouth of the cavern, he 
flourished his naked sword. 

' I will not fight with the man that preserved my father's 
life,' said Morton ; ' I have not yet learned to say the words, 
" I yield " ; and my life I will rescue as I best can.' 

So speaking, and ere Balfour was aware of his purpose, he 
sprung past him, and, exerting that youthful agility of which 
he possessed an uncommon share, leaped clear across the 
fearful chasm which divided the mouth of the cave from the 
projecting rock on the opposite side, and stood there safe and 
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free from his inoenaed enemy. He immediately ascended the 
ravine, and, as he turned, saw Burlej stand for an instant aghast 
with astonishment, and then, with the frenzy of disappointed 
rage, rush into the interior of his cayem. 

It was not difficult for him to perceive that this unhappy 
man's mind had been so long agitated by desperate schemes 
and sudden disappointments that it had lost its equipoise, and 
that there was now in his conduct a shade of lunacy, not the 
less striking from the vigour and craft with which he pursued 
his wild designs. Morton soon joined his guide, who had been 
terrified by the fall of the oak. This he represented as acci- 
dental; and she assured him in return that the inhabitant 
of the cave would experience no inconvenience from it, being 
always provided with materiab to construct another bridge. 

The adventures of the morning were not yet ended. As 
they approached the hut, the little girl made an exclamation 
of surprise at seeing her grandmother groping her way towards 
them, at a greater distance from her home than she could have 
been supposed capable of travelling. 

'0, sir, sir!' said the old woman, when she heard them 
approach, 'gin e'er ye loved Lord Evandale, help now, or 
never ! God be praised that left my hearing when He took my 
poor eye-sight! Come this way — ^this way. And 0! tread 
lightly. Peggy, hinny, gang saddle the gentleman's horse, 
and lead him cannily ahint the thorny shaw, and bide him 
there.' 

She conducted him to a small window, through which, him- 
self unobserved, he could see two dragoons seated at their 
morning draught of ale, and conversing earnestly together. 

* The more I think of it,' said the one, ' the less I like it, 
Inglis. Evandale was a good officer, and the soldier's friend ; 
and though we were punished for the mutiny at Tillietudlem, 
yet, by , Frank, you must own we deserved it.' 

' D n seize me, if I forgive him for it, though ! ' replied 

the other ; 'and I think I can sit in his skirts now.' 

'Why, man, you should forget and forgive. Better take 
the start with hun along with the rest, and join the ranting 
Highlanders. We have all eat King James's bread.' 

'Thou art an ass; the start, as you call it, will never 
happen ; the day's put off. Halliday's seen a ghost, or Miss 
Bellenden's fallen sick of the pip, or some blasted nonsense or 
another; the thing will never keep two days longer, and the 
first bird that sings out will get the reward.' 
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'That's true, too/ answered his comrade; 'and will this 
fellow — this Basil Olifant, pay handsomely ? ' 

' Like a prince, man,' said Inglis. ' Evandale is the man on 
earth whom he hates worst, and he fears him, besides, about 
some law business, and were he once rubbed out of the way, 
all, he thinks, will be his own.' 

' But shall we have warrants and force enough ? ' said the 
other fellow. * Few people here will stir against my lord, and 
we may find him with some of our own fellows at his back.' 

'Thou'rt a cowardly fool, Dick,' returned Inglis; *he is 
living quietly down at Fairy Enowe to avoid suspicion. Olifant 
is a magistrate, and will Imve some of his own people that he 
can trust along with him. There are us two, and the Laird 
says he can get a desperate fighting Whig fellow, called Quintin 
Mackell, that has an old grudge at Evandale.' 

* Well, well, you are my officer, you know,' said the private, 
with true military conscience, ' and if anything is wrong ' 

Til take the blame,' said Inglis. 'Come, another pot of 
ale, and let us to Tillietudlem. Here, blind Bess ! why, where 
the devil has the old hag crept to ? ' 

' Delay them as long as you can,' whispered Morton, as he 
thrust his purse into the hostess's hand ; ' all depends on gain- 
ing time.' 

Then, walking swiftly to the place where the girl held his 
horse ready — * To Fairy Knowe 1 no ; alone I could not protect 
them. I must instantly to Qlasgow. Wittenbold, the com- 
mandant there, will readily give me the support of a troop, 
and procure me the countenance of the civil power. I must 
drop a caution as I pass. Come, Moorkopf,' he said, addressing 
his horse as he mounted him, ' this day must try your breath 
and speed.' 



CHAPTER XLIV 

Yet ootild he not his closing eyes withdraw, 

Though less and less of Eimly he saw ; 

So, speechless for a little space he lay, 

Then grasp'd the hand he held, and sigh'd his sonl away. 

Falamon and ArcUe, 

The indisposition of Edith confined her to bed during the 
eventful day on which she had received such an unexpected 
shock from the sudden apparition of Morton. Next morning, 
however, she was reported to be so much better that Lord 
Evandale resumed his purpose of leaving Fairy Knowe. At a 
late hour in the forenoon, Lady Emily entered the apartment 
of Edith with a peculiar gravity of manner. Having received 
and paid the compliments of the day, she observed it would be 
a sad one for her, though it would relieve Miss Bellenden of an 
encumbrance^* My brother leaves us to-day. Miss Bellenden.* 

* Leaves us I * exclaimed Edith in surprise ; * for his own 
house, I trust ? * 

' I have reason to think he meditates a more distant journey,' 
answered Lady Emily; 'he has little to detain him in this 
coimtry.' 

'Good Heaven!' exclaimed Edith, 'why was I bom to 
become the wreck of all that is manly and noble ? What can 
be done to stop him from running headlong on ruin? I will 
come down instantly. Say that I implore he will not depart 
imtil I speak with him.' 

' It will be in vain, Miss Bellenden ; but I will execute your 
commission'; and she left the room as formally as she had 
entered it, and informed her brother, Miss Bellenden was so 
much recovered as to propose coming downstairs ere he went 
away. 

' I suppose,' she added, pettishly, * the prospect of being 
speedily released from our company has wrought a cure on her' 
shattered nerves,' 
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' Sister/ said Lord Evandale, ^ you are unjust, if not envious.' 

* Unjust I may be, Evandale, but I should not have dreamt,* 
glancing her eye at a mirror, ' of being thought envious without 
better cause. But let us go to the old lady ; she is making a 
feast in the other room, which might have dined all your troop 
when you had one.' 

Lord Evandale accompanied her in silence to the parlour, 
for he knew it was in vain to contend with her prepossessions 
and offended pride. They found the table covered with refresh- 
ments, arranged under the careful inspection of Lady Margaret. 

'Ye could hardly weel be said to breakfast this morning, 
my Lord Evandale, and ye maun e'en partake of a small colla- 
tion before ye ride, such as this poor house, whose inmates are 
so much indebted to you, can provide in their present circimi- 
stances. For my ain part, I like to see young folk take some 
refection before they ride out upon their sports or their afiOairs, 
and I said as much to his most sacred Majesty when he 
breakfasted at Tillietudlem in the year of grace 1651 ; and his 
most sacred Majesty was pleased to reply, drinking to my health 
at the same time in a flagon of Rhenish wine, " Lady Margaret, 
ye speak like a Highland oracle." These were his Majesty's 
very words ; so that your lordship may judge whether I have 
not good authority to press young folk to partake of their 
vivers.' 

It may be well supposed that much of the good lady's 
speech failed Lord Evandale's ears, which were then employed 
in listening for the light step of Edith. His absence of mind 
on this occasion, however natural, cost him very dear. While 
Lady Margaret was playing the kind hostess, a part she de- 
lighted and excelled in, she was interrupted by John GudyiU, 
who, in the natural phrc^ for annoimcing an inferior to the 
mistress of a family, said, 'There was ane wanting to speak 
to her leddyship.' 

' Ane ! what ane ? Has he nae name 9 Ye speak as if I 
kept a shop, and was to come at everybody's whistle.' 

' Yes, he has a name,' answered John, ' but your leddyship 
likes ill to hear't.' 

« What is it, you fool r 

'It's Calf Gibbie, my leddy,' said John, in a tone rather 
above the pitch of decorous respect^ on which he occasionally 
trespassed, confiding in his merit as an ancient servant of the 
family, and a faithful follower of their humble fortunes — * it's 
Calf Gibbie, an your leddyship will hae't^ that keeps Edie 

VI 36 
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Henshaw's kje down yonder at the brig end ; that's him that 
was Guse Gibbie at TUlietudlem, and gaed to the wappinshaw, 
and that * 

* Hold your peace, John/ said the old lady, rising in dignily ; 
* you are very insolent to think I wad speak wi' a person like 
that. Let him tell his business to you or Mrs. Headrigg.' 

' He'll no hear o' that, my leddy ; he says, them that sent 
him bade him gie the thing to your leddyship's ain hand direct, 
or to Lord Evandale's, he wots na whilk. But, to say the 
truth, he's far frae fresh, and he's but an idiot an he were.' 

^Then turn him out^' said Lady Margaret, 'and tell him 
to come back to-morrow when he is sober. I suppose he comes 
to crave some benevolence, as an ancient follower o' the house.' 

* Like eneugh, my leddy, for he's a' in rags, poor creature.' 
Gudyill made another attempt to get at Gibbie's commission, 

which was indeed of the last importance, being a few lines from 
Morton to Lord Evandale, acquainting him with the danger 
in which he stood from the practices of Olifant, and exhorting 
him either to instant flight, or else to come to Glasgow and 
surrender himself, where he could assure him of protection. 
This billet, hastily written, he entrusted to Gibbie, whom he 
saw feeding his herd beside the bridge, and backed with a 
couple of dollars his desire that it might instantly be delivered 
into the hand to which it was addressed. 

But it was decreed that Goose Gibbie's intermediation, 
whether as an emissary or as a man-at-arms, should be un- 
fortunate to the family of Tillietudlem. He unluckily tarried 
so long at the ale-house, to prove if his employer's coin was 
good, that, when he appeared at Fairy Enowe, the little sense 
which nature had given him was effectually drowned in ale and 
brandy, and instead of asking for Lord Evandale, he demanded 
to speak with Lady Margaret, whose name was more familiar to 
his ear. Being refused admittance to her presence, he staggered 
away with the letter imdelivered, perversely faithful to Morton's 
instructions in the only point in which it would have been well 
had he departed from them. 

A few minutes after he was gone, Edith entered the apart- 
ment. Lord Evandale and she met with mutual embarrassment, 
which Lady Margaret, who only knew in general that their 
union had been postponed by her grand-daughter's indisposi- 
tion, set down to the bashfulness of a bride and bridegroom, 
and, to place them at ease, began to talk to Lady Emily on 
indifferent topics. At this moment, Edith, with a coimtenance 
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as pale as death, muttered, rather than whispered, to Lord 
Evandale a request to speak with him. He ofifei^ his arm, and 
supported her into the small ante -room, which, as we have 
noticed before, opened from the parlour. He placed her in a 
chair, and, taking one himself, awaited the opening of the con- 
versation. 

^ I am distressed, my lord,' were the first words she was able 
to articulate, and those with difficulty ; * I scarce know what I 
would say, nor how to speak it.' 

' If I have any share in occasioning your uneasiness,' said 
Lord Evandale, mildly, ' you will soon, Edith, be released from 
it.' 

'You are determined then, my lord,' she replied, 'to run 
this desperate course with de^rate me^ in spite of your own 
better reason, in spite of your friends' entreaties, in spite of 
the almost inevitable ruin which yawns before you ? ' 

' Forgive me. Miss Bellenden ; even your solicitude on my 
account must not detain me when my honour calls. My horses 
stand ready saddled, my servants are prepared, the signal for 
rising will be given so soon as I reetch Kilsyth. If it is my fate 
that calls me, I will not shun meeting it. It will be something,' 
he said, taking her hand, 'to die deserving your compassion, 
since I cannot gain your love.' 

' 0, my lord, remain ! ' said Edith, in a tone which went to 
his heart ; ' time may explain the strange circiunstance which 
has shocked me so much; my agitated nerves may recover 
their tranquillity. 0, do not rush on death and ruin ! Remain 
to be our prop and stay, and hope everything from time.' 

'It is too late, Edith,' answered Lord Evandale; 'and I 
were most ungenerous could I practise on the warmth and 
kindliness of your feelings towanls me. I know you cannot 
love me ; nervous distress, so strong as to conjure up the 
appearance of the dead or absent, indicates a predilection too 
powerful to give way to friendship and gratitude alone. But 
were it otherwise, the die is now cast.' 

As he spoke thus, Cuddie burst into the room, terror and 
haste in his countenance. ' 0, my lord, hide yoursell ! they hae 
beset the outlets o' the house,' was his first exclamation. 

' They ? Who ? ' said Lord Evandale. 

' A party of horse, headed by Basil Olifant,' answered Cuddie. 

' 0, hide yourself, my lord ! ' echoed Edith, in an agony of 
terror. 

' I will not, by Heaven ! ' answered Lord Evandale. ' What 
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right has the villain to assail me, or stop my passage ? I will 
make my way, were he backed by a regiment ; tell Halliday 
and Hmiter to get out the horses. And now, farewell, Edith ! ' 
He clasped her in his arms and kissed her tenderly; then, 
bursting from his sister, who, with Lady Margaret^ endeavoured 
to detain him, rushed out and mounted his horse. 

All was in confusion : the women shrieked and hurried in 
consternation to the front windows of the house, from which 
they could see a small party of horsemen, of whom two only 
seemed soldiers. They were on the open ground before Cuddie's 
cottage, at the bottom of the descent from the house, and 
showed caution in approaching it, as if uncertain of the 
strength within. 

' He may escape — ^he may escape 1 ' said Edith. ' 0, would he 
but take the bye-road ! ' 

But Lord Evandale, determined to face a danger which his 
high spirit imdervalued, commanded his servants to follow him, 
and rode composedly down the avenue. Old Gudyill ran to 
arm himself, and Cuddie snatched down a gun which was kept 
for the protection of the house, and, although on foot, followed 
Lord Evandale. It was in vain his wife, who had hurried up 
on the alarm, hung by his skirts, threatening him with death 
by the sword or halter for meddling with other folks' matters. 

* Haud your peace, ye b ,' said C5uddie, * and that's braid 

Scotch, or I wotna what is ; is it ither folks' matters to see 
Lord Evandale murdered before my facel' and down the 
avenue he marched. But considering on the way that he 
composed the whole infantry, as John Gudyill had not appeared, 
he took his vantage-groimd behind the hedge, hammered his 
flint, cocked his piece, and, taking a long aim at Laird Basil, as 
he was called, stood prompt for action. 

As soon as Lord Evandale appeared, Olifant's party spread 
themselves a little, as if prepsiring to inclose him. Their 
leader stood fast, supported by three men, two of whom were 
dragoons, the third in dress and appearance a countryman, all 
well armed. But the strong figure, stem features, and re- 
solved manner of the third attendant, made him seem the most 
formidable of the party ; and whoever had before seen him 
could have no difficulty in recognising Balfour of Burley. 

' Follow me,' said Lord Evandale to his servants, * and if we 
are forcibly opposed, do as I do.' He advanced at a hand 
gallop towards Olifant, and was in the act of demanding why 
he had thus beset the road, when Olifant called out, * Shoot the 
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traitor!* and the whole four fired their carabines upon the 
unfortunate nobleman. He reeled in the saddle, advanced his 
hand to the holster, and drew a pistol, but, unable to discharge 
it, fell from his horse mortally woimded. His servants had 
presented their carabines. Himter fired at random; but 
Halliday, who was an intrepid fellow, took aim at Inglis, and 
shot him dead on the spot. At the same instant a shot from 
behind the hedge still more effectually avenged Lord Evandale, 
for the ball took place in the very midst of Basil Olifant's fore- 
head, and stretched him lifeless on the ground. His followers, 
astonished at the execution done in so short a time, seemed 
rather disposed to stand inactive, when Burley, whose blood was 
up with the contest, exclaimed, * Down with the Midianites ! * 
and attacked Halliday sword in hand. At this instant the 
clatter of horses' hoofs was heard, and a party of horse, rapidly 
advancing on the road from Glasgow, appeared on the fatal 
field. They were foreign dragoons, led by the Dutch com- 
mandant Wittenbold, accompanied by Morton and a civil 
magistrate. 

A hasty call to surrender, in the name of God and King 
William, was obeyed by all except Burley, who turned his horse 
and attempted to escape. Several soldiers pursued him by 
command of their officer, but, being well mounted, only the two 
headmost seemed likely to gain on him. He tum^ deliberately 
twice, and discharging first one of his pistols and then the 
other, rid himself of the one pursuer by mortally wounding him, 
and of the other by shooting his horse, and then continued his 
flight to Bothwell Bridge, where, for his misfortune, he found 
the gates shut and guajrded. Turning from thence, he made 
for a place where the river seemed passable, and plunged into 
the stream, the bullets from the pistols and carabines of his 
pursuers whizzing aroimd him. Two balls took effect when he 
was past the middle of the stream, and he felt himself danger- 
ously wounded. He reined his horse roimd in the midst of the 
river, and returned towards the bank he had left, waving his hand, 
as if with the purpose of intimating that he surrendered. The 
troopers ceased firing at him accordingly, and awaited his return, 
two of them riding a little way into the river to seize and disarm 
him. But it presently appeared that his purpose was revenge, 
not safety. As he approached the two soldiers, he collected his 
remaining strength and discharged a blow on the head of one, 
which tumbled him from his horse. The other dragoon, a strong 
muscular man, had in the meanwhile laid hands on him. 
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Burley, in requital, grasped his throat, as a dying tiger seizes 
his prey, and both, losing the saddle in the struggle, came head- 
long into the river, and were swept down the stream. Their 
course might be tniced by the blood which bubbled up to the 
surface. They were twice seen to rise, the Dutchman striving 
to swim, and Burley * clinging to him in a manner that showed 
his desire that both should perish. Their corpses were taken 
out about a quarter of a mile down the river. As Balfour's 
grasp could not have been imclenched without cutting off his 
hands, both were thrown into a hasty grave, still marked by a 
rude stone and a ruder epitaph, t 

While the soul of this stem enthusiast flitted to its account, 
that of the brave and generous Lord Evandale was also released. 
Morton had flung himself from his horse upon perceiving his 
situation, to render his dying friend all the aid in his power. 
He knew him, for he pressed his hand, and, being unable to 
speak, intimated by signs his wish to be conveyed to the house. 
This was done with all the care possible, and he was soon 
surrounded by his lamenting friends. But the clamorous grief 
of Lady Emily was far exceeded in intensity by the silent agony 
of Edith. Unconscious even of the presence of Morton, she 
hung over the dying man ; nor was she aware that Fate, who 
was removing one faithful lover, had restored another as if 
from the grave, imtil Lord Evandale, taking their hands in his, 
pressed them both affectionately, united them together, raised 
his face, as if to pray for a blessing on them, and sunk back 
and expired in the next moment. 

* See John Balfour, called Burley. Note 89. 
t See Balfour's GraTe. Note 40. 



CONCLUSION 

I HAD determined to waive the task of a concluding chapter, 
leaving to the reader's imagination the arrangements which 
must necessarily take place after Lord Evandale's death. But 
as I was aware that precedents are wanting for a practice which 
might be foimd convenient both to readers and compilers, I 
confess myself to have been in a considerable dilemma, when 
fortunately I was honoured with an invitation to drink tea 
with Miss Martha Buskbody, a young lady who has carried on 
the profession of mantua-making at Crandercleugh and in 
the neighbourhood, with great success, for about forty years. 
Knowing her taste for narratives of this description, I requested 
her to look over the loose sheets the morning before I waited 
on her, and enlighten me by the experience which she must 
have acquired in reading through the whole stock of three 
circulating libraries, in Gandercleugh and the two next market- 
towns. When, with a palpitating heart, I appeared before her 
in the evening, I foimd her much disposed to be compli- * 
mentary. 

' I have not been more affected,' said she, wiping the glasses 
of her spectacles, * by any novel, excepting the Tale of Jemmy 
and Jenny Jes9amy, which is indeed pathos itself ; but your 
plan of omitting a formal conclusion will never do. You may 
be as harrowing to our nerves as you will in the course of your 
story, but, unless you had the genius of the author of Jvlia de 
Roubign^^ never let the end be altogether overclouded. Let 
us see a glimpse of simshine in the last chapter j it is quite 
essential.' 

* Nothing would be more easy for me, madam, than to 
comply with your injimctions; for, in truth, the parties in 
whom you have had the goodness to be interested did live long 
and happily, and begot sons and daughters.' 

'It is unnecessary, sir,' she said, with a slight nod of 



408 WAVERLEY NOVELS 

reprimand, 'to be particular concerning their matrimonial 
comforts. But what is your objection to let us have, in a 
general way, a glimpse of their future felicity 1 ' 

* Really, madam,' said I, *you must be aware that every 
volume of a narrative turns less and less interesting as the 
author draws to a conclusion ; just like your tea, which, though 
excellent hyson, is necessarily weaker and more insipid in iSie 
last cup. Now, as I think the one is by no means improved 
by the luscious lump of half-dissolved sugar usually foimd at 
the bottom of it, so I am of opinion that a history, growing 
already vapid, is but dully crutched up by a detail of circimi- 
stances which every reader must have anticipated, even though 
the author exhaust on them every flowery epithet in t^e 
language.' 

* This will not do, Mr. Pattieson,' continued the lady ; * you 
have, as I may say, basted up your first story very hastily and 
clumsily at the conclusion; and, in my trade, I would have 
cuffed the youngest apprentice who had put such a horrid and 
bungled spot of work out of her hand. And if you do not 
redeem this gross error by telling us all about the marriage of 
Morton and Edith, and what became of the other personages of 
the story, from Lady Margaret down to Goose Gibbie, I apprise 
you that you will not be held to have accomplished your task 
handsomely.' 

* Well, madam,' I replied, ' my materials are so ample that 
I think I can satisfy your curiosity, unless it descend to very 
minute circumstances indeed.' 

* First, then,' said she, * for that is most essentialT— Did Lady 
Margaret get back her fortune and her castle 1 ' 

'She did, madam, and in the easiest way imaginable, as heir, 
namely, to her worthy cousin, Basil Olifant, who died without 
a will; and thiis, by his death, not only restored, but even 
augmented, the fortune of her whom, during his life, he had 
pursued with the most inveterate malice. John Gudyill, re- 
instated in his dignity, was more important than ever; and 
Cuddie, with rapturous delight, entered upon the cultivation 
of the mains of Tillietudlem, and the occupation of his original 
cottage. But, with the shrewd caution of his character, he 
was never heard to boast of having fired the lucky shot which 
repossessed his lady and himself in their original habitations. 
* After a',' he said to Jenny, who was his only confidant, * auld 
Basil Olifant was my leddy's cousin, and a grand gentleman; and 
though he was acting again the law as I imderstand, for he 
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ne'er showed ony warrant, or required Lord Evandale to sur- 
render, and though I mind killing him nae mair than I wad 
do a muir-cook, yet it's just as weel to keep a calm sough about 
it.' He not only did so, but ingeniously enough coimtenanced 
a report that old Gudyill had done the deed, which was worth 
many a gill of brandy to him from the old butler, who, far 
different in disposition from Cuddie, was much more inclined 
to exaggerate than suppress his exploits of manhood. The 
blind widow was provided for in the most comfortable manner, 
as well as the little guide to the Linn ; and ' 

' But what is all this to the marriage — the marriage of the 
principal personages ? ' interrupted Miss Buskbody, impatiently 
tappmg her snuflf-box. 

' The marriage of Morton and Miss Bellenden was delayed 
for several months, as both went into deep mourning on account 
of Lord Evandale's death. They were then wedded.' 

* I hope, not without Lady Margaret's consent, sir ? ' said my 
fair critic. ' I love books which teach a proper deference in 
young persons to their parents. In a novel the young people 
may fall in love without their coimtenance, because it is essen- 
tial to the necessary intricacy of the story, but they must 
always have the benefit of their consent at last. Even old 
Delville received Cecilia, though the daughter of a man of low 
birth.' 

' And even so, madam,' replied I, ' Lady Margaret was pre- 
vailed on to countenance Morton, although the old Covenanter, 
his father, stuck sorely with her for some time. Edith was 
her only hope, and she wished to see her happy ; Morton, or 
Melville Morton, as he was more generally called, stood so 
high in the reputation of the world, and was in every other re- 
spect such an eligible match, that she put her prejudice aside, 
and consoled herself with the recollection that ^* marriage went 
by destiny, as was observed to her," she said, " by his most 
sacred Majesty, Charles the Second of happy memory, when she 
showed him the portrait of her grandfather Fergus, third Earl of 
Torwood, the handsomest man of his time, and that of Countess 
Jane, his second lady, who had a hump-back and only one eye. 
This WM his Majesty's obsenration," she said, " on one remark- 
able morning when he deigned to take his disjun o " ' 

* Nay,' said Miss Buskbody, again interrupting me, * if die 
brought such authority to countenance her acqmescing in a 
misalliance, there was no more to be said. And what became 
of old Mrs. What's-her-name, the housekeeper?' 
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' Mrs. Wilson, madam ? ' answered I. * She was perhaps the 
happiest of the party ; for once a-year, and not oftener, Mr. and 
Mrs. Melville Morton dined in the great wainscotted chamber 
in solemn state, the hangings being all displayed, the carpet 
laid down, and the huge brass candlestick set on the table, 
stuck round with leaves of laurel. The preparing the room for 
this yearly festival employed her mind for six months before it 
came about, and the putting matters to rights occupied old 
Alison the other six, so that a single day of rejoicing foimd her 
business for all the year round.' 

* And Niel Blane ? ' said Miss Buskbody. 

* Lived to a good old age, drank ale and brandy with guests 
of all persuasions, played Whig or Jacobite tunes as best pleased 
his customers, and died worth as much money as married Jenny 
to a cock laird. I hope, ma'am, you have no other inquiries 
to make, for really ' 

*€roose Gibbie, sir?' said my persevering friend — 'Goose 
Gibbie, whose ministry was fraught with such consequences to 
the personages of the narrative ? ' 

* Consider, my dear Miss Buskbody — I beg pardon for the 
familiarity—but pray consider, even the memory of the re- 
nowned Scheherazade, that Empress of Tale-tellers, could not 
preserve every circumstance. I am not quite positive as to the 
fate of Croose Gibbie, but am inclined to think him the same 
with one Gilbert Dudden, alias Calf Gibbie, who was whipped 
through Hamilton for stealing poultry.' 

Miss Buskbody now placed her left foot on the fender, 
crossed her right leg over her knee, lay back on the chair, and 
looked towards the ceiling. When I observed her assume this 
contemplative mood, I concluded she was studying some farther 
cross-examination, and therefore took my hat and wished her a 
hasty good-night, ere the Demon of Criticism had supplied her 
with any more queries. In like manner, gentle Reader, return- 
ing you my thsoiks for the patience which haa conducted you 
thus far, T take the liberty to withdraw myself from you for 
the present. 
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NOTES TO OLD MORTALITY 



NoTB 1.— Petbr Pattibsoii's Gratb, p. 2 

Note by Mr, JeeUdiah CUukbotham, — That I kept my plight in this melan- 
cholv matter 'vrith my deceased and lamented friend, appeareth from a 
handsome headstone, erected at my proper charges in this 8i>ot, bearing the 
name and calling of Peter Pattieson, with the date of his nativity and sepnl- 
ture, together also with a testimony of his merits, attested by myself, as his 
superior and patron. — J. C. 



Note 2.— A Mabch-Dike Boundabt, p. 4 

I deem it fitting that the reader should be apprised that this limitary 
boundanr between the conterminous heritable property of his honour the 
Laird of Gandercleugh and his honour the Laird of Ousedub was to have 
been in fashion an offatTf or rather murvs, of uncemented granite^ called by the 
vulgar a ' dry-stane dyke,' surmounted, or coped, cespite viridi, t.«. with a sod- 
turt. Truly their honours fell into discord concerning two roods of marshy 
ground, near the cove called the Bedral's Beild ; and the controversy, having 
some years bygone been removed from before the judges of the land (with 
whom it abode long), even unto the Great Cit^ of London and the Assembly 
of the Nobles therein, is, as I may say, adkuc %n pendente, — J. C. 

. NoTB 3.— The Prophet's Ohambeb, p. 8 

He might have added, and for the f^tcA also ; since, I laud m]^ stars, the 
great of tue earth have also taken harbourage in my poor domicile. And 
during the service of my handmaiden, Dorothy, who was buxom and comely 
of aspect, his Honour the Laird of Smaokawa. in his peregrinations to and 
from the metropolis, was wont to prefer my Prophet's Chamber even to the 
sanded chamber of dais in the Wallaoe Inn, and to bestow a mntchkin, as he 
would jocoselv say, to obtain the freedom of the house, but, in reality, to 
assure himself of my company dmring the evening. — J. G. 

Note 4.— Festival of the Pofivjat, p. 14 

The Festival of the Popinjav is stilL I believe, practised at Ma^rbole, in kjr- 
shire. The following passage m the history of the Somerville family suggested 
the scenes in the text. The author of that curious manuscript * thus celebrates 
his father's demeanour at such an assembly : — 

' Haveing now passed his infancie, in the tenth year of his age, he was by 
his grandfather putt to the grammar school!, ther being then att the toune of 
DelMrf a very aole master that taught the grammar, and fitted boyes for the 

• Published by Sir Walter Scott in 1814. Bdin. 8 vols. 
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oolledge. Dureing his edocaiiiiff in this plAce^ thev had then a oustome every 
year to solemnise the first Sunday of May with cUuiceing about a liay-pole, 
f yreing of pieces, and all manner of ravellinfif then in use. Ther being at that 
tyme few or noe merchants in this pettie viUaffe, to furnish necessaries for the 
schoUars sports, this youth resolves to fumiw himself elsewhere, that so he 
may appear with the braveet. In order to this, by break of day he ryses and 
goes to Hamiltoune, and there bestowes all the money that for a long tyme 
before he had gotten from his friends, or had otherwayes purchased, upon 
ribbones of diverse coloures, a new hatt and gloves. But in notMng he oe- 
stowed his money more liberallie than upon gunpowder, a great quantitie 
whereof he buyes for his oune use, and to supplie the wantes of nis oomeradee ; 
thus furnished with these commodities, but ane empty purse, he retumes to 
Delserf be seven a clock (haveing travelled that Sabbath mominf above eight 
myUes), puttes on his [best] doathes and new hatt, flying with nbbones of all 
oulloures ; in this equipage, with his little phisie (fuzee) upon his shoulder, he 
marches to the church-yaini, where the May-pole was sett up, and the solem- 
nitie of that day was to be kept. There first at the foot-baU he CNqualled any 
one that played ; but for handteing of his piece, in ohargeiujg^ and dischargein^, 
he was so rc^idy, and shott soe near the marke, that he faire surpassed all his 
fellow schollars. and became a teacher of that art to them before the thret- 
tenth year of his oune age. And really, I have often admired his dexterity 
in this, both at the exercuEcing of his souldiers, and when for recreatione I 
have gone to the gunning with him when I was but a sbipeling mvself ; for 
albeit that passetyme was the exercize I delighted most in, yet could I never 
attaine to any perfectione comparable to him. This dayes sport being over, 
he had the applause of all the spectatores, the kyndenesse of his fellow-condis- 
ciples, and the favour of the whoU inhabitants of that litle village [vol. ii. p. 

Note 5.— ^erqeaih! Bothwell, p. 29 

The history of the restless and ambitious Francis Stewart, Earl of Bothwell, 
makes a considerable figure in the reign of James VI. of Scotland and First 
of England. After being repeatedly pardoned for acts of treason, he was at 
length obliged to retire abroiad, where he died in great misery. Great part 
of ms forfeited estate was bestowed on Walter Scott, first Lord of Buocleuch, 
and on the first Earl of Roxburghe. 

Francis Stewart, son of the forfeited earl, obtained from the favour of 
Charles I. a decreet-arbitnJ, appointing the two noblemen, grantees of his 
father's estate, to restore the same^ or make some compensation for retaining 
it. The barony of Crichton, with its beautiful castle, was surrendered by the 
curators of Francis, Earl of Buocleuch, but he retained the far more extensive 
property in Liddesdale. James Stewart also, as appears from writings in the 
Author's possession, made an advantageous composition with ^e Earl of 
Roxburghe. ' But, ' says the satirical Scotstarvet, * male porta pejtu dildbuniur ; 
for he never brooked them (enjoyed them) nor was anything the richer, since 
they accresoed to his creditors, and now are in the possession of one Dr. Seaton. 
His eldest son Francis became a trooper in the late war ; as for the other 
brother, John, who was Abbot of Coldinghun, he also disponed all that estate, 
and now has nothing, but lives on the charity of his friends.' * 

Francis Stewart, who had been a trooper during the great Civil War, 
seems to have reoeived no preferment after the Bestoration suited to his 
high birth, though, in fact, third cousin to Charles IL Captain Creichton, 
the friend of Dean Swift, who published his Memoirt, found him a private 
gentleman in the King's Life Guards. At the same time this was no de- 
grading condition; for Fountainhall records a duel fought between a Life 

* The Staggering State qf the Scots Statetmen/or One Hundred YearSf by Sir John Soot 
of Scotetorvet. Edinburgh, 1754, p. 154. 
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Guardsman and an officer in the militia, because the latter had taken upon 
him to assume superior rank as an officer to a ^ntleman private in the 
Life Guards. The Life Guardsman was killed m the rencontrtf and his 
antagonist was executed for murder. 

The character of Bothwell, except in relation to the name, is entirely 
ideal. 

NoTB 6.— Assassination of ARCfHBisHOP Sharp, p. 38 

The general aocount of this act of assassination is to be found in all 
histories of the period. A more particular narrative may be found in tho 
words of one of the actors, James Russell, in the Appendix to Kirkton's 
Huiory qf the Church of Scotland^ published by Charles ^irkpatriok Sharpe, 
Esquire, 4to, Edinburgh, 1817. 

NoTB 7.-— Shbriff-Defutb Cabmichabl^ p. 34 

One Carmiohael, sheriff-depute in Fife, who had been actiTe in enforcing 
the penal measures against nonconformists. He was on the moors hunting, 
but receiving accidental information that a party was out in ^uest of him, 
he returned nome, and escaped the fate designed for him, which befell his 
patron the Archbishop. 

NOTB 8.— MUBDEBBBS OF AbOHBISHOP ShaBP, p. 34 

The leader of this party was David Hackston, of Rathillet, a gentleman of 
ancient birth and good estate. He had been profligate in his younger days, 
but having been led from curiosity to attend the conventicles of the non- 
conforming clergy, he adopted their principles in the fullest extent. It 
appears that Hackston had some personal quarrel with Archbishop Sharp 
which induced him to decline the command of the party when the slaughtc^ 
was determined upon, fearixig his acceptance might be ascribed to motives of 
personal enmity. He felt himself free in conscience, however, to be present ; 
and when the archbishop, dragged from his carriage, crawled towards him on 
his knees for protection, he replied coldly, ' Sir, I will never lay a finger on 
you.* It is remarkable that Hackston, as well as a shepherd who was also 
present, but passive, on the occasion, were the only two of the party of 
assassins who suffered death by the hands of the executioner. 

On Hackston refusing the command, it was by universal suffrage conferred 
on John Balfour of Kmloch, called Burley, who was Hackston's brother-in- 
law. He is described as 'a little man, squint-eyed, and of a very fierce 
aspect.' 'He was,' adds the same author, 'by some reckoned none of the 
most religious ; yet he was always eealous and honest -hearted, courageous 
in every enterprise, and a brave soldier, seldom any escaping that came 
into his hands. He was the principal actor in killing that arch-traitor to 
the Lord and His Christ, James Sharp.' * 

Note 9.— Old Faiolt Ssbvants, p. 42 

A masculine retainer of this kind, having offended his master extremely, 
was commanded to leave his service instantly. 'In troth, and that will I 
not,' answered the domestic ; 'if your honour disna ken when ye hae a gude 
servant, I ken when I hae a gude master, and ^ away I will not.' On 
another occasion of the same nature the master said, ' John, you and I shall 
never sleep under the same roof again ' ; to which John replied, with much 
nalvtU^ ' Whare the deil can your honour be ganging ? ' 

* See SooU fFortAiM, 8vo, Leith, 1816, p. 622. 
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NoTB 10.— Mhjta&t Music at Nioht, p. 43 

Regimental mode is never played at night. But who can assure us that 
such was not the custom in Charles the Second's time? Till I am well 
informed on this point, the kettledrums shall clash on, as adding something 
to the picturesque effect of the night march. 

Note 11.— Wnwrownra Machine, p. 69 

Probablv something similar to the barn-fanners now used for winnowing 
oom, which were not, nowever, used in their present shape until about 17d£ 
They were objected to by the more ri^d sectaries on their first introduction, 
upon such reasoning as that of honest Mause in the text. 

NoTB 12.— LocKiKa thb Doob dubino DimnEB, p. 67 

The custom of keeping the door of a house or chateau locked during the 
time of dinner probably arose from the family being anciently assembled in 
the hall at that meaL and liable to surprise. Kit it was in many instances con- 
tinued as a point of high etiquette, of which the following is an example : — 

A considerable landed proprietor in Dumfriesshire, being a bachelor, 
without near relations, and detennined to make his will, resolved previously 
to visit his two nearest kinsmen, and decide which should be his heir aooora- 
ing to the d^^ree of kindnem with which he should be received, lake a good 
clansman, he first visited his own chief, a baronet in rank, descendant and 
representative of one of the oldest families in Scotland. Unhappily the 
dinner-bell had rung, and the door of the castle had been locked before his 
arrivaL The visitor in vain announced his name and requested admittuioe ; 
but his chief adhered to the ancient etiquette, and would on no account 
suffer the doors to be unbarred. Irritated at this cold reception, the old 
Laird rode on to Sanquhar Castle, then the residence of the Duke of Queens- 
berry, who no sooner heard his name than, knowing well he had a will 
to make, the drawbridge dropped and the gates flew open ; the table was 
covered anew ; his Grace's bacnelor and inte^te kinsman was received with 
the utmost attention and respect ; and it is scarcely necessary to add that, 
upon his death some years after, the visitor's considerable landed property 
went to augment the domains of the Ducal House of Queensberry. This 
happened about the end of the 17th century. 

NoTB IS.— Lanoward Town, p. 69 

The Scots retain the use of the word ' town ' in its comprehensive Saxon 
meaning as a place of habitation. A mansion or a feuin- house, though 
solitary, is called 'the town.' A 'landward town' is a dwelling situated in 
the country. 

NoTB 14.— Thbowino thb Pubsb over thb Gatb, p. 82 

A Highland laird, whose peculiarities live still in the recollection of his 
coimtrymen, used to regulate his residence at Edinburgh in the following 
manner :— Every day he visited the Water Gate, as it is called, of the Canon- 
gate, over which is extended a wooden arch. Specie being then the general 
currency, he threw his purse over the gate, and as long as it was heavy 
enough to be thrown over ne continued his round of pleasure in the metropolis ; 
when it was too light, he thought it time to retire to the Highlands. Query 
— How often would he have repeated this experiment at Temple Bar ? 
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NoTB 15.— WooDBM Marb, p. 83 

The pmiiBhment of riding the wooden mare was, in the da;^ of Charlee and 
lonfi; after, one of the yarioua and cruel modes of enforcing military discipline. 
Innront d the old goard-house in the High Street of Edinburgh a laige norse 
of this kind was placed, on which now and then in the more ancient times a 
veteran might be seen mounted, with a firelock tied to each foot, atoning for 
some small offence. 

There is a singular work, entitled Memoirs of Prince William Henry, Duke 
of OUmcetUr (son of Queen Anne), from his birth to his ninth year, in which 
Jenkin Lewis, an honest Welshman in attendance on the royal infant's person, 
ispleased to record that his Royal Highness laughed, cried, crow'd, and said 
' Cng * and ' Dy ' Tery like a babe of plebeian descent. He had also a premature 
taste for the discipline as well as the show of war, and had a corps of twenty- 
two boys arrayed with paper cape and wooden swords. For the maintenance 
of discipline m this juyenile corps a wooden horse was established in the 
presence-chamber, and was sometimes employed in the punishment of offences 
not strictly military. Hughes, the Duke's tailor, haymg made him a suit of 
clothes wmch were too tight, was appointed, in an order of the day issued by 
the young prince, to be placed on tnis penal steed. The man of remnant^ 
by dint^ supplication and mediation, escaped from the penance, which was 
likely to equal the inoonTenienoes of his brother artist's equestrian trip to 
Brentford, ^t an attendant named Weatherby. who had presumed to bring 
the young prince a toy after he had discarded too use of tnem, was actually 
mounted on the wooden horse without a saddle, with his face to the tail, while 
he was plied by four servants of the household with syringes and squirts^ till 
he had a thorough wetting. 'He was a waggish fellow,' says Lewis, 'and 
would not lose anything for the joke's sake when he was putting his tricks 
upon others, so he was obliged to submit cheerfully to what was inmcted upon 
him^ being at our mercy to pay him off well, which we did accordingly.' 
Amid much such nonsense. Lewis's book shows that this poor child, the neir 
of the British monarchy, wno died when he was eleven years old, was, in truth, 
of promising parts, ana of a good disposition. The volume, which rarely 
occurs, is an octavo, published in 1789, the editor being Dr. Philip Hayes of 
Oxford, 

NOTB 16.~Ck)NCBALINa THR FaCE, p. 92 

Concealment of an individual while in public or promiscuous society was then 
very common. In England, where no plaids were worn, the ladies iised visard 
masks for the same purpose, and the gallants drew the skirts of their cloaks 
over the ri^^ht shoulder, so as to cover part of the face. This is repeatedly 
alluded to m Pepys's Diary. 

Note 17.— Romances op the Seventeenth Century, p. 107 

As few in the present age are acquainted with the ponderous folios to which 
the age of Louis XTV. gave rise, we need only say that they combine the dulnees 
of the metaphysical courtship with all the improbabilities of the ancient 
romance of cmvidry. Their character will be most easily learned from 
Boileau's Dixmatic Satire, or Mrs. Lennox' s Female Quixote, 

Note I8.--S1R James Turner, p. 107 

Sir James Turner was a soldier of fortune, bred in the civil wars. He was 
entrusted with a commission to levy the fines imposed by the privy council 
for nonconformity in the district of Dumfries and Galloway. In this capacity 
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he yexod the ooantry so much bv his exactions that the people roM and made 
him prisoner, and then proceeded in arms towards Midlothian, where they 
were defeated at Pentland Hills in 1666. Besides his treatise on the militarr 
art, Sir James Turner wrote several other works, the most curious of wfaich 
is his Memoirt of hu own Life and Ttmei, which has just been printed under 
the charge of the Bannat3me Club. [See Legend of Mo>tdY09t^ pp. 143-145.] 



NOTB 19.— TiLUETDDLEM CaSTLE, p. 107 

The Castle of Tilliotudlem is imaginary ; but the ruins of Craignethan 
Castle, situated on the Nethon, about three miles from its junction with the 
Clyde, have something of the character of the description in the text. 



Note 20.— John Grahams of Claverhouse, p. 109 

This remarkable person united the seemingly inconsistent qualities of 
courage and cruelty, a disinterested and devoted loyalty to his prince with 
a disregard of the rights of his fellow -subjects. He was the unscrupulous 
agent of the Scottish privv council in executing the merciless severities of the 
government in Scotland during the reigns of Charles II. and James II. ; but 
he redeemed his character by the zeal with which he asserted the cause oSf the 
latter monarch after the Revolution, the military skill with which he supported 
it at the battle of Killiecmnkie, and by his own death in the arms of victory. 

It is said by tradition that he was very desirous to see. and be introduced 
to, a certain Lady Elphinstoun, who had reached the aavanoed age of one 
hundred years and upwards. The noble matron, being a stanch Whig, was 
rather unwilling to receive Claver'se (as he was called trom. his title), but at 
length consent^. After the usual compliments, the officer observed to the 
ladv that, having lived so much beyond the usual term of humanity, she must 
in her time have seen many strange changes. 'Hout no, sir,' said Lady 
Elphinstoun, ' the world is just to end with me as it began. When I was 
entering life there was ane Knox deaving us a' wi* his clavert, and now I am 
^n^ng out there is ane Claver'se deaving us a' wi' his knocks,* Ciavert signify- 
ing, in common parlance, idle chat, the double pun does credit to the ingenuity 
of a lady of a hundred years old. 



Note 21.— Cornet Grahame, p. 155 

There was actually a young comet of the Life Guards named Grahame, 
and probably some relation of Claverhouse, slain in the skirmish of Drumolog. 
In the old ballad on the 'Battle of Both well Bridge,' Claverhouse is said to 
have continued the slaughter of the fugitives in revenge of this gentleman's 
death. 

' Hand up your hand,' then Monmouth said ; 

* Gie quarters to these men for me ' ; 
But bloody Claver'se swore an oath, 
His kinsman's death avenged should be. 

The body of this young man was found shockingly mangled after the 
battle, his eyes pulled out, and his features so mucn defaced that it was 
^opossible to reo<^:nise him. The Tory writers say that this was done by the 
Wnigs ; because, finding the name Grahame wrought in the young gentle- 
man's neckcloth, they took the corpse for that of Claver'se himself. The 
Whig authorities give a different account, hx>m tradition, of the cause of 
Comet Graharoe's body being thus mangled. He hod, say they, refused his 
own dog any food on the morning of the battle, affirming with an oath that 
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he should have no breakfast but upon the flesh of the Whigs. The ravenous 
animal, it is said, flew at his master as soon as he fell and lacerated his face 
and throat. 

These two stories are presented to the reader, leaving it to him to judge 
whether it is most likely that a party of persecuted and insurgent fanatics 
should mangle a body supposed to be that of their chief enemy, in the same 
manner as several persons present at Drumclog had shortly oefore treated 
the person of Aronbishop Sharp, or that a domestic dog should, for want 
of a single breakfast, become so ferocious as to feed on his own master, 
selecting his body from scores that were lying around equally accessible to 
his ravenous appetite. 



NoTK 22.— Proof against Shot qivbn by Satan, p. 161 

The belief of the Covenanters that their principal enemies, and Claverhouse 
in particular, had obtained from the De^ a charm which rendered them 
proof against leaden bullets, led them to pervert even the circumstances of 
his death. Howie of Lochgoin, after giving some account of the battle of 
Eilliecrankie, adds : 

' The battle was very bloody, and by Mackav's third fire Claverhouse fell, 
of whom historians give little account ; but it has been said for certain that 
his own waiting-servant, taking a resolution to rid the world of this truculent 
bloody monster, and knowing he had proof of lead, shot him with a sUver 
button he had before taken <^ his own coat for that purpose. However, he 
fell, and with him Popery and King James's interest in Scotland.' — Qad^t 
Jvagment on Perseculort, p. 88. 

Oriffinal Note, — * Perhaps some may think this anent proof of shot a 
paradox, and be ready to object here, as formerly, concerning Bishop Sharp 
and Dalziel — ** How can the Devil have or give a power to save life t " etc. 
Without entering upon the thin^ in its reality, I shall only observe— 1st, Tliat 
it is neither in his power or of his nature to be a saviour of men's lives ; he 
is called Apollyon the destroyer. 2d, That even in this case he is said only 
to give incnantment against one kind of mettle, and this does not save life ; 
for the lead would not take Sharp and Claverhouse's lives, yet steel and 
silver could do it ; and for Dalziel, though he died not on the field, he did 
not escape the arrows of the Almighty.'— /&ii£2«m. 



Note 23.— Claybrhousb's Chaboeb, p. 163 

It appears, from the letter of Claverhouse afterwards quoted, that the 
horse on which he rode at Drumclog was not black, but sorrel. The Author 
has been misled as to the colour by the many extraordinary traditions current 
in Scotland conoeminfi^ Claverhouse's famous black charger, which was gener- 
ally believed to havebeen a gift to its rider from the Author of Evu, who 
is said to have peif ormed the Ceesarean operation upon its dam. This horse 
was so fleet, and its rider so expert, that they are said to have outstripped 
and 'coted,' or turned, a hare upon the Bran Law, near the head of Monat 
Water, where the descent is so precipitous that no merely earthly horse 
could Keep its feet^ or merely mortal rider could keep the saddle. 

There is a curious passage in the testimony of John Dick, one of the 
suffering Presbyterians, in which the author, by describing each of the 
persecutors by tiieir predominant qualities or passions, shows how little their 
best-loved atmbutes would avail them in the gpreat day of judgment. When 
he introduces Claverhouse, it is to reproach him with ms passion for horses in 
fifenerol, and for that steed in particular which was killed at Drumdog in 
the manner described in the text : 
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' And for that blood thirsty wretch, ClaTdr-honae, how thinka he to ehelter 
himself that day f Is it posBible the pitiful thing can be so mad as to think to 
secure himself by the fleetnees of his norse (a creature he has so much respect 
for, that he regSLrdod more the loss of his horse at Drumdog than all the men 
that fell there, and sure on either party there fell prettier men than himself) ? 
No, sure, though he could &11 upon a chymist that could extract the spirits 
out of all the horse in the world and infuse them into his one, though he were 
on tiiat horse back never so well mounted, he need not dream of escaping.' — 
A Tedimonp to the DodriiUj Wanhip, Diicipline, and Oovemment i^ikt Chwck 
ofSeotlandf etc, as it wu ^ft in Write by that truly Pious and emmently Faith- 
full, and now Olorified Martyr , Mr, John. Dick, To which is addtd, his Last 
Speech and Behaviour on the Scaffold, on the fifth day of March 1684, which Day 
he Sealed this Testimony, 58 pp. 4to. No year or place of publication. 

The reader may perhaps receive some farther information on the subiect of 
Comet Qrahame s death and the flight of Claverhouse from the following 
Latin lines, a part of a poem entitled Bellum Bothudlianum, by Andrew 
Guild, which exists in manuscript in the Advocates* Library : — 

Mons est occiduus sorgit qui celsos in oris, 
(jNomine Lou4anuin) fossis puteisque promndis 
Quo scatet hie tellus, et apneo gnunine tectus. 
Hue coUecta fUit, numeroso millte dncts, 
Turbs ferox, matres, pueri, innuptaeque paellse, 
Quaro pant egregia Onemus dispersere turma. 
Venit et prime campo discedere cogit ; 
Post hoe et alios, coeno provolvit inert! ; 
At numerosa oohors, campam dispersa per omnem 
CircumfUsa ruit ; turmasque, indagine captas, 
Aggreditur ; virtos non hfc, nee profUit ensis ; 
Gorripuere fligani, viridi sed gramlne tectis 
Precipitata perit foesis pars ultima, quorum 
Comipedes nsesere luto, sessore rejecto : 
Turn rabioaa cohors, mlsereri nescla, strntos 
Invadit lacerataue viroe : hie signifer, eheu ! 
Trajectns elobmo, Onemus, quo fortior alter, 
Inter Scotigenas nierat, nee Justior ullos : 
Hunc manibus rapuere feris, liAciemque virUem 
FoedarunL lingua, aurieulis, manibusque resectis, 
Aspera diffUso spaigentee saxa cerebro : 
Vix dux ipse fUga salvus, namque exta trahebat 
Vulnere tardatus sonipes generoeus hiante : 
Insequitur clamore Conors fitnatica, namque 
Grudelis semper timidus, si vicerit unquam. 

MS, Bellum Bothvdlianim, 



NoTB 24.— SKnunsH at Drukcloo, p. 171 

This affair, the only one in which Clayerhouse was defeated or the insurgent 
Cameronians successful, was fought pretty much in the manner mentioned in 
the text. The Royalists lost about thirty or forty men. The commander of 
the Presbyterian, or rather Covenanting, party was Mr. Robert Hamilton, of 
the honourable house of Preston, brother of sir William Hamilton, to whose 
title and estate he afterwards succeeded ; but, according to his biogra^er, 
Howie of Lochgoin, he never took possession of either, as he could not do so 
without acknowledging the ri^ht of Kin^ William (an uncovenanted monarch) 
to the crown. Hamilton haa been bred by Bishop Burnet, while the latter 
lived at Gla^w, his brother. Sir Thomas, havin^g married a sister of tbai 
historian. 'He was then,* says the Bishop, 'a lively, hopeful young man; 
but getting into that company, and into their notions, he became a crack- 
brained enthusiast.* 

Several well-meaning persons have been much scandalised at the manner 
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in which the yictora are said to have conducted themselves towards the 
prisoners at Drumclog. But the principle of these poor fanatics (I mean 
the high-flying, or Cameronian party) was to obtain not merely toleration 
for their church, but the same supremacy which Presbytery had acquired 
in Scotland after the treaty of Ripon betwixt Charles I. and his Scottish 
subjects in 1640. The fact is, that thev conceived themselves a chosen people 
sent forth to extirpate the heathen, like the Jews of old, and under a similar 
charge to show no quarter. 

The historian of the Insurrection of Bothwell makes the following explicit 
avowal of the principles on which their General acted : — 

* Mr. Hamilton discovered a great deal of bravery and valour, both in the 
conflict with and pursuit of the enemy ; but when he and some others were 
pursuing the enemy, others flew too medily upon the spoil, small as it was, 
instead of pursuing the victory ; and some, without Mr. Hamilton's know- 
ledge, and directly contrary to his express command, gave five of these 
bloodv enemies quarters, and then let them go ; this greatly grieved Mr. 
Hamilton when he saw some of Babel's brats spared, after that the Lord had 
delivered them into their hands, that they might dash them against the 
stones — Psalm cxxxvii. 9. In his own account of this he reckons the sparing 
of these enemies, and letting them go, to be among their first stepping 
aside, for which he feared uiat the Lord would not honour them to do 
much more for Him ; and says that he was neither for taking favours from, 
nor gfiving favours to, the Lord's enemies.' — See A True and ImjMrtial Aooounl 
[Relation] of the Persecuted Pretibyteriaiu in Scotland^ their heina [rising] in Armtt 
and Defeat at Bothwell Briga in 1679, bv William Wilson^ late Schoolmaster 
in the Parish of Douglas. The reader who would authenticate the quotation, 
must not consult any other edition than that of 1697 for that of 18091 ; for 
somehow or other the publisher of the last edition [181^] has omitted ^is re- 
markable part of the narrative. 

Sir Robert Hamilton himself felt neither remorse nor shame for having 
put to death one of the prisoners after the batUe with his own hand, wMch 
appears to have been a charge against him by some whose fanaticism was 
less exalted than his own — 

'As for that accusation they bring against me of killing that poor man (as 
they call him) at Drumclog, I mav easil]^ guess that my accusers can oe 
other but some of the house of Saul or Smmei, or some such risen again to 

Xuse that poor gentleman's (Saul) his quarrel against honest Samuel, for his 
ing to kill tlmt poor man Agag, after the tdng's gfiving him quarters. 
But I, being to command that day, gave out the word that no quarter should 
be given ; and returning from pursuing Claverhouse, one or two of these 
fellows were standing in the midst of a company of our friends, and some 
were debating for quarters, others against it. il'one could blame me to decide 
the controversy, and I bless the Lord for it to this day. There were five 
more that without my knowledge got quarters, who were brought to me after 
we were a mile from the place as having got quarters, which I reckoned among 
the first stoppings aside ; and seeing that spirit amongst us at that time, I 
then told it to some that were wi^ me (to mv best remembrance, it was 
honest old John Nisbet), that I feared the Lord would not honour us to do 
much for Him. I shall only say this, I desire to bless His holy name, that 
since ever He helped me to set my face to His work, I never hadj nor would 
take, a favour from enemies, either on right or left bimd, and desired to give 
as few '[p. 201]. 

The preceding passage is extracted from a long vindication of his own 'con- 
duct, sent by Sir Kobeit Hamilton, 7th Decemb^ 1685, addressed to the anti- 
Popish, anti-Prelatic, anti-Erastian, anti-Sectarian true Presbyterian remnant 
of the Church of Scotland ' ; and the substance is to be found in the work or 
collection called FaOhfid ConUndingt Displayedj collected and transcribed by 
John Howie. 

As the skirmish of Drumclog has been of late the subject of some inquiry, 
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the reader may be curious to see Clayerhouso's owu account of the alFair, in 
a letter to the Earl of Linlith^w, written immediately after the action. 
This gazette, as it may be called, occurs in the Tolume called Dundee's 
Lettertt printed by Mr. Smythe of MethTen, as a contribution to the 
Bannatyne Club. The original is in the library of the Duke of Buddngfaam. 
Clarerhouse, it may be observed, spells like a chambermaid. 

' FOB THB BARLK OF LINLTrHGOW 
[COMM AKDBR-lN-CHlEr Or KUTO CHABLCS II.'S FORCES HC SCOTLAND] 

* Glaskow, Juk. tkt 1, 1679. 

' Mt Ix)rd, — Upon Saturday's night, when my Lord Rosse came in to this 
place, I marched out, and because of the insolency that had been done tue 
nighte before at Ruglen, I went thither and inquyred for the names. So soon 
as I got them, I sent out partys to sease on them, and found not only three 
of those rogues, but also ane intercomend minister called Ring. We had 
them at Stroven about six in the morning yesterday, and resolving to convey 
them to this, I thought that we might mak a little tour to see if we could 
fall u^n a conventicle ; which we aid, litle to our advantage ; for when we 
came in sight of them, we found them drawen up in bateU, upon a most 
advent^ous ground, to which there was no coming but thresh moses and 
lakes. They wer not preaching, and had gat away all there women and 
shildring. They consisted of four bataillons of foot, and all well armed with 
fusils and pitch forks, and three sauadrons of horse. We sent both partys to 
skirmish, they of foot and we of dragoons ; they run for it, and sent down a 
bataillon of foot against them ; we sent threescor of dragoons, who mad 
them run again shamfully ; but in end they percalving that we had the 
better of them in skirmish, they resolved a ^nerall engadg^ent, and 
imediatly advanced with there foot, the horse foTouing ; they came thrc^ht 
the lotchOj and the greatest body of all made up against my troupe ; we keeped 
our fyr till they wer with in ten pace of us: they recaivea our fyr, and 
advanced to shok; the first they gave us broght doun the Coronet Mr. 
Crafford and Captain Bleith, besides that with a pitch fork they mad such an 
opening in my sorre horses belly, that his guts hung out half an elle, and yet 
he caryed me af an myl ; which so discorogid our men, that they sustined not 
the shok, but fell into disorder. There horse took the occasion of this, and 

I)urseud us so hotly that we got no tym to rayly. I saved the standarts, but 
ost on the place about aight or ten men. besides wounded ; but the dragoons 
lost many mor. They ar not com esily af on the other side, for I sawe several! 
of them fall befor we cam to the shok. I mad the best retralte the confusion 
of our people would suffer, and I am now la3ring with my Lord Ross. The 
toun of Streven drou up as we was making our retrait, and thoght of a pass 
to cut us of, but we took couradge and feU to them, made them run, leaving 
a dousain on the place. What these rogues will dou yet I know not, but 
the contry was flokinjif to them from all hands. This may be counted the 
begining of the rebellion, in my opinion. 

* I am, my lord, 

* Your lordships most humble servant, 

<J. Grahamb. 

* My lord, I am so wearied, and so sleapy, that I have wrjrton this very 
confusedly.' 

Note 25.— -DrssENSiONs among the Covenanters, p. 243 

These feuds, which tore to pieces the little army of insurg^ents, turned 
mainly on the point whether the king's interest or royal authonty was to be 
ownea or not, and whether the party in arms were to be contented with a 
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free exercise of their own religion, or insist npon the re -establishment of 
Presbytery in its supreme auwority, and with full power to predominate 
over aU other forms of worship. The few country gentlemen who joined the 
insurrection, with the most sensible part of the clergy, thought it best to 
limit their demands to what it might be possible to attain. But the party 
who urged these moderate views were termed by the more zealous bigots the 
Erastian party, men, namely, who were willing to place the church under the 
influence of the civil government, and therefore they accounted them 'a 
snare upon Mizpah, and a net spread upon Tabor.' See the *Life of Sir 
Robert Hamilton * in the Scots WortAiesy and his account of the Battle of 
Bothwell Bridge, passim. 

Note 26.~Thb Camebonians* Gibbet, p. 250 

The Cameronians had suffered joersecution; but it was without leaminjg 
mercy. We are informed by Captain Crichton that the^ had set up in their 
camp a huge gibbet, or gallows, luiving many hooks upon it, with a coil of new 
ropes lying beside it, for the execution of such Royalists as they might make 
prisoners. Guild, in his Bellum BotAvellianumy describes this machine par- 
ticularly. 

Note 27.— Royal Abmy at Bothwell Bridge, p. 270 

A Cameronian muse was awakened from slumber on this doleful occasion, 
and gave the following account of the muster of the royal forces, in poetry 
nearly as melancholy as the subject : — 

They marched east throw Llthgow-town 

For to enlarse their forces ; 
And sent for all the north country 

To come, both foot and horses. 

Montrose did come and Atiiole both. 

And with them many more ; 
And all the Highland Amorites 

That had been there before. 

The Lowdien mallisha they 

Game with their coats of blew ; 
Five hundred men flrom London came, 

Claid in a reddish hue. 

When they were assembled one and all, 

A Ml bragade were they ; 
Like to a pack of hellish hounds, 

Roreing after their prey. 

When they were all provided well, 

In armour and amonition, 
Then thither wester did they come, 

Most cruel of intention. 

The Royalists celebrated their victory in strains of equal merit. Specimens 
of both may be found in the curious collection of Fumtive Scottish Poetry, 
principallu of the Seventeenth Century, printed for the Messrs. Laing, Edin- 
burgh [1825-53]. 

Note 28.— Moderate Press ytebuns, p. 276 

The Author does not by any means desire that Poundtext should be re- 
garded as a just representative of the moderate Presbyterians, among whom 
were many ministers whose courage was equal to their good sense ana sound 
views of religion. Were he to write the tale anew, he would probably endeavour 
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to give the character a higher torn. It is certain, howerer. thai the Gamer- 
onians imimted to their opponents in opinion oonoemin|^ the Indulgence, or 
others of their strained and fanatical notions^ a disposition not only to seek 
their own safety, but to eniov themseWes. Hamilton speaks of three clergy- 
men of this description as follows : — 

' They pretend^ great seal against the Indulgence ; huL alas ! that was aU, 
their practice otherwise being out rery gross, which I snail but hint at in 
short When great Cameron and those with him were taking many a oold 
blast and storm in the fields and among the cot-houses in Scotland, these three 
had, for the most part their residence in Glasgow, where they found good 
quarters and a full table (which I doubt not but some bestowed upon uiem 
mm real i^ection to the Ix>rd's cause) ; and when these three were together, 
their greatest work was who should make the finest and sharpest roundels, 
and break the quickest jests upon one another, and to tell what Taliant 
acts they were to do, and who could laugh loudest and most heartily among 
them ; and when at any time they came out to the country, whaterer other 
thing they had, thejr were careful each of them to have a great flask of 
brandy with them, wluch was very heavy to some, particularly to Mr. Cameron, 
Mr. Oargill, and Henry Hall ; I shall name no m<3m,*—FaU\ful Coniendingtt 
p. 198. 

Note 29.— General Dalzell, usually called Tom Dalzell, p. 281 

In Creichton's Memoirty edited by Swift^ where a particular account of this 
remarkable person's dress and habits is g^ven, he is said never to have worn 
boots. The following account of his rencounter with John Paton of Meadow- 
head showed that in action at least he wore pretty stout ones, unless the 
reader be inclined to believe in the truth of his havmg a charm which made 
him proof against lead. 

*Dalziel, says Paton's biographer, 'advanced the whole left wing of his 
army on Ck>lonel Wallace's ri^ht. Here Captain Paton behaved with great 
courage and gallantry. Dalzell, knowing him in the former wars, advanced 
upon him himself ^ thinking to take him prisoner. Upon his approach each 
presented their pistols. Upon their first discharge. Captain Paton, peroeiving 
the pistol ball to hoop down upon Dalziel's hoot*, and knowing what was the 
cause (he having proof), put his hand to his pocket for some small pieces of 
silver he had there for the purpose, and put one of them into his otiier pistoL 
But DaldeL having his eye on nim in the meanwhile, retired behind hu own 
man, who by that means was slain ' [ScoU WortkUt^ p. 415, condensed some- 
what]. 

Note 80.— Loch Sloy, p. 294 

This WAS the slogan or war-cry of the BfacFarlanes, taken from a lake near 
the head of Loch Lomond, in the centre of their andent possessions on the 
westc^ banks of that beautiful inland sea. 

Note 81.— Morton's Captubb and Release, p. 806 

The princip»al incident of the foregoing chapter was suggested by an occur- 
rence of a similar kind, told me by a gentleman, now deceased, who held an 
important situation in the Excise, to which he had been raised by active 
and resolute exertions in an inferior department. When employed as a super- 
visor on the coast of Galloway, at a time when the immunities of the Id» of 
lian rendered smuggling almost universal in that district, this gentleman had 
the fortune to offend highly several of the leaders in the oontraband trade 
by his seal in serving the revenue. * 
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This rendered his situation a dangerous one^ and, on more than one occa- 
sion placed his life in jeopardy. At one time m particular, as he was riding 
after sunset on a summer evening, he came suddenly upon a gang of the most 
desperate smugglers in that part of the country, lliey surrounded him with- 
out violence, but in such a manner as to show that it would be resorted to if 
he offered resistance, and gave him to understand he must spend the evening 
with them, since they had met so happily. The officer did not attempt oppo- 
sition, but only asked leave to send a coimtry lad to tell his wife and family 
that he should be detained later than he expected. As he had to charge the 
boy with this message in the presence of the smugglers, he could found no 
hope of deliverance ^m it, save what might arise from the sharpness of the lad's 
observation and the natural anxiety and affection of his wife. But if his 
errand should be delivered and received literally, as he was conscious the 
smugglers expected, it was likely that it might, by suspending alarm about his 
absence from home, postpone all search f^ter him nil it might be useless. 
Making a merit of necessity, therefore, he instructed and desnatched his 
messenger, and went with the oontrabana traders, with seeming willingness, to 
one of their ordinary haunts. He sat down at table with Uiem, and they 
began to drink and indulge themselves in gross jokes, while, like Mirabel in the 
IncontlaiUf their prisoner had the heavy task of receiving their insolence as 
wit, answering their insults witii good-humour, and withholding from them the 
opportunity which they sought of engaging him in a quarrel, that they might 
have a pretence for misusingnim. He succeeded for some time, but soon became 
satisfied it was their purpose to murder him outright, or else to beat him in 
such a manner as scarce to leave him with life. A regard for the sanctity of 
the Sabbath evening, which still oddly subensted among these ferocious men, 
amidst their habitual violation of divine and social law, prevented their 
commencing their intended cruelty imtil the Sabbath should be terminated. 
They were sitting around their anxious prisoner, muttering to each other 
words of terrible miport, and watching the index of a clock, which was shortly 
to strike the hour at which, in their apprehension, murder would become 
lawful, when their intended victim heara a distant rustling like the wind 
among withered leaves. It came nearer, and resembled the sound of a brook 
in flowl chafing within its banks ; it came nearer yet, and was plainly dis- 
tinguished as tiie i^alloping of a party of horse. The absence of her husband, 
and the account given oy the boy of the suspicious appearance of those with 

whom he had remained, had induced Mrs. to apply to the neighbouring 

town for a party of dragoons, who thus providentially arrived in time to save 
him from extreme violence, if not from actual destruction. 



Note 82.— Prisoners' Procession, p. 318 

David Hackston of Rathillet, who was wounded and made prisoner in the 
skirmish of Air's Moss, in which the celebrated Cameron fell, was, on entering 
Edinburgh, ' by order of the Council, received by the magistrates at the Water 
Gate, and set on a horse's bcure back with his face to the tail, and the other 
three laid on a goad of iron, and carried up the street, Mr. Cameron's hand 
being on a halberd before them.' 

Note 33.— Dalzell's Brutalitt, p. 823 

The General is said to have struck one of the captive Whigs, when under 
examination, with the hilt of his sabre, so that the blood pushed out. The 
provocation for this unmanly violence was, that the prisoner had called 
the fierce veteran 'a Muscovy beast, who used to roast men.' Dalzell 
had been long in the Russian service, which in those days was no school of 
, humanity. 
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Note 84.— Heads of the Executed, p. 826 

Tho pleasure of the council respecting the relics of their yictima was often 
as savage as the rest of their conduct. The heads of the preachers were fre- 
quently exposed on pikes between their two hands, the palms displayed as in 
the attitude of prayer. When the celebrated Richard Cameron's head was 
exposed in this manner, a spectator bore testimony to it as that of one who 
lived praying and preaching, and died praying and fighting. 



Note 35.— Supposed Apparition op Morton, p. 854 

This incident is taken from a story in the History qf Apparitioni written 
by Daniel Defoe, under the assumed name of Morton. To abridge tho 
narrative, we are under the necessity of omitting many of those particular 
circumstances which give the fictions of this most ingenious author such a 
lively air of truth. 

A gentleman married a lady of family and fortune, and had one son by 
her, after which the ladjr died. The widower afterwards united himself in a 
second marriage ; and his wife proved such a very stepmother to the heir of 
the first marriage that^ discontented with his situation, he left his father's 
house and set out on distant travels. His father heard from him occasion- 
ally, and the yoimg man for some time drew re^larly for certain allowances 
which were settled upon him. At length, owing to the instigation of his 
mother-in-law, one of his draughts was reused, and the bill returned dis- 
honoured. 

After receiving this affront, the youth drew no bills and wrote no more 
letters, nor did his father know in what part of the world he was. The 
stepmother seized the opportunity to represent the young man as deceased, 
and to urge her husbana to settle his estate anew upon her children, of whom 
she had several. The father for a length of time positively refused to dis- 
inherit his son, convinced as he was. in his own mind, that he was still alive. 

At length, worn out by his wif e s importunities, he agreed to execute tiie 
new deeds if his son did not return withm a year. 

During the interval there were many violent disputes between the husband 
and wife upon the subject of the family settlements. In the midst ot one 
of these altercations the ]&dj was startled by seeing a hand at a casement 
of the window; but as the iron hasps, according to the ancient fashion, 
fastened in the inside, the hand seemed to essay the fastenings, and being 
unable to imdo them, was immediately withdrawn. The lady, foreetting the 
quarrel with her husband, exclaimed that there was some one in the garden. 
The husband rushed out, but could find no trace of any intruder, while the 
walls of the garden seemed to render it impossible for any such to have made 
his escape. He therefore taxed his wife with having fancied that which she 
supposed she saw. She maintained the accuracy of ner sight ; on which her 
husband observed, that it must have been the devil, who was apt to haunt 
those who had evil consciences. This tart remark brought back the matri- 
monial dialogue to its original current. 'It was no devil,' said the lady, 
' but the ghost of your son come to teU you he is dead, and that you may 
give your estate to your bastards, since you will not settle it on the lawful 
heirs.' ' It was my son,' said he, ' come to tell me that he is alive, and ask you 
how you can be such a devil as to urge me to disinherit him ' ; with that he 
started up and exclaimed, ' Alexander, Alexander ! if you are alive, diow 
yourself, and do not let me be insulted every day with being told you are 
dead.' 

At these words, the casement which the hand had been seen at opened of 
itself, and his son Alexander looked in with a full face, and, staring directly 
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on the mother with an angry countenance, cried, ' Here ! * and then vanished 
in a moment. 

The lady, though much frightened at the apparition, had wit enough to 
make it serve her own puri)08e ; for, as the spectre appeared at her husband's 
summons, she made affidavit that he had a mmiliar spirit who appeared when 
he called it. To escape from this discreditable charge the poor husband 
agreed to make the new settlement of the estate in the terms demanded by 
the unreasonable lady. 

A meeting of friends was held for that purpose, the new deed was executed, 
and the wife was about to cancel the former settlement by tearing the seal, 
when on a sudden they heard a rushing noise in the parlour in ^lich they 
sat, as if something had come in at the door of the room which opened from 
the hall, and then had gone through the room towards the garden-door, 
which was shut ; they were all surprised at it, for the sound was very distinct, 
but they saw nothing. 

This rather interrupted the business of the meeting, but the persevering 
lady broujght them back to it. 'I am not frightened,' said she, *not L 
Come,' said she to her husband, haughtily, *Vu. cancel the old writings if 
forty devils were in the room ' : with that she took up one of the deeds and 
was about to tear off the seat But the dovhU-gan^er, or eidolon, of Alex- 
ander was as pertinacious in guarding the rights of his principal as his step- 
mother in invading them. 

The same moment she raised the pil^P^i* ^ destroy it, the casement flew 
open, though it was fast in the inside just as it was before, and the shadow 
of a body was seen as standing in the garden without, the face looking into the 
room, and staring directly at the woman with a stem and angry countenance. 
* Hold ! ' said the spectre, as if speaking to the lady, and immediately closed 
the window and vanishea. After this second interruption, the new settle- 
ment was cancelled bv the consent ot all concerned, and Alexander, in about 
four or five months arfcer, arrived from the East Indies, to which he had gone 
four years before from London in a Portuguese ship. He could give no 
explanation of what had happened, excepting that he oroamed his father had 
written him an an^pry letter, threatening to disinherit him. — The History and 
Reality of Apjxinttotis, chap. viii« 

Note 36.— Captain Inolis, p. 883 

The deeds of a man, or rather a monster, of this name, are recorded upon 
the tombstone of one of those martyrs which it was Old Mortality's delight to 
repair. I do not remember the name of the murdered person, but the cir- 
cumstances of the crime were so terrible to my childish imagination that I 
am confident the following copy of the epitaph will be found nearly correct, 
although I have not seen the original for forty years at least : — 

This martyr was by Peter Inglis shot. 

By birth a tiger rather than a Scot ; 

1^0, that his hellish offering might be seen, 

Cat off bis head, then kIcVd it o'er tiie green ; 

Thus was the head yrhich was to wear the croon, 

A foot-ball made by a proftoie dragoon. 

In Dundee's Letters, Captain Inglish, or Inglis, is repeatedly mentioned as 
commanding a troop of horse. The murder^ person here referred to was 
James White, of the parish of Fenwick, Ayrshire. The epitaph appeared in 
the Chud of Witnesses, a well-known work published in 1714 ; but the brutal 
conduct of Inglis is thus stated in a pamphlet or Menwnal printed in 1690 : 
—'Item— The said Peter or Patrik Inglis killed one James White, struck off 
his head with an ax, brought it to NewmiUs, and played at the foot-ball with 
it ; he killed him at the Little Black Wood, the foresaid year 1686.' 
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As proof of the Author s singular memory, it may be stated that the 
epitapD as quoted above is ahn^ vtrhatim. with the original, except in the 
third line, which runs thus, 'who, that his monstruous extract might be 
seen ' (Laing), 

Nont 37.~THB RbTRBATS of THB Ck)YENANTERS, p. 891 

The severity of persecution often drove the sufferers to hide themselves in 
dens and caves of the earth, where they had not only to struggle with the 
real dangers of damp, darkness, and famine, but were called upon in their 
disordered imaginations to oppose the infernal powers by whom such caverns 
were believed to be haunted. A very romantic scene of rocks, thickets, 
and cascades, called Crichope Linn, on the estate of Mr. Menteath of Close- 
bum, is said to have been the retreat of some of these enthusiasts, who judged 
it safer to face the apparitions by which the place was thoug^ht to be haunted 
than to expose themselves to the rage of their mortal enemies. 

Another remarkable encotmter betwixt the Foul Fiend and the champions 
of the Covenant is preserved in certain rude rhymes, not yet forgotten in 
Ettrick Forest. Two men, it is said, by name Halbert Dobson and David 
Dun, constructed for themselves a place of refuge in a hidden ravine of a very 
savage character, by the side of a considerable waterfall, near the head of 
Mof^t Water. Here, concealed from human foes, they were assailed by Satan 
himself, who came upon them grinning and making mouths, as if trying to 
frighten them, and disturb their devotions. The wanderers, more incensed 
than astonished at this supernatural visitation, assailed their ghostly visitor, 
buffeted him soundly with their Bibles, and compelled him at len^h to change 
himself into the resemblance of a pack of dried hides, in which shape he 
rolled down the cascade. The shape which he assumed was probably designed 
to excite the cupidity of the assailants, who, as souters of Selkirk, might have 
been disposed to attempt something to save a package of good leather. Thus, 

Hftb Dab and David Din, 

Dang the Dell ower Dab8on*8 Linn. 

The popular verses recording this feat, to which Bums seems to have been 
indebted for some hints in his 'Address to the Deil,* may be found in the 
MindrtUp qf the Scottish Border, vol. ii. 

It cannot be matter of wonder to any one at all acquainted with human 
nature, that superstition should have aggravated, by its terrors, the appre- 
hensions to which men of enthusiastic cl]^xacter were disposed by the gloomy 
haunts to which they had fled for refuge. 

Note 38.— Prbdictions op the Covenanters, p. 396 

The sword of Captain John Paton of Meadowhead, a Cameronian, famous 
for his personal prowess, bore testimony to his exertions in the cause of the 
Covenant, and was typical of the oppressions of the times. * Their sword or 
diort shabble {aciahboUi, Italian) yet remains,' says Mr. Howie of Lochgoin. 
' It was then by his progenitors (meaning descendants, a rather imusual use 
of the word) counted U> have twenty-eight gape in its edge ; which made 
them afterwards observe, that there were just as many years of the persecu- 
tion as there were steps or broken pieoes in its edge. — Scots Worthies, edit. 
1796, p. 416. 

The persecuted party, as their circumstances led to their placing a due and 
sincere reliance on heaven, when earth was scarce permitted to bear them, 
fell naturaUy into enthudastio credulity, and, as they imagined, direct con- 
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tention with the powers of darkness, so the^ conceived some amongst them 
to be possessed oi a power of prediction, wmch, though they did not exactly 
call it inspired prophecy, seems to have approached, in their opinion, very 
nearly to it. The subject of these predictions was generally of a melancholy 
nature ; for it is during such times of blood and confusion that 

Fale-eyed prophets whinper fearfUl change. 

The celebrated Alexander Peden was haunted by the terrors of a French 
invasion, and was often heard to exclaim, * Oh, the Monzies, the French Mon- 
des (for MounsieraL doubtless^, how they run! How long will they run? 
Oh Lord, cut their houghs, ana stay their running ! ' He afterwards declared, 
that French blood woiud run thicker in the waters of Ayr and Clyde than 
ever did that of the Highlandmen. Upon another occasion, he said he had 
been made to see the French marching with their armies through the length 
and breadth of the land in the blood of all ranks, up to the bridle-reins, and 
that for a burned, broken, and buried Covenant. 

Crabriel Semple also prophesied. In passing by the house of Kenmure, to 
which workmen were making some additions, he said, 'Lads, you are very 
busy enlarging and repairing that house, but it will be burned like a crow s 
nest in a mistv May morning ' ; which accordingly came to pass, the house 
being burned by the English forces in a cloudy May morning. 

Other instances might be added, but these are enough to show the character 
of the people and times. 



Note 39.— John Balfour, called Burley, p. 406 

The return of John Balfour of Kinlooh, called Burley, to Scotland, as 
well as his violent death in the manner described, is entirely fictitious. He 
was wounded at Both well Bridge, when he uttered the execration transferred 
to the text, not much in unison with his religious pretensions. He after- 
wards escaped to Holland, where he found r^uge, with other fugitives of 
that disturbed period. His bic^rapher seems simple enough to beheve that 
he rose high in the Prince of Orange's favour, and observes, 'That having 
still a desire to be avenged upon those who persecuted the Lord's cause and 
people in Scotland, it is said he obtained uoerty from the Prince for that 
purpose, but died at sea before their arrival in Scotland ; whereby that design 
was never aooomplished, and so the land was never purged bv the blood of 
them who had shed innocent blood, according to the law of uie Lord — G^n. 
ix. 6, Whoso sheddeth man* a blood, hy man shall his blood be shed,* — Scots 
Worthies, p. 552. 

It was reserved for this historian to discover that the moderation of King 
William, and his prudent anxiety to prevent that perpetuating of factious 
quarrels which is called in modem tunoa reaction, were only adopted in 
consequence of the death of John Balfour, called Burley. 

The late Mr. Wemyss of Wemyss Hall, in Fifeshire, succeeded to Balfour's 
property in late times, and had several accounts, papers, articles of dress, 
etc., which belonged to the old homicide. 

His name seems stiU to exist in Holland or Flanders ; for in the Brussels 
papers of 28th July 1828, Lieutenant-Colonel Balfour do Burleigh is named 
Commandant of the troops of the King of the Netherlands in the West 
Indies. 

Note 40.— Balfour's Grave, p. 406 

Gentle reader, I did request of mine honest friend Peter Proudfoot, travel- 
ling merchant, Imown to many of this land for his faithful and just dealings, 
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01 well in moilmi and oambrion m in small wares^ to procure me on his next 
peregrinatloni to that vicinage a copy of the epitaphion alluded to. And, 
aooording to his report, which I see no ground to discredit, it runneth thus : 

Here lyes a&e saint to prelates surly, 

Being John Balfour, sometime of Burley, 

Who stirred up to vengeance take, 

For Solemn League and Cov'nant's sake, 

Upon the Magus Moor in Fife 

Did tak James Sharpe the apostate's life ; 

By Dutchman's hands was hacked and shot, 

Then drowned in Clyde near this saam spot 
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WORDS, PHRASES, AND ALLUSIONS 



Abultiihentb, habili- 

menU, equipmenU 
Abuke, aboon, above ; 

MALT ABUNB THE MEAL, 

the ale b^ns to take 

effect 
AcQOENT, acquainted 
AoHuc nr pbmdektb, atiU 

pending 
Ai, one 

Again, agaln8t,antil,before 
Agoer, a rampart, mound 
AiN, own 
Air, early 
AiTMBAL, oatmeal 
Ajee, awry 
Am AI8T,' almost 

ANABAPTI8T8 OP MUNSTBR. 

Bockhold, Knipperdol- 
ling, and others, aiaciplea 
of one John ICatthie- 
■en, were guilty of the 
wildest excesses at 
Httnster in Westphalia, 
in 1684^ 
Anob, anbs, once 

AQCA MIRABIL18, the WOB- 

derftd water, a cordial 
compounded of spirit of 
wine, nutmegs, carda- 
moms, ginger, mace, etc 
Ark, a meal-chest 
Arles, earnest-money 
Aluc-OAUMT. with gaunt 
or lean limbs (EUnake- 
speare, Antony and CUo- 
patroj Act L So. 5) 
Abtamiwes, or ARTAMfeme, 
a character in Hdlle. 
Scudiry's Grand Cyrut. 
supposed to represent 
GondA 
AsTEER, in conftision 
AuoHLET, two stones 
weight, or peck measure 



AuoHT, to own 

AuTO-DA-ni, the execution 
of heretics by the In- 
quisition 

AvA, at all 

Bab, a bunch, knot 
Back-sword, a sword with 

only one cutting edge ; a 

single-stick 
Bait, bang 
Baker, Devil, and 

PuKCH. Ste Punch 

BaRKIXO AMD FLEEIKO, 

going to wreck and ruin 
Bass. See Tower of the 

Bass 
Baits, the colic 
Bawbee, a halfpenny 
Bear, a kind of barley 
Bbdral, a beadle, grave- 
digger 
Beet-master, a substitute 
Behadden, beholden, 

obliged 
Beild. shelter 
Belyve, directly 
Ben, brought partbbr, 
better treated, made inti- 
mate ; WIN FARTHER BEN, 

get farther in 
BENEDicrrE ! bless ye ! 
Bennison, blessing 
Bestial, cattle 
Bicker, wooden bowl, cup 
Bide, to wait, stay ; sufltor 
BiEN, or BEiN, well 

provided 
BiGGiT wa's, built, i.e. 

stone, walls 
Bilbo, a sword with an 

elastic, finely -tempered 

blade 
Birkibs, lively * blades ' 
BiRL, to drink, tipple 



BmocK, a good bit more 

Black-a-vised, dark-com- 
plexioned 

Black • fishers, salmon- 
poachers 

Black-jack, a large Jug of 
waxed leather, for ale 

Blate, ashamed, bashful 

Blebze, blase, flame ; to 
make an outcry 

Blethering, chattering, 
idly but volubly talking 

Blink, a glance; a moment, 
short while 

Bltthe, glad 

Boddle, or bodle, a small 
copper coin, worth ^d 
halfpenny 

Bole, an aperture 

Bom camarado, a chum, 
boon companion 

Boots, a contrivance for 
torturing the feet 

Bore, an aperture, crevice 

Borough-town, a royal 
borough 

Bow, a boll 

Bowie, a wooden pail, tub 

Bra w, fine, brave ; braws, 
fine things 

Brecham, tiie collar of a 
working horse 

Breering, sprouting 

Brentford, equestrian 
TRIP tol that of John 
Gilpin, linen-draper of 
London ; but he rode to 
Ware and Edmonton, not 
to Brentford 

Brickle, ticklish, titmble- 
some 

Brogue, a Highland shoe 

Broo, a fttvounble opinion, 
liking 

Brosb, oatmeal over which 
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boUinff wftter hat been 
poured 

Bbowot, a brewing 

BucKiHO-TUB, a tab for 
■teepinff, in the old pro- 
cess of bleaching clothes 

Budget, a aooket for a cara- 
bine 

BUKTHOOO, or BURTHOOai, 

Richard, an English 
doctor or medicine who 
wrote An Eaaay upon 
Reason and the Nature qf 
Spirits (lOM) 

Busk, to deck, attire 

Bte, past, besides 

BvoRDUf AR, above the com- 
mon, more than usual 

Byrb, a cow-house 

Ca', to call, drive 

C^BSAREAW OPERATIOK, a 

smgical operation to 
secure delivery (as in 
the case of Cosar) 

Callaitt, a lad 

CALPREKtos, La, author of 
CUopdtre (10 vols., 1647) 
and other extravagant, 
long-winded romances, 
much read in their day 

GaNMA hear DAT NOR 

DOOR, deaf as a poet 
Canny, prudent, knowing, 

cautious ; cannilt, 

nicely, civilly, quietly 
Carcaobs, carowes, dead 

bodies 
Carle, a fellow 
Garunb, old woman, witch 
Cast, an old spelling of 

caste, an exclusive party 

or social class 
Cast o' a oart, chance use 

of a cart, a lift 
Cateran, a robber 
Caterpillars, rapacious 

persons 
Catbs, viands, victuals 
Cat in pan, to turn the, 

to act the turncoat 
Cauld, cold 
Caup, or CAP, a wooden 

bowl for containing food 
Causewayed, burnt so as 

to be stiff and hard like a 

causeway or causey 
Cecilia. See Delville 
Cess, land-tax 
Chainzib, or cuainyie, a 

diminutive for chain 
Chamber of dais, the best 

bedroom 
Chancy, lucky, fortunate 
CHANOE-HOirsE, a small inn 

or ale-house 
Chanter, that pipe of a 

bagpipe in which are tiie 

flnger-holes 



Ghapptn, a quart meaiore 

Chasseur, a sportsman 

Cheek o' the inqle. Ses 
Ingle 

Chi ELD, a fellow 

Chixlby-neuk, the chim- 
ney-corner 

Clachan, village, hamlet 

Class, clothes 

Clashes, gossip, nonsense, 
scandal 

Claverino, gossiping; 

CLAVKRB, gossip, UOU- 

sense 

CLELAND,a poet and soldier, 
distinguished himself at 
Drumclog, and was killed 
in 1689 in the defence of 
Dunkeld, at the head of 
the Cameronian Regi- 
ment 

Cleugh, a ravine 

Clour, to thump 

Clouted shoe, a shoe the 
sole of which is studded 
with big nails ; also a 
mended or cobbled shoe 

Glow-oillietlower, the 
clove gillyflower 

CooKERNONY, a top-knot 
on the head, bound by a 
fillet 

Cocking (bpanielX anarl- 
ing, fighting 

Cock laird, a small land- 
bolder who cultivate his 
estate himself, yeoman 

CoGUB, a wooden pail 

Colt foaled of an acorn, 
the wooden mare, tim- 
ber horse. See Note 15, 
p. 417 

CoMMiNATioN, threatening 
of Divine punishments, a 
special form of service in 
the Church of England 

CoRRA Linn, one of the 
Falls of the Clyde, near 
Lanark 

CoT-HOUBE, a cottage 

Coup, to barter, buy and 
sell ; tumble ; also a bowl 

Crack, talk, ftiendly chat 

Creel, a basket for the 
back ; in a creel, crazy 

CROWDY,oatmeal and water 
stirred together 

Cuittle, to wheedle 

CuBOH, a woman's kerchief 
or head-oovering 

CuRicuRRiNG, murmuring 
in the stomach, slight 
gripes 

CuRNEY, large-grained 

Cutter's law, the law of 
the sharper, robber 

Cuttie, a pert, impudent 
girl, a wanton 

Cutty-spoon, short spoon 



Dapfivo, larking, flirting 

Daft, erazy 

Daiduno, triflingfinactive, 
useless 

Dais, chamber of. See 
Chamber 

Dang, knocked, thrust 

Dargub, a day's work 

Daur, dare 

Day nor door, canka 
HEAR, deaf as a poat 

Deavb, to deafen 

Deceptio visus, optical 
illusion 

Deer-hair, the heath dub- 
rush 

Deil gin, devil may care if 

De L' ANCRB,PUBRRE,a Stem 

enemy of witchcraft, and 
author of Tableau de 
VIneonstanee des MauvaU 
Anges et Dimons CL61S) 

Delrio, Martin Antony, 
Dutch theologian of the 
16th century, wrote 
DisquifUionum Magic- 
arwn Libri Sex (1599% a 
celebrated work on sor- 
cery and kindred topics 

Delville and Ceciua, in 
Miss Bumey's Cecilia 
(1782) 

Demab. See 2 Tim. iv. 10 

Denty, dainty 

Devil, Pxtnch, and Baker. 
&e Punch 

Die, bonny, a pretty toy, 
gewgaw 

DiGHTiNG, winnowing, sift- 
ing ; cleaning, wipmg 

Ding, to knock off; dino 
ajeb, upset, mar 

Dingwall. A man of this 
name was of the party 
who murdered Arch- 
bishop Sharp, and was 
himself killed at Drum- 
clog 

DiNNA, do not 

DioTRBPHBB. See Third 
Epistle of John, ver. 9 

DiBDUM, an ado, mess 

DisjABKBD, decayed or 
miserable-looking 

DiBJUNB, d^euni, break- 
out 

Div, do 

DrvBRTisBMENT, amuse- 
ment, pastime 

Dooms, confoundedly 

DooMSTSR. iSee note to 
Heart qf Midiotkian 

DOUBLB^ZANGER, B SpectlBl 

double of a person 
DouGS, quiet, sensible 

DOUDLE THE RAG O* WIND, 

to dandle, hug and caress, 
the bagpipes 
Dour, stubborn, obstinate 
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Dow, Doo, dove 

DowNA BiDB, o»nnot bear, 
don't like; dow'd ma, 
did not like 

Dbamxook, raw meal and 
water mixed 

Dbbb, to loffBr 

Dbbbling, drilling 

Droutht, dry, thirsty 

Druckem, drunken 

DuDoxoK-BArr, the haft or 
hilt of a dagger orna- 
mented with graven lines 

Dune, clothee 

DmrBAB, RACK or. Crom- 
well's defeat of Leslie at 
Dnnbar in 1650 

DuNo owKB, overcome, 
beaten • 

DwAic, a swoon 

KiRiiiHAi.T^ Brucb or, 
Claverhouse's lientenant 

Be, eye ; kxn, eyes 

B'xNow, Just now 

BrrEoruAL oallino. See 
The Shorter (ToteeMam, 
Qu. 81 

BmKHT, attentive, diligent 

BiDOLOK, a spectral inuge 

BiK, an addition 

Blihu. SMJobxxxii. 

BirXUCH. BMXUGH, SNOW, 

enougn 
BspifeoLR, roguish 

Failed, ikiling, feeble 
FAiRma, oiB HIM A, mttle 
him, give him something 
to remember one by 
Fabd, to colour, embellish 
Fash, trouble ; to trouble, 

bother 
Factld-dike, the wall of a 

sheep-fold 
Fadt, nult . 

Faut o' ruDE, want of food 
Fkok, the greatest part 
Feckless, harmless, feeble 
Feb and BocnrrrrH, wages 

and perquisites 
Female Quixote. SMlirs. 

Lennox 
Fend, to provide 
Ferodbon, Kobxbt, styled 
Uie Plotter, flrom having 
been oonoemed in the 
Rye -House and other 
plots against James IL, 
was a leading partisan of 
the Duke or Monmouth, 
and afterwards plotted 
against William lU. 
Pire-flauoht, a flash of 

lightning 
FiaSENLBSB, nsxBNLxas, 
roisoNLEss. without en- 
ergTi spiritless, lacking 

VI 



Fitba', football 

Flbech, to wheedle, ei^ole 

Fltte, to scold 

FoisoNLESB. 5ee Fissenless 

FoRBYB, besides 

FoRE-A'HAND, leading, 
going first 

Forgather, to come to- 
gether, put their heads 
together 

FoRRrr, forward 

Foul rA' te, ill befUl ye 

FOUNTAINHALL, LORD, i.e. 

Sir John Lander, Bart., 
a law lord, author of 
Chronoloificai NoU$ qf 
SooUieK AffoArt^ etc. 

Fraim, strange 

Friar 8 ohickxk, chicken 
broth, with eggs mixed 
init 

Furs, fturrows 

Fusee, a flint-lock musket 

Oaed, went ; oane, gone ; 

GANG, go 

Oaluo, proconsul of 

Achaia, or Southern 

Greece. See Acts xviii. 

12-27 
Galloway, a breed of 

horses in the south-west 

of Scotknd 
Gar, to make, oblige 
Gate, OArr, way, mode, 

direction 
Gaun, going 
Gauntrxbs, a stand for 

casks 
Gay, pretty, considerably 
Gear, property, goods 
GiLPT, a frolicsome lassie 
Gin, if 

Girnel, a granary, meal- 
chest 
Glkdge, a sly side glance 
Gleg, quick, sharp * 
GLENKEBre. 8m Kens 
Gurr. an instant; also 

fHght 
Glowring, staring, gazing 

hard at 
GoMSRiL, a fool, simpleton, 

lout 
Governantb, housekeeper 
Gowk, a fool 
GowpEN, a handful 
Gramabheb, leggings 
Grane, to groan 
Graebmarket, the place 

of public execution in 

Bdinbureh 
GuDXMAN, husband 
GuDEWiTE, wife 
Guide (good or OIX to 

treat, behave to 

Hatted, settled 
Haill, hale, whole 

28 



Hantlx, a good deal 

Harle, to nail, drag 

Harns, bmins 

Harrison, Thomas, the 
Parliamentarian and regi- 
cide 

Har'BT, owe a DAT IN. tO 

owe a good deed in time 
of need 

Hash, a lout, blockhead 

Haud, to hold 

Haud ncMEMOR, not un- 
mindful 

Haugh, a level plain 

Hauld, a habitation 

Hause, the throat 

Havinos, behaviour, de- 
meanour 

Helucat, violent, wild 

Hempie, giddy, romping 

Heritors, owners of land 
or other heritable pro- 
perty, in Scotland 

Heugh, a steep hill 

HicKERY-PiGKBRT, hiers- 
picra, a warm purgative, 
made of aloes, cinammon, 
and honey 

HiGHLANDMEN IN 1877. A 

'Highland host,' 6000 to 
8000, were quartered in 
Ayrshire and adjacent 
counties to punish those 
who uph^d conventicles 

Hill • roLK. the Ck)VO- 
nanters (as they wor- 
shipped among the hills) 

HiNNT, honey, a term of 
endearment 

Hit, a special kind of move 
in backgammon 

Hoast, a cough 

HoDDEM-GRET, tho lUitural 
colour of wool 

Holme, low ground by a 
stream 

Horning, a legal injunc- 
tion to a debtor to nay a 
debt) under penalty of 
being proclaimed a rebel 
to the King 

HoerriNG, mustering of 
armed men 

House or Muir, a place 
where markets were neld , 
on the Pentland Hills, 
near Glencorse 

Howrr, a place of resort 

HUMUR, or HUMBLE, COW, 

a cow without horns 
Hup nob wind, oo to 

right nor left^ used to a 

horse 
Hurchbon. a hedgehog 
Hubdies, the buttocka 



Ilk, ilka, each, every; 
iLKA-DATS, wecK-days 
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Iix-favb'd, Ul-btTOond, 

Ijr comcBVDAM, in trust, 
along with 

IvoomTAKT. Su Mixvbel 

bioLB, Art; iHaLs-wooK, 
fireside corner; check 
OP TBX iMOLi, the fire- 
side 

In kbrum natuba, in 
existence 

Ithke, other 

Jaloitss. to suspect, be 
sospicioas of 

Jaud, jade 

Jbmmt and Jbknt 
Jessamt, by Ellsa Hay- 
wood (1763) 

Jbnktplbction, genu- 
flexion, kneeling down 

JiMPLT, scantily 

Jo, JOB, a sweetheart 

Joan Tamson's man, a hen- 
pecked husband 

Julia db Roubign^, by 
Henry Mackenzie, The 
Man qfFeeUng 0795) 

JuarnoB Otbbdo, in Ben 
Jonson's BarthoUmev 
Fair 

JuBiiFiBD, executed 

Kail, kalx, cabbage 
greens, broth ; kail- 
BRoa, pottage of meal 
made with the scum of 
broth ; kalb (soup) 

THBOUOH THB REBK 

anokeX to take over 
e coals, storm and 
rail at; kail-wobm, a 
term of contempt ; 
kalb-tabd, a vegetable 
garden 

Kaisab, Onsar, that is, any 
emperor 

KBBBix,a hook-headed staflT 

Kbek, to peep 

Kbbltvine, a lead pencil 

Kbnb op Oallowat, a 
rufflred district, known 
asGlenkens, in Kirkoud- 
bri^tshire, where many 
of the Oameronians fiound 
reftige 

Kbnt, a staff 

Kindly tenants, those 
whose ancestors have 
long held the same land 

KriTLB, ticklish, diflioult, 
touchy 

Knapping, mouthing, talk- 
ing in an affected manner 

Ktb, kine, cows 

Laioh, low 

LAlTB,l0th 



Lanb, THBiB, alone by 
themselves ; m r lanb, 
by myself 

Lano tbv, the ten of 
trumps in Scotch whist 

Lanbick, Lanark 

Labsock, a little girl 

Lave, the remainder, rest 

Lavbocks, sandt, sand- 
larks 

Lawino, the reckoning 

Lbasino-makino, fUsehood 
against the sovereign to 
the people, or vict vtnd^ 
hi^ treason 

Leslbt, or Lbblib, Alex- 
ANDEB, afterwards Earl of 
Leren ; wasfleld-marshal 
in the army of Oustavus 
Adolphus 

Lbt, to hinder 

Lick, a blow 

LiPPBN, to trust 

LippiB, the fourth part of a 
peck 

LnHOOW • TOWN, Linlith- 
gow 

LocAUTiBS, the shares of 
an increase of the paroch - 
ial stipend that ftll on 
the several landowners 

Lock, a handful 

Loop, palm of the hand 

Loon, a fisllow 

Loop DOUN (a hatX let 
down the cocked points 

Loot, aUowed, let; looten, 
discharged 

LouND, quiet 

LouNDBB. to thump 

Loup, to leap 

Low, ailame 

LOWDIEN MALLIBHA, 

Lothian militia 
Luo, the ear: blaw in 
one's lug, ciuole, flatter ; 

PU' OUT BY LUG AND 

HOBN, drag out as a 

shepherd ouags out a 

homed sheep 
LuKEWABM Laodicean. 

See Revelation iii. 16 % 
LuM, a chimney 
LuppBN, leapt 

Magob-Missabib. See 

Jeremiah xx. 8 
Main, a hand or throw at 

dice 
Mains, the home-lkrm 
Main by tokbn, espedaUy 
Maib house, a better table 

and establishment 
Maist, almost 
Majobino, strutting, 

prancing with a militaiy 

air 
Malcaiab, son op Hambl- 
Se$ Jeremiah 



xxxvUL «. The * king's 
son,' or Hamroelech, was 
apparently the title of an 
officer of the royal house- 
hold 

Male pabta p&ius dila- 
buntub, ill-gotten, worse 
spent 

Malubha, militia 

Malt abunb the meal. 
See Abune 

Mabavbdi, an old Spanish 
copper coin, worUi less 
than ^th penny 

Margbavb, originally an 
officer of the German 
empire, the count dfra/, 
grave) of a frontier 
province (markf march) ; 
afterwards a title of 
nobility 

Mart, a ftttted cow, ox 

Mabrlum. mixed grain 

Mask, to brew 

Massy, full of conceit 

Mastbb Silencc. Set 
Shakespeare's Henrj/lV. 
Part IL Act v. 8c. 3 

Maunder, to mutter and 

{;rumb1e, talk tot talk- 
Dg'ssake 

MAxrr, malt 

Mawkin, a hare 

Meal-abx. meal-tub or bin 

Mbarns, tne andoit name 
of Kincardineshire 

Mblvin, Jambs, should be 
James Melville, one of 
the assassins of Cardinal 
Beaton in 1546 

Memsbfu*, becoming, suit- 
able 

Mebk, Is. l|d. 

Meroz, curse op. See 
Judges V. 28 

Mile, Scots, nearly 9 Air- 
longs 

Minnie, mother 

Mibabbl in the Iircoir- 
STANT, a play by G. 
Farqunar, 1703, but 
taken in great part from 
Fletcher's WiiOgoote 
Chaee 

MiBUGOBS, dizsiness 

Misleab'd, unmannerly 

MoNBo, Majob-Genbbal 
BoBBBT, fk«quently 
alluded to in Legend qf 
Montroee 

MoNSiBiTB ScuDiBL Orond 
Cyme was originally 
published under the 
name of (Seorses de 
Scud^, Madeleine's 
brother, though he only 
contributed Uie outline 
of the story 

MONTOOMXBT, SiB JaMBB, 
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of Skelmorlie, one of the 
commiflsionera sent to 
offer the crown to the 
Prince of Orange ; being 
disappointed of the oflSce 
he coveted, he plotted 
against William in the 
intereats of James II. 

MoNziKR, probably mon- 
sieors. The wotob were 
apparently spoken dar- 
ing apprehensions of in- 
vasion (h>m France. Set 
Note 88, p. 439 

Mobs-flow, a boggy place ; 
MOfls-HAOj a bog-pit 

MOUSQUBTAIBBB, FRENCH, 

companies of gentlemen 
who formed the King's 
goard, and ei\)oyed many 
privUegee 

Mrs. Lennox's Female 
Quixote (1752), an imita- 
tion of Don Quixote, 
ridicnling the long- 
vrinded nench romances 
of the time 

MuiR, TAK THE, to flee to 
the moors 

HoROBONs, contortions, 
violent gestares 

MuRUB, a wall 

HuTCHKiN, pint measore 

Nabal. See 1 Sam. xzv. 

Nabh-oab, trashy, insolent 
talk 

Neist, next 

Nevk, a nook, comer 

Nbvot, a nepnew 

Niece, according to old cus- 
tom, frequently means 
granddaoghter 

Nil Novrr in causa, he 
knew nothing abont it 

Noble, an old English 
coin, worth at first 6s. 
8d., later 10s. 

NuLLirmi AN, an unbeliever 

Onbtead, a farm-steading 
Orlando, the hero of 
Ariosto s romantic epic 

OUTjriELD AND INflELD. 

Land constantly man- 
ured and cultivated was 
called 'infleld'; land 
cropped, without man- 
ure, unto exhausted, 
•outfield' 

OuTSHOT, a projecting ad- 
dition to a building 

Out-taken, excepting 

Overton, Richard, 
Levellerand pamphleteer 
(1642-49), was imprisoned 
in Newgate for attacking 
the House of Lords 

OwBBN, oxen 



Paduabot, a lady's habit 
made of Padua silk 

Parent, a kinswoman 

Parritcb, porridge 

Paton or Meadowhead, 
an Ayrshire Covenanter, 
distinguished himself in 
the German wars and at 
the battle of Worcester ; 
he was executed after 
BothwellBrig 

Pbarunob, a kind of lace, 
made of thread or sUk 

Pbat-hao, a hollow in a 
moor left from digging 
peats 

Pebl-houbb, a small forti- 
fied house, or tower 

Peine forte etdure, stem 
necessity 

Pbnnt-fee, wages 

Pentland Hilu, battle 
OF, or Bullion Qrexn. 
where in 1666 General 
Dalxiel defeated the 
Galloway Cameronians 

Perdu, hidden 

PicKus, a small quantity, 
litUe bit 

Pinnerb and pearunob, 
caps and laces 

Pit, to put 

Pit and oallowb, privi- 
ifOE of, the right to in- 
flict capital punishment 
— ^to drown women in a 
pit and to hang men on a 
gallows 

Place, ^d penny 

Plenishqio, furnishing 

Pleuoh-paidle. a stick for 
clearing earth flrom the 
plough 

PocKMANTLBf'portmantean 

PocK-PUDDiNo, a Scotch- 
man's contemptuous epi- 
thet for an Englishman 

Port Rotal, the port of 
Kingston in Januuca 

PoBB, a secret hoard, trea- 
sure 

PousB, to push 

Pu*, to pull 

Pule, a pool 

Punch, the Devil, and 

THE BAKER, BU allUSlon 

to the popular puppet- 
plays of l;he day 
Pund Scots, Is. 8d. 

QuAioH, shallow drinking- 

cup 
Quean, a young woman 

Race of Dunbar. See 
Dunbar 

Randt, randie. a scold, 
beggar; dlBoroerly, vag- 
rant 



Raplocb, coarse, undyed 
homespun 

Rax, to stretch, reach 

Redder, an adviser, settler 
of disputes, peacemaker 

Reek, smoke 

Reiving, thieving 

Rent-mail, a pleonasm for 
rent 

Reset, to harbour, enter- 
tain 

Rio, a ridge of land ; field 

Ripe, to search, examine 

Round, to whisper 

Roirr, to bellow 

Row, to roll, wrap 

Rue, to take the, to rue, 
repent a propoeal, inten- 
Uon 

RuooiKO, pulling, seuflUng 

RuOLKf. RuthttTslen, on 
the Clyde, 2 miles from 
Glasgow 

RuTHVEN, Sir Patrick, 
sometime governor of 
Ulm, on the Danube, 
afterwards Earl of Forth 
andBranford 

Bae, bo 

St. Johnbtonb'b tippet, a 

halter 
Sair, sore, very 
San BENiTOfl, robes wom by 

the victims of the In- 

Siisition, and cut like 
ose wom by the monks 
of St Benedict (San 
Benito) 
Sanctum banctorum. holy 
of holies, a very jealously 
kept apurUnent 
Sark, a shirt 
Saut, salt 

SCAFF AND RAFF, tag-rSg 

and bobtail 

Scaled, cleaned the inside 
of a cannon by firing a 
small charge flrom it 

Scaur, a steep bank 

Soon MILE, neariy 9 ftir- 
longs 

Soon SHiLLiKOB, equiva- 
lent to English pennies 

Screed, a long harangue 

SCUD^bU, or SCUD^RT, 

Mdlle. de, an amiable 
but long • winded and 
extravagant writer of 
romances, Orand Cyrue 
(10 vols., 1649-58X etc.. 
which ei^yed ereat 
popularity In their day 

Sbtb, becomes, suits 

Shakena, are not ashamed 

Shamot, chamois 

Shaw, a wood, flat ground 
at the bottom of a hUl 

SHSELnro-HiLL, a mound 
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when grmin was sbellad 
or winnowed by hand in 
tho open air 
SHBmsLB^ JoHM, Doke of 
Bttddngnamnhire, com- 
numded a foroe tent in 
1680 to the relief of 
Ttogien, then an BngUah 
poeteeeion and bestoged 
try the Moors 
Shilunos Sootb, equal to 

English pennies 
BncvB D'URFi, author of 
Adrie and other ro- 
mances 
SiiJCMOi, Master. Sm 

Master Silence 
SiNOLS OARRrrcH, Slni^e 
or Shorter Catechism 
of the Church of Soot- 
land 
SuroLS BODcntR, a private 

soldier 
Sim' sTin, since 
Skafth, harm 
Bkcbl, ikill 

Bkkblt, knowing, sUlfnl 
Bkkllib, to squint 
SKSLPnro, beating, thrash- 
ing ; trotting, cantering 
Skinkbr, one who serves 

oat liquor 
Skirl, tosovam 
SxiRL-iM-THR-f AM, a try 
SoiOBOATB, somehow 
SoRM, to demand bed and 

board, sponge on 
Sort, to arrange, make 

tidy and clean 
SonoH, a whistling sound, 
dgh; to sigh; calm 
SOUGH, an easy mind, a 
quiet tongue 
Soup, a spoonftil 
SouTKRS, shoemakers 
SowBNs, a sort of flummery 

made of oatmeal 
Spamo, to spring, leap 
Sprsl, to scramble, uide 
Spbbr, to inquire, ask 
Sprmob, a pantry, larder 
Stap, to push, cram 
Starkly, strongly, stoutly 
Staw, to surfeit 
Strkk, STBXKrr, shut 
Stkrr, to disturb, interfere 

with 
Stilts (of a plouohX 

handles 
Stimg AMD UMO, entirely 
Stir, sir 

'Stonr walls do kot.' 
etc, firom Lovelace's To 
AUkea 
Stot, a bullock 
Stoup, a liquid measure 
Stour, conflict, strife 
Stour-lookimo, gruff- 



looking, austere, sorly- 
looking 
STRApraro UP, hangiBg 

STRAUOBT, iXC STRAUCBT, 

stndght 
Btravrm, or Strathayim, 

a town some 10 mUes 

south of Glasgow 
Stuis. hesitated; BrrAXD, 

hesitate, shrink from 
SuLDMA, snould not 
SuKB AS STMB, the soonsr 

the better 
SuMK, a cushion of straw 

SWRAL (of a OAMDLBX tO 

melt and nm down 
SvBo, a young onion 
Stkb, a streamlet dry in 

summer 
Stmc, since, ago 

Tabs, a glass, cup 

Tawpdb, an awkward girl 

TRMT,care; TAKnMT,take 
care, heed 

Teuoh, tough 

Track amd raps, tldit in. 
well cared for, aUended 
to, like a (krmer's well- 
thatched stacks 

Trrbkino, thatch, looi 

Thowlrsb, sluggish, in- 
active 

Thramo, thronged, busy 

Thrapplb, throat 

Thraw, to thwart 

Tbrxkp, aver stoutiy, 
assert 

THUXRiKniB, a contrivance 
for torturins the hands 

Tirailleur, sharpshooter 

TiRL, to strip, strip off 

TnnB, sister 

TOuzLE, to disorder 

Tbw, a rope • 

TbwER OF THE Bass, the 
Bass Book, at the 
entrance to the Firth of 
Forth. In its dungeons 
many Covenanters were 
imprisoned durins the 
reigns of Charles u. and 
James II. 

TowK, a country house, 
with its fturm, cottases, 
and other dependences. 
See Note 18, p. 419 

ToT, a woman's linen or 
woollen headdress hang- 
ing over the shoulders 

Traoedt, omlt Scottish, 
John Home's DougUu. in 
Act i. Sc 1 

Triok-track, a kind of 
backgammon 

Trtbted, tried, afflicted 

Twa, two 

TwAL, twelve 



Umqvhilb, deceased, late 

Urge, ounce 

Umoo, uncommon, strange, 
queer-looking 

UMrrED States, the United 
Provinces of the Nether- 
lands 

Up-btr, up, up yonder 

Uptake, uptak, at the, 
at catching up the mean- 
ing 

Vame, Sir Harrt, the 
republican, chief commis- 
sioner for treating with 
the Scots in 1643 

YivERS, victaals 

Wad, would 

Wae, Sony 

Walub. a valet 

Wamb, belly, stomach 

Wam, got, reached 

Ware, to spend 

Wassail, ale 

Water, down the, down 
the valley: water-side, 
the entire olstrict, valley 

Water-broo, broth, water 
in which meat has been 
boiled 

Wauobt, a draught 

Waur, worse 

Wersh, tasteless, insipid 

Wbbtport, the western gate 
of Edinburgh on \raich 
the heads of criminals 
and traiton were ex- 
posed 

What's TOUR wvLL? what's 
your will? what do you 
want? 

Whbbm, afew 

Whig awa, to Jog on, move 
at an easy, steady pace 

Wbilbs, sometimes, oooa- 
sionally 

Whilly-wha, wheedling, 
csjolery 

WuiRRT, to huny, whir 

Win, to get, reach, begin 

WnmLEflTRAB, bent-grass 

WiMMOCK, a window 

WooDiB, a halter 

WuD, mad ; ^cleam wud, 
stark mad 

Wumma want, will not go 
with 

Wyte, blame 

Taird, tard^ a cottage 

garden 
Till, tbll, ale 
ToKiKG, the time a horse 

is in yoke 
YoKTT, yoked, futened 
Yule Bvb, Christmas Bve 
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Advumity, and Scotch chancier, 4 

AliBon. See Wilson 

Allan, Major, 118; his advice before 

Dramdog, 150 ; 
Apparitions, 856, 426 
Archbishop of Bt. Andrews. See Sharp 
Army, royal, in Scotland, 870, 280 
Artamenee, romance by Scuddri, 107 
Author, on Old Mortality, 9 ; introdnctlon 

to the novel, Iz 

Balpotjb of 'Barley, at Niel Blane's, 81 ; 
throws Bothwell, 82; sheltered by 
Morton, 88; in the hay-loft at Mlln- 
wood, 44; his defence of the Core- 
nanters, 45 ; his guiltr dream, 47 ; 
desires Morton to join the Cove- 
nanters, 48; shoots Comet Orahame, 
156: his combat with Bothwell, 157; 
hindered fhnn slaying Bvandale, 168; 
his history, 105; gains over Morton, 
108; defends the murder of Sharp, 
199 ; his reasons for sendingMorton to 
Glasgow. 280: quarrels withToundtext. 
251 ; with Monon, 252 ; his wrath at 
Bvaadale's release. 274; defends the 
bridge at Bothwell, S94 ; is wonnded, 
and flees, 207; his letter to Morton, 
828 ; in the cave at Linklater Linn, 802 ; 
barns the document, 807 ; his challenge 
to Morton, 807 ; attacks Bvandale, 404 ; 
his death, 4M ; the murderer of Arch- 
bishop Sharp, 415 ; his return to Scot- 
hukd, 420 : his grave, 420 

Bellenden, Bdlth, at the po^x^ay ftetival, 
15 ; her interest for the ueadriggs, 64 ; 
her anxiety about Morton, 02; visits 
him a prisoner, 05; writes to Major 
Bellenden, 101 : on the bartizan, 106 ; 
begs BvaiMlale to intercede for Morton, 
120 ; her rival suitors, 125 ; her distress 
on hearing Morton has Joined the rebels, 
222 ; sets out for Edinburgh, 268 ; her 
conversation with Morton on the way, 
864 ; Cnddie teUs Morton of her be- 
trothal to Bvandale, 837 ; her sudden 
arrival at Fairr Knowe, 844; her 
interview with svandale, 846 ; startled 
by the stoh, 850; sees the 'appari- 
tion' of Morton, 852; urges Bvandale 
not to join the insariMtiKm* 402 ; her 



grief at his death, 406 ; her marriage, 
400 

Bellenden, Lady Maigaret, at the popin- 
jay festival, 15; costs and rewards of 
her lovalty, 17 ; holds an investigation, 
65; dismisses Manse and Cuddie, 50; 
receives Bothwell and the soldiers, 85 ; 
her story of the kind's breeJcfost, 105 ; 
welcomes Mi^or fiellendezi, 105; asks 
for a commission for Bothwell, 114; 
intercedes for Morton's Ufe, ISO; re- 
solves to defend the Tower, 188; 
shelters Lord Bvandale, wounded. 217 ; 
leaves for Bdinburgh, 268; her letter 
urging Bdith to marnr Bvandale, 848 ; 
her care for Bvandale's comfort, 401 ; 
consents to Bdith marrying Morton, 
409 

Bellenden, Msior, reads Bdith's letter, 
108 ; pleads for Morton's release, 116 ; 
entrusted with the defence of TOlie- 
tudlem, 188; his preparations for de- 
fence, 184, 101 ; detains Bvandale, 220 ; 
his Indignation on hearing Morton is 
with the Covenanters, 226, 281; his 
meeting with Langcale, 228 : reftises to 
surrender. 281 ; evacuates the Tower, 
268 ; his death, 880 

BeUum BotkueUianuv^, quoted, 420 

Black Book, Claverhouse's, 814 

Blane, Jenny, 27, 874 

Blane, Niel, piper and publican, 86 ; his 
sage advice to Jenny, 27 ; placed be- 
tween two fires, 101 ; tells Morton the 
news, 875 ; the last of him, 410 

Boot, torture of the, 825 

Bothwell, Sergeant, his royal descent, 
27, 85, 414; thrown by Bnrley, 82; 
enters Milnwood, 68 ; applies the test 
oath, 71 : arrests Morton, 78 ; halts at 
Tillietudlem, 88 ; drinks with Harrison, 
88 ; offisr of a commission. 114 ; hand- 
cuflb Morton, 127; escorts him flrom 
TilUetudlem, 184 ; makes a flank attack 
at Drumdog, 156; his combat with 
Barley, 157 ; his death, 150 ; the con- 
tents of his pocket-book, 212 

Bothwell Bridge. 286; batUe of, 201; 
revisited by Morton, 888; ballad on 
batUe of. 428 

Broee, Cuddle scalded with, 234 
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Barley, Balfour ot See Balfour 
Btiskbody, Miaa Mtrtha, quMtions the 
Author, 407 

Gasrlavbock, zvi 

Cameron. Richard, 425. 486 

Gameroniana, xiii ; Old Mortality an ad- 
herent of. 00. See dUo Covenanters 

Captain of the Popii\)ay, 14; Hemy 
Morton as, 22 

Carmichael, sheriff of Fife, 415 

Carriage, nobleman's, in time of Charlea 
II.7i4 

Catechism, Shorter, 835 

Charles II., his breakfkst at TUlletadlem, 
17,28 

Claverhonse, his horse, 109. 410 ; descrip- 
tion of, 112 ; reftises to liberate Morton, 
117, 130; condemns him to be shot, 
129; listens to Evandale's petition, 
182; calls his officers together before 
Drumdog, 149 ; at the battle of Dmm- 
clog^l55 ; his retreat, 160, 167 ; retmms 
to Tillietadlem, 187 ; his sorrow at 
his nephew's death, 188; leaves the 
dragoons at Tillietadlem, 190 ; driven 
oat of Glasgow, 242 ; offers his protec- 
tion to Morton, 285 ; gives no qaarter 
at Both well Bridge, 296; rescues Morton 
fhmitheOameronians,'806; his observa- 
tions on death, 809 ; conveys the Gamer- 
onian prisoners to Edinbargh, 812; reads 
from the Black Book, 814 ; accompanies 
Morton to Lelth, 827; his histonr as 
Viscoont Dandee, 881, 885; Lady 
Blphinstoun's double pun on, 418 ; 
proof against shot, 410 ; his letter to 
Lord Linlithgow, 422 ; Dondee's Letterv, 
quoted, 422, 427 

Cleishbotham. Jedediah, his peroration, 
411 ; notes by, 418 

Clock scene, the Cameroniaus and Morton, 
808 

Clyde, view o^ 107; swum by Morton, 
800 ; death of Barley in, 405 

Clydesdale, upper wara on 18, 107 

Common Prayer, Book of; hated by the 
Covenanters, 805 

Concealment of the Ikce, 417 

Cooper CUment, story of, xvi 

Covenant. Bnrley's defence of, 46 ; Cove- 
nanters seal for. 882 

Covenanters, theu* tombs at Qander- 
deugh, 8; hostility to the Stewarts, 
12; at Drumclog, 147-171; disonions 
among, 172, 196, 201, 248, 278, 280, 420; 
take counsel after Drumclog, 204 ; thedr 
leaders in council, 215, 270; approach 
Tillietudlem, 227 ; attack it 282 ; over- 
ran Glasgow, 242 ; day of nnmiiiation 
before Bothwell Bridge, 287 ; led into 
Edinbargh, 817 ; their hatr^ of tolera- 
tion, 828; policy under William III., 
882; their gibbet, 428; exposure of 
their heads, 420 ; repeats of, 428 ; pre- 
dictions of, 428 

Craignethan Castle, 107, 418 

Grichope Linn, 801, 428 

Guddie. 5m Headrigg, Cuddle 



Dalsill, GeDfinl, as lieutenant-geneiftL 
270 : description of, 281 ; at Bothwell 
Bridge, 290; his inhumanity, 828, 425 ; 
his history, 424 

Death, Glaverhouse's reflections on, 800 

Defoe, his Hiitory (^ AjtparUUnu^ quoted, 
420 

Dennison, Jomy, enumerates her sweet- 
hearts, 91: persuades HallidMr to let 
her and Sdith pass, 95; offers her 
plaid to Morton, 96 ; her opinion ot 
Bvandale and of Morton, 125; tells 
Edith that Morton and Guddie have 
Joined the Covenanters, 222; scalds 
Cuddle with the brose, 230 ; steals out 
from the ganlson, 255; her adieu to 
Guddie, 2^; her conversation with the 
stranger Of ortonX 835 ; altercation with 
Cuddle aooot him, 841 ; last news of, 
408 

Dick, John, quoted, 420 

Dinner, locking the door during, 07, 410 

Doomster of court, 820 

Drumclog, battlefield, 147 ; battle of, 155, 
490 

Duke, the, his carriage, 14 

Dundee, viscount. See Claverhouse 

Dunnottar Castle, Old Mortality's visit 
to,ix 

Edinbuboh, entry of Covenanter prisoners 
into, 817 

Elphinstoun, Lady, her pun on Claver- 
house. 418 

Bvandale, Lord, shoots at the popioiay, 
21 ; arrives at Tillietudlem, 115 ; asked 
by Edith to intercede for Morton, 120 ; 
his relations with Edith, 125 ; obtains 
Morton's reprieve, 182; counsels a 
treaty at Drumdog. 151 ; charges the 
Covenanters, 155; nis life saved by 
Morton, 108; his portmanteau found 
by Guddie, 211 ; reaches Tillietadlem 
wounded, 217; meets Langcale, 228; 
ccmdemned to death by the Cove- 
nanters, 249 ; released bv Morton, 259 ; 
agrees to present Morton's petition, 
260 ; quells the mutiny in Tillietudlem, 
201; escorts the Bellendens to Edin- 
burgh, 208 ; is betrothed to Edith, 887 ; 
urges the marriage, 847 ; the conspiracy 
against him, 898; urged by Edith to 
remain quiet, 408} meets the con- 
spirators, 404 ; is shot dead, 405 

Vault Knows, 884 

Familv servants, old, 40. 00, 415 

French invasion, Peden s predictions of, 

429 
Froissart, beauties of, 818 
Funeral charges of Old Mortality, xv 

Galloway, scene of Old Mortality's 

wanderings, xii, 5 
Oanderdeugh, 2 
Geneva print, 104 
Oilbertscleugh, Lady Margaret's cousin, 

22 
GUtfgow, Covenanters' attack on, 242 
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Glossary. 481 

Goose Gibbie, equipped for the wai 
schaw, 16; bi8mi8oap,24; carries Edith's 
letter to Mi^or Bellenden, 102 ; bungles 
Morton's message to Bvandale, 402; 
the last of him, 410 
Grahame, Comet, searches for Burley at 
the Howff, 88 ; carries the flag of tmce 
at Dramclog, 152 ; shot by Bnrley, 155 ; 
maltreatment of his body, 418 
Grahame of CHaverhouse. See Clayerhoose 
Grand CymSf Scad^ry's romance, 107 
Grierson, Sir Robert, of Lagg, 809 
Gudyill, John, at the levy, 16; his 
approaches to Bothwell, 88; reads 
the Geneva print, 104 ; talks with the 
Major, 104, 181; in the gardens at 
Fairy Knowe, 844: announces CaUt 
Gibbie, 401 ; takes the credit of shoot- 
ing Olilknt, 409 

Hackston of Rathillet, 415; his entry 
into Edinburgh, 425 

Hallid^, the dragoon, 80 ; permits Jenny 
and Edith to pass, 95 ; reports Both- 
well's fkll, 159; admits Bvandale to 
Tillietudlem, 261 : brings the Black 
Book, 814 ; sees Mnrton's 'ghost,' 854 ; 
shoots Injdis, 405 

Hamilton, Covenanters' camp at, 270 

Hamilton, Lady Emily, 845 ; annoyed with 
Edith, 351 

Hamilton, Robert, of Preston, at Drum- 
clog, 420 

Harrison, the steward, levies the Bellen- 
den retainers, 15 ; drinks with Bothwell, 
88 

Headrigg, Cuddie, ikils the levy, 16; 
shoots at the popii\|ay , 20 ; expostulates 
with his mother, 60 ; enters Morton's 
service, 63 ; turned out from Milnwood, 
79 ; a prisoner with Morton, 135 ; re- 
counts his adventures, 136; appoints 
himself valet to Morton, 140, SIO; 
pillages after the battle, 210 ; attempts 
to steal into Tillietudlem, 284 ; scalded 
with the broee. 236 ; brings Jenny before 
Morton, 255 ; his adieu to Jenny, 268 ; 
escapes fh)m the Covenanters, 800; 
described in the Black Book, 814; 
reftiaes to 'testify,' 820; before the 
privy council, 822 ; questioned by the 
stranger (MortonX 885 ; altercation with 
Jenny about him, 841 ; his subsequent 
history, 406 

Headrigg, Manse, visited "by Ladv 
Margaret, 56; escpelled from TilUetud- 
lem, 69; 'testifles' at Milnwood, 74; 
uplifts her voice on the way to Drum- 
clog, 141 ; chides Kettledrummle, 164 ; 
her exultation at the victory, 166 ; urges 
Cuddie to 'testily,' 820 

Highlanders, in the royal army, S70, 280 ; 
at Bothwell Bridge, 294 

Hill-men. See Oameronians 

Holland, Morton in, 868 

Howff, the Piper's, inn, 26. 872 

Howie of Lochgoin, quoted, 419, 421, 424. 
See <U90 SootiWorthiei 



Indulobncs, 86 

Inglis, Corporal, left at Tillietudlem, 190 ; 

, mutinies, 261 : plots against Bvandale, 

898 ; note on Captain Peter Inglis, 427 
' In Judah's land God is well known,' 148 
Introduction to the novel, ix 
Itinerant tradesmen, 9 

KsTTLEDRumiLB. CameTOuian minister, 
186; uplifts h^ voice on the way to 
Drumclog, 141 ; hides behind the cairn, 
164 ; his sermon after Drumclog, 178 ; 
his disagreement with Poundtext, 202 

Ladt's-m Aii>s, and lying, 2C8 

Landward town, 69, 416 

Langcale, Laird of, 215 ; summons Tillie- 

ttuilem to surrender, 228 
Lauderdale, examines the Covenanters, 

821 
League and Covenant, Burley's defence 

o^ 46 ; Covenanters' zeal for, 332 
Lewis, Jenkin, his Mewioin qf Prince 

WiUiam Henry, 417 
Life Guards, Claverhonse's. 29 ; visit Miln- 
wood, 68 ; march to Tillietudlem, 108 ; 

at Drumclog, 147 ; flight of, 161, 167 
Linklater Linn, 887. 890 
Linlithgow, Earl of, Dundee's letter to, 

422 
Loch Bloy, the MacFarlanes' slogan, 424 
Locking the door during dinner, 67, 416 
Loudon Hill, conventicle at, 117 ; Cuddle's 

account or, 186 ; battle of, me Drumclog 
Lnmley, Captain, receives Morton, 279 

Macbriab, Ephraim, the preacher, 174; 
disapproves of Morton's appointment, 
194 ; condemns Morton to death, 803 ; 
before the privy cotmcil, 822 ; under 
torture, 825 
MacFlBurlane clan, their war-cry, 424 
Machinery and Providence, 59, 416 
Maclure, Bessie, warns Burley, 87; 
shelten Bvandale, 220; entertainn 
Morton, 879; her misfortunes, 882; 
tells.Morton about Burley, 884 
March-dike boundary, 418 
Marksmen of Milnwood, 288, 258 
Memoirs qf Prince WiUiam Henry, 417 
Military music, at nieht, 48, 416 
Milnwood House, v9 ; dinner at, 66 ; 
entered by the soldiers, 68 ; visited by 
Morton, 248; asain, after his return from 
abroad. 868 ; the oak parlour. 870 
Monmouth, Duke of, in Scotland, 245; 
description of, 281 ; his interview with 
Morton, 282 
Moors. Scottish, 144, 146 
Mortality, Old. See Old Mortality 
Morton. Henry, at the popinjay, 21 ; 
Insulted by Bothwell, 81; shelters 
Burley, 88: conversation in the hay- 
loft, 46; declines to Join the Oovenanten, 
49; his intention to go abroad, 52; en- 
gages Cuddie and Mause, 68 ; arrested 
^ Bothwell, 78 : carried off to Tmie- 
tndlem, 81 ; visited by Edith, 96 ; his 
character and dronnutances, 128 ; his 
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afltetion for Edith, 1S4; lutiidcaffM!. 
127; before CUverhouM, 128; carried 
away a prisoner, 186 : sayea Bvandale's 
life, 108; appointed captain of the 
Corenanters, 198, 208; won OTer by 
Barley, 198; examinesBoth well's pookei- 
book, 212; his letter to Major Bellenden, 
280 ; his part in the attack on TilUetad- 
lem, 238; despatched to Glasgow, 289; 
visiU Hilnwood, 247; dispute with 
Barley, 252; interview with Jenny, 
266 ; releases Bvandale, 269 ; oonveraa- 
tion with Bdith, 204 ; ones moderate 
terms, 277 ; envoy to the Duke of Mon- 
moath,278; interview with Monmooth, 
288 ; declines Olaverhoose's protection, 
286 ; retoms to the Cameronians, 280 ; 
sapposed flight, 296 ; &lls amongst the 
Iknatics, 80O ; reseaed by Claverfaoaae, 
806; compares Claverhoose with Borley, 
818 ; as described in Caaveihoose's Black 
Book, 816; accepts the king's pardon, 
822; goes to Leith, 827; receives Barley's 
letter, 828: retoms to Scotland, 888; 
inaoires aboat the Bellendens, 888; 
lodges at FUry Knowe. 841 ; oveniears 
Evandale jpleading with Bdith, 860; 
seen by Bdith, 852 ; by Halliday, 864 ; 
his reistions with Bdith, 868: swims 
the Clyde, 800; arrives at Ifilnwood, 
802 ; recognised by the doe and Ailie, 
800; sketches his career m Holland, 
808 ; visits the Piper's Howff, 872 ; finds 
oat Bessie Maclore, 879 ; visits Barley 
at Llnklater Linn, 892; his narrow 
escape|. 897; brings ap the soldiers, 
405 ; his marriage, 409 ; sapposed appari- 
tion of, 428 

HorUm of Milnwood, 60; chides his 
nephew, 61 ; watches the appetites of 
his servants, 07; his reluctance to 
ransom his nephew, 74 ; his death, 806 

Mucklewnitb, Habakkuk, rails against 
peace, 905 ; incites the Cameronisiis to 
stone Morton, 289; cries out for Morton's 
death, 801; summons CSaverhonse to 
Ood's tribtmal, 800 

Music, r^mental, 48. 410 

Mysie, Lady Marepuet's attendant, 105 

Old MoRTALmr, history of, ix, xil, 9 ; 
Author's meeting with, xi ; at work, 4 

Old Mortality^ the novel. Author upon, ix 

Old Testament language, used by Cove- 
nanters, 178, 194 

Olifimt, Basil, 290 ; congratulates Claver- 
honse, 816 ; becomes a turncoat, 840 ; 
Burley's opinion of him, 895 ; shot by 
Ouddie,406 

Patbrboit, Robert 8u Old Mortality 
Paton, Captain John, 424, 428 
Pattieson, Peter, of Oandercleugh, 1 ; his 

grave, 418 
Peden, Alexander, his prophecy, 7, 429 
Peroration, 411 

Pike, Gideon, the MisJor^s servant, 108 
Piper's Howff, 20, 872 



Pit and gallows, privilege of; 180 

Popiojay, festival of, 14, 418 ; shooting at, 
19 

Poundtext, Rev. Mr., ocmtroversy with 
Macbriar, 202 ; counsels the raxing of 
Tillietudlem, 204 ; accompanies Morton 
home, 240; at his own house, 260; 
oppoaee Buriey, 251 ; not reinresentative 
(» Presbyterians, 428 

Preaching, after Drumdog, 178 

Presbytmans. Moderate, and the Indol- 

SBUce, 80 ; disown the murder of Arch- 
ishop Sharp, 190; their memorial to 

government, 268 ; Robert Hamilton on, 

424 
Privy council, trial of Cameronians before, 

821 
Proof against shot, 419, 424 
Prophers chamber, 8, 418 
Providence and machineiy, 69, 410 
Psalm, quavering, befiore Botiiwell Bridge, 

292 
Puiae, throwing of, over the gate, 410 

Q uimaBBB BY, Duke of, 410 

Rbtbxats of the Covenanters, 428 
Romances of the 17th century, 18, 417 

St. Andbewb, Archbishop of. Su Sharp 

Salmon, and Scottish servants, 00 

Schoolmaster, life of, 1 

Scotch character, improved by adversity, 4 

Scot of Scotstarvet, quoted, 414 

SooU FTortAiet, quoted, 416, 428, 429 

Scriptural language of Covenanters, 178, 

194 
Scuddry, romance writer, 107 
Semple, Gabriel, prophecy of, 429 
Sermons, after Dnimclog, 178 
Servants, Scotch, 40, 00, 416 
Sharp, Archbishop, assassination of, 88 ; 

opinions about, 198; murderers of, 

416 
Shot, proof acainst, 419, 424 
Smugglers, adventure among, 424 
Solemn League and Covenant, 40, 882 
Somervilles, Memoir of, quoted. 418 
Stewart, Francis. &e Bothweli 
Stewarts, their anti-Puritan policy, 12 
* Stone walls do not a pdson make,' 259 

Test oath, Bothwell's, 71 

'They marched east throw lithgow- 

town,' 428 
' This martyr was by Peter Inglis shot,' 

427 
'Thv hue, dear pledge, is pure and 

miii^dlem Tower, breakikst at, 7, 28 ; 
described, 88, 418 ; king's room in, 86 ; 
Whigs' dungeon in, 87 ; view fh)m its 
turrets, 107 ; preparations for the siege, 
182, 184, 191 ; attacked by the Cove- 
nanters, 282 ; extremities of the garri- 
son, 249, 250 ; evacuated, 208 
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Toleration, hateftil to the Covenanters, 

828 
Tombs of the Covenanters, 8 
Torture, Covenanters under, 825 ; wooden 

mare, 417 
Train, Joseph, his communications to the 

Author, xii 
Turner, Sir James, 417 

Walker, Rev. Mr., of Dunnottar, ix; 

visits DumfHes, x 
Wappenschaws, in Scotland, 18 
Whigs. See Covenanters 



Whigs' Vault, at Dunnottar, x 

William of Orange, effects of his accession 
in Scotland, 881 ; reception of Morton 
in Holhuid, 808 

Wilson, Ailie, rates Morton, 40 ; tries to 
help him, 78 ; her indignation against 
Mause. 79 ; welcomes Morton home, 
248; tells him of the extremities at 
TilUetudlem. 249 ; reception of Morton, 
8d8; recognises him, 866; her care of 
Milnwood, 870, 410 

Winnowing machine, 69, 416 

Wooden mare, a punishment, 417 
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